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THE  ATHEIST; 


OR, 


THE  SECOND  PART 


ov 


THE  SOLDIER'S  FORTUNE. 


Hie  noster  authores  habet ; 
Quorum  tEmulari  exoptat  negligentiam 
Poiius  quam  istorum  obscuram  dUigentiam. 
Dekinc  ut  quiescant  porro  moneo,  et  desinant 
MakdicerCf  malefacta  ne  noscant  sua. 

Terence. 


TO  THE 


LORD  ELANDE, 


ELDEST  SON  TO  THE 


RT.  HON.  THE  MARQUIS  OF  HALIFAX. 


MY    LORD, 

XT  was  not  without  a  great  deal  of  debate  with 
myself,  that  I  could  resolve  to  make  this  present  to 
your  Lordship :  for  though  epistles  dedicatory  be 
lately  grown  so  epidemical,  that  either  sooner  or 
later,  no  man  of  quality  (whom  the  least  author 
has  the  least  pretence  to  be  troublesome  to)  can 
escape  them  ;  yet  methought  your  Lordship  should 
be  as  much  above  the  common  perplexities  that 
attend  your  quality,  as  you  are  above  the  common 
level  of  it,  as  well  in  the  most  exalted  degrees  of  a 
noble  generous  spirit,  as  in  a  piercing  apprehension, 
good  understanding,  and  daily  ripening  judgment^ 
all  sweetened  by  an  obliging  affability  and  conde- 
scension ;  of  which  I  have  often,  in  the  honour  of 
your  conversation,  had  particular  cause  to  be  proud  ; 
and  for  which,  therefore,  a  more  than  ordinary 
reason  now  to  be  grateful. 

VOL.  II.  B 


2  DEDICATION. 

And  it  is  upon  that  pretence,  I  here  presume  to 
shelter  this  trifle  under  your  protection ;  for  indeed 
it  hath  great  need  of  such  protection :  having  at  its 
first  coming  into  the  world  met  with  many  enemies, 
and  very  industrious  ones  too ;  but  this  way  1  was 
sure  it  must  live :  Would  he  but  once  vouchsafe  to 
espouse  its  defence,  whose  generosity  will  overthrow 
the  ignoblest  envy ;  whose  good  nature  cannot  but 
confound  the  most  inveterate  malice,  and  whose  wit 
must  baffle  the  sauciest  ignorance. 

.  My  Lord,  it  would  but  argue  me  of  the  meanest 
impertinence  and  formality,  to  pretend  here  an  ha- 
rangue of  those  praises  you  deserve :  for  he  who 
tells  the  world  whose  son  you  are,  has  said  enough 
to  those  who  did  not  know  you ;  and  the  happy 
few,  whom  you  have  picked  and  chosen  for  your 
conversation,  cannot  but  every  hour  you  are  pleased 
to  bestow  upon  them,  be  sensible  of  more  than  I 
could  tell  them  in  a  volume :  your  Lordship  being 
the  best  panegyric  upon  yourself;  the  son  of  that 
great  father  of  his  country,  who,  when  all  manner  of 
confusion,  ruin,  and  destruction  was  breaking  in 
upon  us,  like  the  guardian  angel  of  these  kingdoms, 
stood  up,  and  with  the  tongue  of  an  angel  too, 
confounded  the  subtleties  of  that  infernal  serpent, 
who  would  have  debauched  us  from  our  obedience, 
and  turned  our  Eden  into  a  wilderness.  Certainly 
his  name  must  be  for  ever  honourable,  precious  his 
memory,  and  happy  his  generation,  who  durst  exert 
his  loyalty,  when  it  was  grown  almost  a  reproach  to 
have  any  ;  and  stem  a  torrent  of  faction,  popular 
fury,  and  fermenting  rebellion,  to   the  preserving 
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of  the  best  of  kings  in  his  throne^  and  the  happiest 
of  people  in  their  liberties. 

May  he  live  long  to  complete  the  reparations  he 
has  made  in  our  defence ;  still,  by  the  strength  of  his 
judgment^  to  foresee  those  evils  that  may  yet  threaten 
us,  and  by  the  power  of  his  wisdom  to  prevent 
them ;  to  root  out  the  footing  and  foundations  of 
the  king's  open  (nay,  and  bosom)  enemies  :  as  a 
watchful,  bold,  and  sincere  counsellor  to  his  master ; 
to  be  a  driver  of  treacherous,  grinning,  self-ended 
knaves,  insinuating  spies,  and  useless  unprofitable 
fools  from  his  service :  a  patron  and  promoter  of 
honesty,  merit,  and  ability,  which  else  too  often, 
by  neglect,  are  corrupted  to  their  contraries. 

In  fine  to  continue  (as  he  is)  a  kind  indulgent 
father  to  your  Lordship,  so  much  every  way  his  son, 
and  fit  to  inherit  his  honours,  as,  in  the  strong  and 
shining  virtues  of  your  mind,  the  fixed  and  steady 
disposition  of  your  loyalty,  the  goodness  and  obliging 
temper  of  your  nature,  is  apparent ;  by  which  only 
I  must  ever  humbly  confess,  and  no  i^resumptive 
merit  of  my  own,  I  have  been  encouraged  to  take 
this  opportunity  of  telling  the  world  how  much  I 
desire  to  be  thought 

Your  Lordship's 

humble  servant  to  be  commanded, 

THO.  OTVVAY. 


B  1 


PROLOGUE. 


THOUGH  plays  and  prologues  7ieer  did  more 
abound, 
Ne'er  xvere  good  prologues  harder  to  be  found. 
To  me  the  cause  seems  easily  understood : 
For  there  are  poets  prove  not  very  good, 
Who  like  base  sign-post  daubers,  ivanting  skill, 
Steal  from  great  masters'  hands,  and  copy  ill. 
Thus,  if  by  chance,  before  a  noble  feast 
Of  gen'rous  wit,  to  xvhet  and  ft  your  taste, 
Some  poignant  satire  in  a  prologue  rise. 
And  growing  vices  handsomely  chastise  ; 
Each  poetaster  thence  presumes  on  imles. 
And  ever  after  calls  ye  downright  fools. 

These  marks  describe  him 

Writing  by  rote ;  small  wit,  or  none  to  spare ; 
Jingle  and  chime* s  his  study,  toil,  and  care : 
He  akvays  in  one  line  upbi^aids  the  age  ; 
And  a  good  reason  ivhy  ;  it  rhymes  to  stage. 
With  wit  and  pit  he  keeps  a  hideous  pother  ; 
Sure  to  be  damned  by  one,  for  want  of  t'other : 
But  if  by  chance,  he  gets  the  French  word  raillery. 
Lord,  hozc  hefegues  the  vizor-masques  with  gallery ! 

*Tis  said,  astrologers  strange  xvondersfind 
To  come  in  two  great  planets  lately  joined. 
From  our  two  houses  joining,  most  will  hold 
Vast  deluges  of  dulness  were  foretold. 
Poor  Holborn  ballads  noxv  being  borne  away 
By  tides  of  duller  madrigals  than  they  ; 
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Jockeys  and  Jennys  set  to  northern  airs, 

fVhile  lowly  Thespis  chaunts  at  country  fairs. 

Politic  ditties,  full  of  sage  debate. 

And  7nerry  catches  how  to  rule  the  state. 

Vicars  neglect  their  flocks,  to  turn  translators. 

And  barley-water  ivheyfac'd  beaux  write  satires ; 

Though  none  can  guess  to  which  7710s t praise  belongs. 

To  the  learned  versions,  scandals,  or  the  songs. 

For  all  things  now  by  contraries  succeed  ; 

Of  wit  or  virtue  there*s  no  longer  need: 

Beauty  submits  to  him  who  loudest  rails  ; 

She  fears  the  saucy  fop,  and  he  prevails. 

JFho  for  his  best  preferment  would  devise. 

Let  him  renounce  all  honesty,  and  rise. 

Villains  and  parasites  success  xdll  gain  ; 

But  in  the  court  of  wit  shall  dulness  reign  ? 

No :  let  the  angry  *  squire  give  his  iambicks  o'er. 

Twirl  cravat-strings,  but  write  lampoons  no  more  ; 

Rhymesters  get  ivit,  ere  they  pretend  to  show  it, 

Nor  think  a  game  at  cramboe  makes  a  poet : 

Else  is  our  author  hopeless  of  success. 

But  then  his  study  shall  be  next  time  less  : 

He'll  fmd  out  ways  to  your  applause  more  easy ; 

That  is,  write  worse  and  worse,  'till  he  can  please yeJ 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 

Father  to  Beaugard. 

Beaugard. 

Courtine. 

Daredevil. 

Theodoret. 

Gratian. 

Rosard,  Gratian*s  man. 

Plunder,  Beaugard's  man. 


WOMEN. 

H  Porcia. 
Lucretia. 

Sylvia,  Courtine's  wife. 
Mrs.  Furnish,  an  Exchange-woman^ 
Phillis,  Porcia* s  woman. 
Chloris,  Lucretids  woman. 


Six  Ruffians,  Footmen^  a  Dxvarf,  and  Page. 


THE    ATHEIST; 

OR, 

THE  SECOND  PART 

OF 

THE  SOLDIER'S  FORTUNE, 


ACT  L 

SCENE  I. 


Enter  Beaugard  and  his  Father. 

Beau.  Sir,  I  say,  and  say  again,  no  matrimony ; 
1*11  not  be  noosed.  Why,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  tell 
me  plainly  and  fairly,  what  have  I  done,  that  I 
deserve  to  be  married  ? 

Father.  Why,  sauce-box,  I,  your  old  father,  was 
married  before  you  were  born. 

Beau.  Ay,  sir,  and  I  thank  you,  the  next  thing 
you  did  was,  you  begot  me ;  the  consequence  of 
which  wa§  as  follows  :  As  soon  as  I  was  born,  you 
sent  me  to  nurse,  where  I  sucked  two  years  at  the 
dirty  dugs  of  a  foul-feeding  witch,  that  lived  in  a 
thitched  sty  upon  the  neighbouring  common  ;  as 
soon  as  I  was  big  enough,  that  you  might  be  rid  of 
me,  you  sent  nie  to  a  place  called  a  school,  to  be 
slashed  and  boxed  by  a  thick-fisted  blockhead,  that 
could  not  read  himself;  where  I  learned  no  letters. 
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nor  got  no  meat,  but  such  as  the  old  succubus  his 
wife  bought  at  a  stinking  price,  so  over-run  with 
vermin  that  it  used  to  crawl  home  after  her. 

Futker,  Sirrah,  it  was  the  more  nourishing,  and 
made  such  young,  idle  whoresons  as  you  fat,  fat, 
you  rogue.  I  remember  the  young  dog  at  twelve 
years  old  had  a  broad,  shining,  puft'ed,  bacon  face, 
like  a  cherubim ;  and  now  he  won't  marry. 

Beau.  My  next  removal  was  home  again  ;  and 
then  you  did  not  know  what  to  do  with  me  further, 
till  after  a  twelvemonth's  deliberation,  out  of  abund- 
ance of  fatherly  affection  and  care  of  your  posterity, 
you  very  civilly  and  fairly  turned  me  out  of  your 
doors. 

Father.  The  impudent,  termagant,  unruly  varlet 
rebelled  with  too  much  plenty,  and  took  up  arms 
against  my  concubine.  Turned  you  out  of  my 
doors ! 

Beau.     Yes,  turned  me  out  of  doors,  sir. 

Father.     Had  I  not  reason,  master  Hector  ? 

Beau.  As  I  had  then,  so  I  have  now  too,  sir, 
more  manners  than  to  dispute  the  pleasure  of  a 
father. 

Father.  Nay,  the  rogue  has  breeding;  that's 
the  truth  on't;  the  dog  would  be  a  very  pretty 
fellow,  if  I  could  but  persuade  him  to  marry. 

Beau.  Turned  out  of  doors  as  I  was,  you  may 
remember,  sir,  you  gave  me  not  a  shilling ;  my 
industry  and  my  virtue  was  all  I  had  to  trust  to. 

Father.  Bless  us  all !  Industry  and  virtue,  quoth  a ! 
Nay,  I  have  a  very  virtuous  son  and  heir  of  him, 
that's  the  truth  on't. 

Beau.  Till  at  last  a  good  uncle,  who  now,  peace 
be  with  his  soul,  sleeps  with  his  fathers,  bestowed 
a  portion  of  two  hundred  pounds  upon  me,  with 
which  I  took  shipping  and  set  sail  for  the  coast  of 
Fortune. 
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Father.  That  is  to  say,  you  went  to  the  wars,  to 
Jcarn  the  liberal  arts  of  murder,  whoredom,  burning, 
ravishing,  and  a  few  other  necessary  accompUsh- 
ments  for  a  young-  gentleman  to  set  up  a  livelihood 
withal,  in  this  civil  government,  where  (Heaven 
be  praised)  none  of  those  virtues  need  grow 
rusty. 

Beau.  Sir,  I  hope  I  have  brought  you  no  dis- 
honour home  with  me. 

Father.  Nay,  the  Scanderbeg  monkey  has  not 
behaved  himself  unhandsomely,  that's  the  truth  of 
the  business  ;  but  the  varlet  won't  marry :  the  dog 
has  got  two  thousand  pound  a  year  left  him  by  an 
old  curmudgeonly  mouldy  uncle,  and  I  can't  per- 
suade him  to  marry. 

Beau.  Sir,  that  curmudgeonly  mouldy  uncle  you 
speak  of  was  your  elder  brother,  and  never  married 
in  all  his  life :  he  dying,  bequeathed  me  two  thou- 
sand pound  a  year  :  you,  sir,  the  younger  brother, 
and  my  honoured  father,  have  been  married,  and 
are  not  able,  for  ought  I  can  perceive,  to  leave  me 
a  bent  nine-pence.  So,  sir,  I  wish  you  a  great  deal 
of  health,  long  life,  and  merry  as  it  has  been  hi- 
therto :  but  for  marriage,  it  has  thriven  so  very  ill 
with  my  family  already,  that  I  am  resolved  to  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it. 

Father.  Here's  a  rogue !  here's  a  villain !  Why, 
sirrah,  you  have  lost  all  grace ;  you  have  no  duty 
left ;  you  are  a  rebel  :  I  shall  see  you  hanged, 
sirrah.     Come,  come,  let  me  examine  you  a  little, 

while  I  think  on't :  What  religion  are  you  of? 

hah  ? 

Beau.  Sir,  I  hope  you  took  care,  after  I  was 
born,  to  see  me  christened. 

Father.  Oh  Lord  !  christened  !  here's  an  atheist- 
ical rogue,  thinks  he  has  religion  enough,  if  he  can 
but  call  himself  a  christian  ! 
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Beau.  Why,  sir,  would  you  iiave  me  disown  my 
baptism  ? 

Father.  No,  sirrah :  but  I  would  have  you  own 
what  sort  of  a  christian  you  are  though. 

Beau.  What  sort,  sir  ? 

Father.  Ay  sir,  what  sort,  sir  ? 

Beau.  Why,  of  the  honester  sort. 

Father.  As  if  there  were  not  knaves  of  all  sorts! 

Beau.  Why  then,  sir,  if  that  will  satisfy  you,  I 
am  of  your  sort. 

Father.  And  that,  for  aught  you  know,  may  be 
of  no  sort  at  all. 

Beau.  But,  sir,  to  make  short  of  the  matter,  I 
am  of  the  religion  of  my  country,  hate  persecution 
and  penance,  love  conformity,  which  is  going  to 
church  once  a  month,  well  enough  ;  resolve  to  make 
this  transitory  life  as  pleasant  and  delightful  as  I 
can ;  and  for  some  sober  reasons  best  known  to 
myself,  resolve  never  to  marry. 

Father.  Look  me  in  the  face;  stand  still,  and 
look  me  in  the  face.     So  you  won*t  marry  ? 

Beau.  No,  sir. 

Father.  Oh  Lord ! 

Beau.  But  I'll  do  something  that  shall  be  more 
for  your  good,  and  perhaps  may  please  you  as  well. 
Knowing  fortune,  of  late,  has  not  been  altogether  so 
good-natured  as  she  might  have  been,  and  that  your 
revenues  are  something  anticipated,  be  pleased,  sir, 
to  go  home  as  well  satisfied  as  you  can,  and  my 
servant  shall  not  fail  to  meet  you  at  your  lodgings, 
with  a  hundred  smiling  smock-faced  guineas  within 
this  half-hour :  Now  who  the  devil  would  marry  ? 

Father.  Nobody  that  has  half  an  ounce  of  brains 
in  his  noddle.  The  ungodly  good-natured  rogue 
is  in  the  right  on*t ;  damnably,  damnably  in  the 
right  on't. 

Beau.  So  here's  a  father  for  you  now  I 
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Father.  But  look  you,  Jack,  now,  little  Jack, 
two  thousand  pounds  a-year!  Why,  thou  wilt  be  a 
damnably  rich  rogue  now,  if  thou  dost  not  marry  ; 
though  I  know  thou  wilt  live  bravely  and  deli- 
ciously,  cat  and  drink  nobly,  have  always  half  a 
dozen  honest,  jolly,  true-spirited,  sprightly  friends 
about  thee,  and  so  forth,  hah  I  then  for  marriage, 
to  speak  the  truth  on*t,  it  is  at  the  best  but  a  charge- 
able, vexatious,  uneasy  sort  of  life ;  it  ruined  me, 
Jack;  utterly  ruined  thy  poor  old  father.  Jack. 
Thou  wilt  be  sure  to  remember  the  hundred  pound, 
Jackie-boy,  hah  ? 

Beau.  Most  punctually,  sir. 

Father.  Thou  shalt  always,  every  now  and  then 
that  is,  lend  thy  old  father  a  hundred  pound,  or  so, 
upon  a  good  occasion,  Jack,  after  this  manner,  in  a 
friendly  way:  you  must  make  much  of  your  old 
daddy.  Jack :  but  if  thou  hast  no  mind  to't,  the 
truth  on't  is,  I  would  never  have  thee  marry. 

Beau.  Not  marry,  sir  ? 

Father.  No. 

Beau.  No  ? 

Father.  No.  A  hundred  pound.  Jack,  is  a  pretty 
little  round  sum. 

Beau.  I'll  not  fail  of  sending  it. 

Father.  Then,  Jack,  it  will  do  as  well  to  let  thy 
man  come  to  me  to  Harry  the  Eighth's  Head,  in 
the  Back-street,  behind  my  lodgings  :  there's  a  cup 
of  smart  racy  Canary,  Jack,  that  will  make  an  old 
fellow's  heart  as  light  as  a  feather.  Ah,  little  Jackie- 
rogue,  it  glorifies  through  the  glass,  and  the  nits 
dance  about  in  it  like  atoms  in  the  sun-shine,  you 
young  dog. 

Beau.  Do  you  intend  to  dine  there,  sir  ? 

Father.  Ay,  man,  I  have  two  or  three  bonny  old 
Tilbury  Roysterers,  with  delicate  red  faces,  and 
bald   crowns,  that  have  obliged  me  to  meet  them 
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them  there ;  they  helped  me  to  spend  my  estate 
when  I  was  young,  and  the  rogues  are  grateful,  and 
don't  forsake  me  now  I  am  grown  poorish  and  old. — 
Almost  twelve  o'clock.  Jack. 

Beau.  I'll  be  sure  to  remember,  sir. 

Father.  And  thou  wilt  never  marry. 

Beau.  Never,  I  hope,  sir. 

Father.  Ah,  you  wicked-hearted  rogue,  I  know 
what  you  will  do  then,  that  will  be  worse ;  though 
I  think,  not  much  worse  neither.  Would  I  were  a 
young  fellow  again,  but  to  keep  him  company  for 
one  week  or  a  fortnight.  A  hundred  guineas!  e  e  e  e! 
Db'uy  Jack,  You'll  remember  ?  See  thee  again  to- 
morrow. Jack, — Poor  Jack  !  dainty  canary — and  a 
delicate  black-eyed  wench  at  the  bar !  Db'uy  Jack. 

Beau.  Adieu,  father. — Fourbine. 

Enter  Fourdine. 

Four.  Did  your  honour  call  ? 

Beau.  Take  a  hundred  guineas  out  of  the  cabinet, 
and  carry  them  after  the  old  gentleman  to  his  place 
of  rendezvous.  This  father  of  mine  (Heaven  be 
thanked)  is  a  very  ungodly  father :  He  was  in  his 
youth  just  such  another  wicked  fellow  as  his  son 
John  here ;  but  he  had  no  estate,  there  I  have  the 
better  of  him  :  for  out  of  mere  opinion  of  my  good 
husbandry,  my  uncle  thought  fit  to  disinherit  the 
extravagant  old  gentleman,  and  leave  all  to  me. 
Then  he  was  married,  there  I  have  the  better  of  him 
again  ;  yet  he  married  a  fortune  of  ten  thousand 
pounds,  and  before  I  was  seven  years  old,  had  broke 
my  mother's  heart,  and  spent  three  parts  of  her 
portion :  afterwards  he  was  pleased  to  retain  a  cer- 
tain familiar  domestick,  called  a  house-keeper,  which 
I  one  day  to  shew  my  breeding,  called  whore,  and 
was  fairly  turned  a  starving  for  it.  Now  he  has  no 
way  to  squeeze  me  out  of  contribution,  but  by  taking 
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up  his  fatherly  authority,  and  offering  to  put  the 
penal  law  called  marriage  in  execution.  I  must  e'en 
get  him  a  governor,  and  send  him  with  a  pension 
into  the  country :  aye,  it  must  be  so,  for,  wedlock, 
I  deny  thee ;  father,  I'll  supply  thee ;  and  pleasure, 
I  will  have  thee.     Who's  there  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Oh,  sir,  the  most  fortunate  tidings ! 

Beau.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Serv.  Captain  Courtine !  your  old  acquaintance, 
friend,  and  comrade,  is  just  arrived  out  of  the  coun- 
try, and  desires  to  see  you,  sir. 

Beau.  Courtine  !  Wait  on  him  up,  you  dog,  with 
reverence  and  honour. 

Enter  Courtine. 

Cour.  Dear  Bcaugard ! 

Beau.  Ah,  Friend ! — from  the  very  tenderest  part 
of  my  heart  I  was  just  now  wishing  for  thee.  Why 
thou  lookest  as  like  a  married  man  already,  with  as 
grave  a  fatherly  family  countenance,  as  ever  I  saw. 

Cour.  Ay,  Beaugard,  I  am  married,  that  is  my 
comfort:  But  you,  I  hear,  have  had  worse  luck  of 
late :  an  old  uncle  dropped  into  the  grave,  and  two 
thousand  pounds  a-year  into  your  pocket,  Beaugard. 

Beau.  A  small  couveniency,  Ned,  to  make  my 
happiness  hereafter  a  little  more  of  a  piece  than  it 
has  been  hitherto,  in  the  enjoyment  of  such  hearty, 
sincere,  honest  friends,  and  good-natured  fellows, 
as  thou  art. 

Cour.  Sincere,  honest  friends!  have  a  care  th.M'e, 
Beaugard — I  am,  since  I  saw  thee,  in  a  few  words, 
grown  an  errant  rascal ;  and,  for  good-nature,  it  is 
the  very  thing  I  have  solemnly  forsworn  :  No,  I  am 
married.  Jack,  in  the  devil's  name,  I  am  married. 

JK^ffM.  ^Married!  That  is,  thou  callest  a  woman 
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thou  likest  by  the  name  of  wife ;  wife  and  t'other 
thing  begins  with  a  letter.  Thou  liest  with  her 
when  thy  appetite  calls  thee,  keepest  the  children 
thou  begettest  of  her  body ;  allowest  her  meat, 
drink,  and  garments,  fit  for  her  quality,  and  thy 
fortune ;  and  when  she  grows  heavy  upon  thy 
hands,  what  a  pox,  it  is  but  a  separate  maintenance, 
kiss  and  part,  and  there  is  an  end  of  the  business. 

Cour.  Alas,  Beaugard,  thou  art  utterly  mistaken  : 
Heaven  knows  it  is  quite  on  the  contrary  :  For  I  am 
forced  to  call  a  woman  I  do  not  like,  by  the  name 
of  wife ;  and  li'^  with  her,  for  the  most  part,  with  no 
appetite  at  all ;  must  keep  the  children  that  for  aught 
I  knov/,  any  body  else  may  beget  of  her  body ; 
and  for  food  and  rayment,  by  her  good  will  she 
would  have  them  both  fresh  three  times  a-day: 
Then  for  kiss  and  part,  I  may  kiss  and  kiss  my 
heart  out,  but  the  devil  a  bit  shall  I  ever  get  rid  of 
her. 

Beau.  Alas,  poor  husband  !  but  art  thou  really 
in  this  miserable  condition  ? 

Cour.  Ten  times  worse,  if  possible  ;  by  the  virtue 
of  matrimony,  and  long  cohabitation,  we  are  grown 
so  really  one  flesh,  that  I  have  no  more  inclination 
to  hers,  than  to  eat  a  piece  of  my  own.  Then  her 
ladyship  is  so  jealous,  that  she  does  me  the  honour 
to  make  me  stallion-general  to  the  whole  parish, 
from  the  parson's  importance,  in  paragon,  to  the 
Gobler's  scolding  wife  that  drinks  brandy  and  smokes 
loathsome  tobacco.  In  short.  Jack,  she  has  so  or- 
dered the  business,  that  I  am  half  weary  of  the 
world,  wish  all  mankind  hanged,  and  have  not 
laughed  these  six  months. 
Beau,  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Cour.  Why,  thou  canst  laugh,  I  sec,  though. 
Beau.  Ay,  Ned,  I  have  two   thousand   pounds 
per  annum,  Ned,  old  rents  and  well  tenanted ;  have 
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no  wife,  nor  ever  will  have  any,  Ned ;  resolve  to 
make  my  days  of  mortality  all  joyful,  and  nights 
pleasurable,  with  some  dear,  lovesome,  young,  beau- 
tiful, kind,  generous  she,  that  every  night  shall  bring 
me  all  the  joys  of  a  new  bride,  and  none  of  the  vex- 
ations of  a  worn-out,  insipid,  troublesome,  jealous 
wife  ;  wife,  Ned.  " 

Cour.  But  where  lies  this  treasure?  where  is  such 
a  jewel  to  be  found  ? 

Beau.  Ah,  rogue!  Do  you  despise  your  own 
manna  indeed,  and  long  after  quails  ?  Why,  thou 
unconscionable  hobnail,  thou  country  coulstaft,  thou  , 
absolute  piece  of  thy  own  dried  dirt,  wouldst  thou 
have  the  impudence,  with  that  hideous  beard,  and 
grisly  countenance,  to  make  thy  appearance  before 
the  footstool  of  a  bona  roba  that  I  delight  in  ?  For 
shame,  get  off  that  Smithfield  horse-courser  s  equip- 
age ;  appear  once  more  like  Courtine  the  gay,  the 
witty,  and  unbounded,  with  joy  in  thy  face,  and 
love  in  thy  blood,  money  in  thy  pockets,  and  good 
clothes  on  thy  back,  and  then  I'll  try  to  give  thee  a 
recipe  that  may  purge  away  those  foul  humours 
matrimony  has  bred  in  thee,  and  fit  thee  to  relish 
the  sins  of  thy  youth  again.  Bless  us!  What  a 
beard  is  there  ?  It  puts  me  in  mind  of  the  blazing 
star. 

Cour.  Beard,  Beaugard !  Why,  I  wear  it  on  pur- 
pose, man  ;  I  hiive  wished  it  a  furze-bush  a  thousand 
times,  when  I  have  been  kissing  my 

Beau.  Whom  ? 

Cour.  Wife. Let  me   never  live  to  bury  her, 

if  the  word  wife  does  not  stick  in  my  throat. 

Beau.  Then  this  peruke!  Why,  it  makes  thee 
shew  like  the  sign  of  a  head  looking  out  at  a  barber's 
window. 

Cour.  No  more,  no  more  ;  all  shall  be  rectified  : 
For,  to  deal  with  tliee  as  honestly,  as  a  fellow  in  my 
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damned  condition  can  do,  e're  I  resolved  absolutely 
to  hang  myself,  I  thought  there  might  be  some  re- 
medy left ;  and  that  was  this  dear  town,  and  thy 
dear  friendship :  so  that,  in  short,  I  am  very  fairly 
run  away  ;  pretended  a  short  journey  to  visit  a  friend, 
but  came  to  London  ;  and  if  it  be  possible,  will  not 
see  country,  wife,  nor  children  again  these  seven 
years.  Therefore,  pr'ythee,  for  my  better  encou- 
ragement, tell  me  a  little  what  sins  are  stirring  in 
this  noble  metropolis,  that  I  may  know  my  business 
the  better,  and  fall  to  it  as  fast  as  I  can. 

Beau.  Why,  faith,  Ned,  considering  the  plot, 
the  danger  of  the  times,  and  some  other  obstructions 
of  trade  and  commerce,  iniquity  in  general  has  not 
lost  much  ground.  There  is  cheating  and  hypocrisy 
still  ill  the  city;  riot  and  murder  in  the  suburbs; 
grinning,  lying,  fawning,  flattery,  and  false  promising 
at  court ;  assignations  at  Coven t-Garden  church  ; 
cuckolds,  whores,  pimps,  panders,  bawds,  and  their 
diseases,  all  over  the  town. 

Cour.  But  what  choice  spirits,  what  extraordinary 
rascals  may  a  man  oblige  his  curiosity  withal } 

Beau.  I'll  tell  thee.  In  the  first  place,  we  are 
over-run  with  a  race  of  vermin  they  call  wits,  a 
generation  of  insects  that  are  always  making  a  noise, 
and  buzzing  about  your  ears,  concerning  poets, 
plays,  lampoons,  libels,  songs,  tunes,  soft  scenes, 
love,  ladies,  perukes,  and  cravat-.?  trings,  French 
conquests,  duels,  religion,  snuff-boxes,  points,  gar- 
nitures, millcd-stockings,  Fourbet's  academy,  po- 
litics, parliament-speeches,  and  every  thing  else 
which  they  do  not  understand,  or  would  have  the 
world  think  they  did. 

Cour.  And  are  all  these  wits  ? 

Beau.  Yes,  and  be  hanged  to  them,  these  are  the 
wits. 

Cour.  I  never  knew  one  of  these  wits  in  my  life. 
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that  did  not  deserve  to  be  pilloried  ;  twenty  to  one 
if  half  of  them  can  read,  and  yet  they  will  ven- 
ture at  learning  as  familiarly,  as  if  they  had  been 
bred  in  the  Vatican.  One  of  them  told  me  one  day, 
he  thought  Plutarch  w  cU  done  would  make  the  best 
English  heroick  poem  in  the  world.  Besides,  they 
will  rail,  cavil,  censure,  and,  what  is  worst  of  all, 
make  jests;  the  dull  rogues  will  jest,  though  they 
do  it  as  awkwardly  as  a  tarpawling  would  ride  the 
great  horse.  I  hate  a  pert,  dull,  jesting  rogue  from 
the  bottom  of  mv  heart. 

Beau.  But  above  all,  the  most  abominable  is 
your  witty  squire,  your  young  heir  that  is  very 
witty  ;  who  having  newly  been  discharged  from  the 
discretion  of  a  governor  and  come  to  keep  his  own 
money,  gets  into  a  cabal  of  coxcombs  of  the  third 
form,  who  will  be  sure  to  cry  him  up  for  a  fine  per- 
son, that  he  may  think  all  them  so. 

Cour.  Oh,  your  asses  know  one  another's  nature 
exactly,  and  are  always  ready  to  nabble,  because  it 
is  the  certain  way  to  be  nabbled  again  :  But,  above 
all  the  rest,  what  think  you  of  the  Atheist  ? 

Beau.  By  this  good  light,  thou  hast  prevented 
me :  I  have  one  for  thee  of  that  kind,  the  most  in- 
imitable varlet,  and  the  most  insufferable  stinkard 
living;  one  that  has  doubts  enough  to  turn  to  all 
religions,  and  yet  would  fain  pretend  to  be  of  none  : 
in  short,  a  cheat,  that  would  have  you  of  opinion 
that  he  believes  neither  heaven  nor  hell,  and  yet 
never  feels  so  much  as  an  ague  fit,  but  he  is 
afraid  of  being  damned. 

Cour.  That  must  be  a  verv  noble  chamoion,  and 
certainly  an  original. 

Beau.  The  villain  has  less  sincerity  than  a  bawd, 
less  courage  than  a  hector,  less  good-nature  than  a 
hangman,  and  less  charity  than  a  fanatick  ;  talks  of 
religion  and  church-worship  as  familiarly  as  a  little 

VOL.  II.  C 
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courtier  does  of  the  maids  of  honour ;  and  swears 
the  king  deserves  to  be  chained  out  of  the  city,  for 
suffering  zealous  fools  to  build  Paul's  again,  when  it 
would  make  so  proper  a  place  for  a  citadel. 

Cour.  A  very  worthy  member  of  a  Christian 
commonwealth,  that  is  the  truth  on't. 

Beau.  I  am  intimately  acquainted  with  him. 

Cour.  I  honour  you  for  it  with  all  my  heart,  sir. 

Beau.  After  aVl,  the  rogue  has  some  other  little 
tiny  vices,  that  are  not  very  ungrateful. 

Cour.  Very  probable. 

Beau.  He  makes  a  very  good — odd  man  at  ballum 
rancum,  or  so ;  that  is,  when  the  rest  of  the  com- 
pany is  coupled,  will  take  care  to  see  there  is  good  at- 
tendance paid  ;  and  when  we  have  a  mind  to  make  a 
ballu7?i  of  it  indeed,  there  is  no  lewdness  so  scandal- 
ous that  he  will  not  be  very  proud  to  have  the 
honour  to  be  put  upon. 

Cour.  A  very  necessary  instrument  of  damnation, 
truly. 

Beau.  Besides,  to  give  the  devil  his  due,  he  is 
seldom  impertinent ;  but,  barring  his  darling 
topic,  blasphemy,  a  companion  pleasant  enough. 
Shall  I  recommend  him  to  thy  service  ?  I'll  enter 
into  bonds  of  five  hundred  pounds,  that  he  teaches 
thee  as  good  a  way  to  get  rid  of  that  whip  and  a  bell, 
called  thy  wife,  as  thy  heart  would  wish  for. 

Cour.  And  that  is  no  small  temptation,  I  assure 
you. 

Enter  a  boy  with  a  letter. 

Boy.  Sir! 

Beau.  My  child! 

Cour.  A  pimp,  for  a  guinea,  he  speaks  so  gently 
to  him. 

Beau.  Tell  her  she  has  undone  me,  she  has  chosen 
the  only  way  to  enslave  me  utterly ;  tell  her,  my 
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soul,  my  life,  my  future  happiness,  my  present  for- 
tune, are  only  what  she'll  make  them. 

Boy.  At  seven,  sir. 

Beau.  Most  infallibly. 

Cour.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  so :  Now  what  a  damned 
country-itch  have  I  to  dive  into  the  secret!  Beau- 
gard !  Beaugard,  are  all  things  in  a  readiness  1  the 
husband  out  of  the  way,  the  family  disposed  of? 
Come,  come,  come,  no  trifling ;  be  free-hearted  and 
friendly. 

Beau.  You  are  married,  Ned,  you  are  married ; 
that  is  all  I  have  to  say :  you  are  married. 

Cour.  Let  a  man  do  a  foolish  thing  once  in   his 

life-time,  and  he  shall  always  hear  of  it Married, 

quoth  'a ;  pr'ythee  be  patient :  I  was  married  about 
a  twelve  month  ago,  but  that  is  past  and  forgotten. 
Come,  come,  communicate,  communicate,  if  thou 
art  a  friend,  communicate. 

Beau.  Not  a  tittle.  I  have  conscience,  Ned, 
conscience ;  though  I  must  confess  it  is  not  alto- 
gether so  gentleman-like  a  companion  :  but  what  a 
scandal  would  it  be  upon  a  man  of  my  sober  de- 
meanor and  character,  to  have  the  unmerciful  tongue 
of  thy  legitimate  spouse  roaring  against  me,  for  de- 
bauching her  natural  husband !  d  sv 

Cour.  It  has  been  otherwise,  sir. 

Beau.  Ay,  ay,  the  time  has  been,  Courtine,  when 
thou  wert  in  possession  of  thy  natural  freedom,  and 
mightest  be  trusted  with  a  secret  of  this  dear  nature  ; 
when  I  might  have  opened  this  billet,  and  shewed 
thee  this  bewitching  name  at  the  bottom  :  but  woe 
and  alas !  O  matrimony,  matrimony  I  what  a  blot 
art  thou  in  an  honest  fellow's  scutcheon  ! 

Cour.  No  more  to  be  said  ;  I'll  into  the  country 
again,  like  any  discontented  statesman  ;  get  drunk 
every  night  with  an  adjacent  schoolmaster ;  beat 
my  wife  to  a  downright  housekeeper ;  get  all  my 
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maid- servants  every  year  with  bastards,  till  I  com- 
mand a  seraglio  five  miles  round  my  own  palace, 
and  be  beholding  to  no  man  of  two  thousand  pounds 
a-year  for  a  whore,  when  I  want  one. 

Beau.  Good  words,  Ned,  good  words,  let  me  ad- 
vise you  ;  none  of  your  marriage-qualities  of  scolding 
and  railing,  now  you  are  got  out  of  the  turbulent 
element.  Come  hither,  come  ;  but  first  let  us  ca- 
pitulate ;  Will  you  promise  me  upon  your  conjugal 
credit,  to  be  very  governable,  and  very  civil  ? 

Cour.  As  any  made  spaniel,  or  hang  me  up  for 
a  cur. 

Beau.  Tlien  this  note,  this  very  billet,  Ned, 
comes  from  a  woman,  who,  when  I  was  strolling  very 
pensively  last  Sunday  to  church,  watched  her  oppor- 
tunit}^,  and  poached  me  up  for  the  service  of  Satan. 

Cour.  Is  she  very  handsome,  Beaugard  ? 

Beau.  These  country  squires,  when  they  get  up 
to  town,  are  as  termagant  after  a  wench,  as  a  tied- 
up  hungry  cur,  got  loose  from  kennel,  is  after  crusts. 
Very  handsome,  said  you  ?  Let  me  sec  :  no,  not  very 
handsome  neither ;  but  she'll  pass,  Ned,  she'll  pass. 

Cour.  Young  ? 

Beau.  About  eighteen. 

Cour.  Oh  Lord ! 

Beau.  Her  complexion  fair,  with  a  glowing  blush 
always  ready  in  her  cheeks,  that  looks  as  nature 
were  watching  every  opportunity  to  seize  and  run 
away  with  her. 

Cour.  Oh  the  devil,  the  devil !  this  is  intolerable. 

Beau.  !Icr  eyes  black,  sparkling,  sprightful,  hot, 
and  piercing. 

Cour.  The  very  description  of  her  shoots  me 
til  rough  my  liver. 

Beau.  Her  hair  of  a  delicate  light  amber-brown, 
curling  in  huge  rings,  and  of  a  great  quantity. 

Cour.  So. 
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Beau.  Her  forehead  large,  majestic,  and  generous. 

Cour.  Very  well. 

Beau.  Her  nose  neat,  and  well-fashioned. 

Cour.  Good. 

Beau.  With  a  delicious,  little,  pretty,  smiling 
mouth. 

Cour.  Oh! 

Beau^  Plump,  red,  blub  lips. 

Cour.  Ah  h 

Beau.  Teeth  whiter  than  so  many  little  pearls ; 
a  bewitching  neck,  and  tempting,  rising,  swelling 
breasts. 

Cour.  Ah  h  h  h  h 

Beau.  Then  such  a  proportion,  such  a  shape, 
such  a  waist 

Cour.  Hold :  Go  no  lower,  if  thou  lov'st  me. 

Beau.  But,  by  your  leave,  friend,  I  hope  to  go 
something*;  lower,  if  she  loves  me. 

Cour.  But  art  thou,  certain,  Beaugard,  she  is  all 
this  thou  hast  told  me  r  So  fair,  so  tempting,  so 
lovely,  so  bewitching? 

Beau.  No ;  for,  you  must  know,  i  never  saw 
her  face  in  my  life  :  but  I  love  my  own  pleasure  so 
well,  that  I'll  imagine  all  this,  and  ten  times  more, 
if  it  be  possible. 

Cour.  Where  lives  she  ? 

Beau.  That  I  know  not  neither;  but  my  orders  are 
to  meet  her  fairly  and  squarely  this  evening  by  seven, 
at  a  certain  civil  person's  shop  in  the  upper  walk,  at 
the  New  Exchange,  where  she  promises  to  be  very 
good-natured,  and  let  me  know  more  of  her  mind. 

Cour.  I'll  e'en  go  home,  like  a  miserable  block- 
head as  I  am,  to  my  lodging,  and  sleep. 

Beau.  No,  Ned  :  thou  knovvest  my  good  chances 
have  always  been  lucky  to  thee :  who  can  tell  but 
this  lady-errant  that  has  seized  upon  my  person 
may  have  a  straggling  companion,  or  so,  not  un- 
worthy my  friend. 
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Cour.  It  is  impossible. 

Beau.  Not  at  all ;  for,  to  deal  heartily  with  thee 
in  this  business,  though  I  never  saw  her  face,  or 
know  who  she  is,  yet  thus  far  I  am  satisfied,  she  is 
a  woman  very  witty,  very  well  bred,  of  a  pleasant 
conversation,  with  a  generous  disposition,  and,  what 
is  better  than  all,  if  I  am  not  extremely  misinformed, 
of  noble  quality,  and  damnable  rich.  Such  a  one 
cannot  want  good,  pretty,  little  under  sinners,  Ned, 
that  a  man  may  fool  away  an  hour  or  too  withal 
very  comfortably. 

Cour.  Why  then  I'll  be  a  man  again.  Wife, 
avaunt,  and  come  not  near  my  memory  ;  impotence 
attends  the  very  thoughts  of  thee.  At  seven,  you 
say,  this  evening  ? 

Beau.  Precisely. 

Cour.  And  shall  I  go  along  with  thee,  for  a  small 
venture  in  this  love-voyage  ? 

Beau.  With  all  my  heart. 

Cour.  But  how  shall  we  dispose  of  the  burden- 
some time,  'till  the  happy  minute  smiles  upon  us  ? 

Beau.  With  love's  best  friend,  and  our  honest 
old  acquaintance,  edifying  champaign,  Ned  ;  and 
for  good  company,  though  it  be  a  rarity,  I'll  carry 
thee  to  dine  with  the  best  I  can  meet  with,  where 
we'll  warm  our  blood  and  thoughts,  with  generous 
glasses,  and  free-hearted  converse,  'till  we  forget  the 
world,  and  think  of  nothing  but  immortal  beauties, 
and  eternal  loving. 

Cour.  Then  here  I  strike  the  league  with  thee : 
And  now 
Methinks  we're  both  upon  the.  wing  together. 
Bound  for  new  realms  of  joy  and  lands  of  pleasure:  1 
Where  men  were  never  yet  enslav'd  by  wiving, 
But  all  their  cares  are  handsomely  contrivmg 
T'improve  the  noble  arts  of  perfect  living. 

[E.veunt, 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE    I. 

Enter  Courtine  and  Beaugard. 

Cou7\  But  was  that  thy  father  ? 

Beau.  Yes,  that  civil,  sober,  old  gentleman,  Cour- 
tine, is  my  father :  and,  to  tell  the  truth,  as  wicked 
and  as  poor  as  ever  his  son  was.  I  sent  him  a  cor- 
dial of  a  hundred  guineas  this  morning,  which  he 
will  be  sure  to  lose  before  to-morrow  morning,  and 
not  have  a  shilling  to  help  himself. 

Cour.  Methought,  as  I  looked  into  the  room,  he 
rattled  the  box  with  a  great  deal  of  grace,  and  swore 
half  a  dozen  rappers  very  youthfully. 

Beau.  Pr'ythee  no  more  on't,  'tis  an  irreverent 
theme,  and  next  to  Atheism.  I  hate  making  merry 
with  the  frailties  of  my  father. 

Cour.  But  then  as  to  the  lady,  Beaugard. 

Beau.  'Tis  near  the  hour  appointed,  and  that  is 
the  shop  we  meet  at ;  the  mistress  of  it,  Courtine,  is 
a  hearty  well-wisher  to  the  mathematics ;  and  her 
influence,  I  hope,  may  have  no  ill  effect  o'er  my 
adventure. 

Cour.  Methinks  this  place  looks  as  it  were  made 
for  loving :  the  lights  on  each  hand  of  the  walk 
look  stately  ;  and  then  the  rustling  of  silk  petticoats, 
the  din  and  the  chatter  of  the  pretty  little  party- 
coloured  parrots,  that  hop  and  flutter  from  one  side 
to  the  other,  puts  every  sense  upon  its  proper  office, 
and  sets  the  wheels  of  nature  finely  moving. 

Beau.  Would  the  lady  of  my  motion  would  make 
haste,  and  be  punctual ;  the  wheels  of  my  nature 
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move  so  fast  else,  that  the  weight  will  be  down  be- 
fore she  comes. 

Mrs.  Fiu\  Gloves  or  ribbands,  sir  ?  Very  good 
gloves  or  ribbands,  choice  of  tine  essences.  Cap- 
tain Beaugard,  shall  I  sell  you  nothing  to-day  ? 

Beau.  Truly,  Mistress  Furnish,  I  am  come  to 
lay  out  a  heart  at  your  shop  this  evening,  if  my 
pretty  merchant-adventurer  don't  fail  to  meet  me 
here. 

Mrs.  Fur.  What,  she  that  spoiled  your  devotion 
on  Sunday  last,  captain  ? 

Beau.  Dost  thou  know  her,  my  little  Furnish  ? 

Mrs.  Fur.  There  is  a  certain  lady  in  the  world, 
sir,  that  has  done  me  the  honour  to  let  me  see  her 
at  my  poor  shop  sometimes. 

Enter  Porcia  masked,  and  stands  behind  Be av card. 

Beau.  And  is  she  very  lovely  ? 

Mrs.  Fur.  What  think  you,  sir  ? 

Beau.  Faith,  charitably  enough. 

Mrs.  Fur.  I'll  swear  she  is  obliged  to  you. 

Beau.  And  I  would  very  fain  be  obliged  to 
her  too,  if  'twere  possible.  Will  she  be  here  to- 
night ? 

For.  Yes,  marry  will  she,  captain. 

Beau.  Are  you  there  indeed,  my  little  picaroon  ? 
What,  attack  a  man  of  war  of  my  burden  in  the 
stern,  pirate ! 

Po7\  Lord,  how  like  a  soldier  you  are  pleased  to 
express  yourself,  now  !  I  warrant  you,  to  carry  on 
the  metaphor,  you  have  forty  more  merry  things  to 
say  to  me  upon  this  occasion  ;  as  plying  your  chase- 
guns,  laying  yourself  athwart  my  hawser,  boarding 
me  upon  the  forecastle,  clapping  all  under  hatches, 
carrying  off  the  prize  to  the  next  port  of  security, 
and  there  rummaging  and  rifling  her.  Alas,  poor 
captain  ! 
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Co'iir.  Poor,  madam  ?  he  has  two  thousand  a 
year,  and  nothing  but  an  old  father  to  provide  for. 

Por.  Sir,  is  this  fine,  sober,  brown-bearded  gen- 
tleman to  be  your  steward,  he  understands  your 
affairs  so  well  aheady  ? 

Beau.  The  truth  on't  is,  madam,  he  does  wait 
for  an  office  under  me,  and  may  in  time,  if  he  be- 
haves himself  handsome,  come  to  preferment. 

Cour.  This  I  have  got  by  my  beard  already.  If 
she  should  but  know  me  now. 

Beau.  Well,  madam,  are  your  commands  ready? 
May  I  know  the  task  I  am  to  undertake,  before  I 
lay  claim  to  the  happiness  of  seeing  that  handsome, 
homely,  fair,  black,  young,  ancient,  tempting,  or 
frightful  face  which  you  conceal  so  maliciously? 
For,  hang  me,  as  I  have  deserved  long  ago,  if  I 
know  what  to  make  of  this  extraordinary  proceeding 
of  yours. 

Por.  In  the  first  place,  ca^ptain,  this  face  of 
mine,  be  it  what  it  will,  if  you  behave  yourself  as 
you  should  do,  shall  never  put  you  out  of  counte- 
nance. 

Beau.  In  troth,  and  thafs  said  kindly. 

Poi\  For  I  am  young,  captain. 

Beau.  I'm  glad  on't,  with  all  my  heart. 

Por.  And  if  the   world   speaks  truth,  not  very 

Beau.  So  much  the  better  still. 
Por.  Next,  I'm  no  hypocrite. 
Beau.  Ha ! 

Por.  But  love  my  pleasures,  and  will  hold  my 
liberty. 

Beau.  Noble. 
Por.  I  am  rich,  too. 
Beau.  Better  and  better. 
Por.  But  what's  worst  of  all 
Beau.  Out  with  it. 
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Por.  I  doubt  I  am  sillily  in  love. 

Cour,  With  whom,  dear  miracle  ? 

Por.  Not  with  a  married  man,  sweet  Monsieur 
Courtine. 

Cour.  Confound  her,  but  she  knows  me— 
Why,  good  madam 

Beau.  Nay,  friend,  no  ruffling  ;  keep  your  ar- 
ticles and  keep  your  distance. 

Por.  Have  you  then  made  your  escape,  sir, 
from  your  dear  wife,  the  lady-tyrant  of  your  en- 
chanted castle  in  the  country,  to  run  a  wandering 
after  new  adventures  here  ?  Oh  all  the  windmills 
about  London,  beware ! 

Cour.  Ay,  and  the  watermills  too,  madam. — In 
the  devil's  name,  what  will  become  of  me. 

Por.  For  the  Quixotte  of  the  country  is  abroad  ; 
murder  by  his  side,  enterprises  in  his  head,  and 
horror  in  his  face. 

Cour.  Oh  Lord ! 

Beau.  Do  you  know  this  friend  of  mine  then, 
madam  ? 

Por.  I  have  heard  of  such  a  hero,  that  was  very 
famous  about  two  years  since  for  selling  himself  to 
a  plantation  in  the  country  for  five  thousand  pounds  : 
was  not  that  the  price,  sir  ? 

Cour.  Your  ladyship  is  pleased  to  be  very  free, 
madam  ;  that's  all. 

Por.  So  were  you  at  that  time,  sir,  or  you  had 
never  parted  with  your  dear  liberty  on  such  rea- 
sonable terms,  surely.  Bless  us !  had  you  but 
looked  about  you  a  little,  what  a  market  might  have 
been  made  of  that  tall,  proper,  promising  person  of 
your's !  that — 

Cour.  Hell  confound  thee,  heartily,  heartily. 

Por.  That  face,  which  now,  overgrown  with  rue- 
ful beard,  looks  as  you  had  stole  it  from  the  re- 
tinue of  a  Russian  embassy !  Fough !  I   fancy  all 
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fellows    that    are    married    smell    of   train-oil    and 
garlick. 

Beau.  And  yet,  twenty  to  one,  that  is  a  stinking 
condition  j'^ou'U  have  a  design  to  seduce  some  poor 
doating  monster  or  another  into,  one  day. 

Por,  Never,  by  that  badge  of  slaveiy,  his  beard 
there. 

Beau.  How  that  dear  protestation  has  charmed 
me ! 

Cour.  On  my  conscience  I  myself  could  be  half 
reconciled  to  her  again  too. 

Por.  In  short,  to  give  you  one  infallible  argument 
that  I  never  will  marry,  I  have  been  married  al- 
ready, that  is,  sold  :  for,  being  the  daughter  of  a 
very  rich  merchant,  who  dying  left  me  the  only 
heiress  of  an  immense  fortune,  it  was  my  ill  luck 
to  fall  into  the  hands  of  guardians,  that,  to  speak 
properly,  were  rascals ;  for  in  a  short  time  they 
conspired  amongst  themselves,  and  for  base  bribes, 
betrayed,  sold,  and  married  me  to  a — husband, 
that's  all. 

Beau.  In  troth,  and  that's  enough  in  conscience  : 
but  where  is  this  husband  ? 

Po7\  Heaven  be  thanked,  dead  and  buried,  cap- 
tain. 

Beau.  Amen,  with  all  my  heart. 

Cour.  A  widow,  by  my  manhood ;  a  downright 
bawdy  widow. 

Po)\  What  would  your  cream-pot  in  the  country 
give  for  that  title,  think  you  ? 

Cour.  Not  more  than  I  would,  that  thy  husband 
were  alive  again  to  revenge  my  quarrel  on  thee. 

Beau.  And  what's  to  be  done,  thou  dear  one  ? 

Por.  Look  upon  me  as  a  lady  in  distress,  captain  ; 
and  by  the  honour  of  a  soldier  consider  on  some  way 
for  my  deliverance. 

Beau.  From  what  ?  Where  is  the  danger  ? 
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Por.  Every  way  it  threatens  me :  for  into  the 
very  hands  my  ill  fortune  threw  me  before,  has  it 
betrayed  me  again,  friend. 

Beau.  Hah ! 

Por.  The  principal  is  an  uncle^  old,  jealous,  ty- 
rannical and  covetous. 

Beau.  Hell  confound  him  for  it. 

Por.  My  fortune  lying  most  in  his  hands,  obliged 
me  upon  my  widowhood  to  give  up  myself  again 
there  too,  where  he  has  secured  and  confined  me 
with  more  tyranny,  than  if  I  had  been  a  prisoner 
for  murder;  guards  me  day  and  night  witlv  ill- 
looked  rogues,  that  wear  long,  broad,  terrible 
swords,  and  stand  centinel  up  and  down  the  house 
with  musketoons  and  blunderbusses. 

Cour.  So,  here's  like  to  be  some  mischief  going 
forward,  that's  one  comfort. 

Por,  Murder  and  marriage  are  the  two  dreadful 
things  I  seem  to  be  threatened  with  :  now  guess 
what  pity  it  is  that  ever  either  of  those  mischiefs 
should  fall  upon  me. 

Beau.  By  the  gallant  spirit  that's  in  tlice,  I'll 
fairly  be  gibbeted  first. 

Por.  No  need  of  that,  captain,  neither ;  for,  to 
shew  you  I  deserve  your  protection,  I  have  had  the 
courage  to  break  gaol,  run  away,  and  make  my 
escape  hither,  purely  to  keep  my  word  with  you. 
Deal  like  a  man  of  honour  by  me ;  and  when  the 
storm  that  will  follow  is  a  little  blown  over,  here's 
a  white  hand  upon't,  I'll  not  be  ungrateful. 

Beau.  And  in  token  I  believe  thee,  I'll  kiss  it 
most  religiously. 

Cour.  Why  tlie  devil  did  I  marry  ?  Madam,  one 
word  with  you  :  Have  you  never  a  married  lady  of 
your  acquaintance,  that's  as  good-natured  as  you, 
and  would  fain  be  a  widow  as  you  are,  too  : 

Por.  Why  do  you  ask  ? 
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Cour.  Because  I  would  cut  her  husband's  throat, 
and  make  her  one  for  my  own  proper  use. 

Par.  I'll  ask  your  own  lady,  sir,  that  question, 
next  time  I  see  her,  if  you  please. 

Cou7\  Why,  dost  thou  know  her  then  ? 

Por.  Yes, 

Cour.  Then  I  may  chance  shortly  to  have  a  fine 
time  on't :  I  have  made  a  pretty  evening's  work  of 
this,  Heavens  be  praised. 

Enter  two  Men  disguised. 

1  Man.  Run  away  lewdly !  Damnation! 

2  Man.  Look. 

1  Man.  By  Heaven  it  must  be  she. 

2  Man.  The  men  are  well  armed. 

1  Mati.  No  matter ;  we  must  carry  her,  or  all's 
lost  else. 

2  Man.  I'll  not  shrink  from  you. 

1  Man.  That's  well  said — sir,  if  you  please,  a 
word  witli  you. 

Beau.  With  me,  sir? 

1  Man.  Yes. 

Beau.  Courtine,  be  civil  a  little. 

1  Alan.  Sir,  it  is  my  misfortune  to  be  concerned 
for  the  honour  of  a  lady  that  has  not  been  alto- 
gether so  careful  of  herself  as  she  ought  to  have 
been. 

Beau.  I  am  sorry  for  it,  sir. 

1  Man.  You  being  a  gentleman  whose  character 
I  have  had  an  advantageous  account  of,  I  would 
make  it  my  petition  to  you,  if  she  be  of  your  ac- 
quaintance, not  to  engage  yourself  in  any  thing 
that  may  give  me  occasion  to  be  your  enemy. 

Beau.  Sir,  I  should  be  highly  glad  of  any  brave 
man's  friendship,  and  should  be  troubled  if  I  appear 
concerned  in  any  thing  that  may  hazard  the  loss  of 
vours. 
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1  Man.  That  lady,  sir,  you  talked  withal's— 

Beau.  My  mistress,  sir. 

1  Man.  Mistress  ? 

Beau.  Yes,  mistress,  sir;  I  love  her,  doat  on 
her,  am  damnably  in  love  with  her ;  she  is  under 
my  protection  too,  and  whenever  there's  occasion, 
as  far  as  this  sinful  body  of  mine  will  bear  me  out 
in  it,  I'll  defend  her. 

1  Man.  Do  you  know  her  r 

Beau.  Not  so  well  as  I  would  do,  sir. 

1  Man.  What's  her  name  ? 

Beau.  A  secret. 

1  Man.  She  must  along  with  me,  sir. 
Beau.  No,  that  must  not  be,  sir. 

2  Man.  This  lady,  sir 

Cour.  You  lie,  sirrah — Hah ! — Beaugard ! 

\_D7^aw  and  fight.  Portia  runs  away  squeak- 
ing. CouRTiNE  disarms  his  adversary, 
and  comes  up  to  Beaugard. 

Beau.  Stand  fast,  Ned. 

Cour.  Hold  thy  dead-doing  hand,  thou  son  of 
slaughter. 

1  Man.  Sir,  there  may  come  a  time — 

Beau.  When  you'll  learn  manners. 

1  Man.  And  teach  them  you  too. 

Cour.  We  are  well  known. 

1  Man.  And  shall  not  be  forgotten.  Come, 
friend.  [^E.veunt  two  Men. 

Beau.  Confound  them  !  this  must  be  a  brother,  a 
kinsman,  or  a  rival,  he  plied  me  so  warmly. 

Cour.  'Tis  a  hard  case  that  a  man  cannot  hold 
civil  correspondence  with  a  good-natured  female, 
but  presently  some  hot-headed  fellow  of  the  family 
or  other  runs  horn  mad  with  jealousy,  and  fancies 
his  blood  smarts  as  often  as  the  woman's  itches. 

Beau.  This  heroic  person's  sister,  kinswoman, 
his  mistress,  or  whatever  she  be,  is  like  to  get  much 
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reputation  by  his  hectoring  and  quarrelling  for 
her ;  and  he  as  much  honour  by  being  beaten  for 
her. 

Cour.  Nay,  when  cuckolds  or  brothers  fight  for 
the  reputation  of  a  back-sliding  wife  or  sister,  it  is  a 
very  pretty  undertaking,  doubtless.  As  for  ex- 
ample ;  I  am  a  cuckold  now. 

Beau.  All  in  good  time,  Ned  ;  do  not  be  too 
hasty. 

Cour,  And  being  much  troubled  in  spirit,  meet- 
ing with  the  spark  that  has  done  me  the  honour, 
with  a  great  deal  of  respect  I  make  my  address — 
as  thus — Most  noble  sir,  you  have  done  me  the  fa- 
vour to  lie  with  my  wife. 

Beau.  Very  well. 

Cour.  All  I  beg  of  you  is,  that  you  would  do  your 
best  endeavour  to  run  mc  through  the  guts  to-mor- 
row morning,  and  it  will  be  the  greatest  satisfaction 
in  the  world. 

Beau.  Which  the  good-natured  whore-master 
does  very  decently :  so  down  falls  the  cuckold  at 
Barn-Elms,  and  rises  again  the  next  day  at  Holborn 
in  a  ballad.  But  all  this  while,  what  has  become 
of  the  widow,  Ned  ? 

Cour.  Faith,  she  has  even  done  very  wisely,  I 
think ;  as  soon  as  she  had  set  us  together  by  the 
ears,  she  very  fairly  ran  for't. 

Beau.  A  very  noble  account  of  our  first  evening's 
enterprise.  But,  pox  on't,  take  courage  ;  and  since 
we  have  lost  this  quarry,  let  us  even  beat  about  a 
little,  and  see  what  other  game  we  can  meet  with. 

Enter  Lucrece  masked. 
Luc.  Sir,  sir  !  captain  ! 

Cour.  With  you  again,  Beaugard.     Agare  ho ! 
Beau.  With  me,  my  mistress  ? 
Luc.  Yes,  with  you,  my  master. 
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Cour.  I  wonder  when,  o'  the  devil's  name,  it  will 
come  to  my  turn. 

Luc.  Being  a  particular  friend  of  your's,  captain, 
I  am  come  to  tell  you,  the  world  begins  to  talk  very 
scandalously  of  you,  captain. 

Beau.  Look  thee,  sweetheart,  the  world's  an  ass, 
and  common  fame  a  common  strumpet:  so  long  as 
such  pretty  good-  natured  creatures  as  thou  seemest 
to  be,  think  but  well  of  me,  let  the  world  be  hanged, 
as  it  was  once  drowned,  if  it  will. 

Luc.  I  must  let  you  know  too,  captain,  that  your 
love-intrigues  are  not  so  closely  managed,  but  that 
they  will  shortly  grow  the  subject  of  all  the  satire 
and  contempt  in  town  :  your  holding  conversation 
with  a  draggle-tailed  mask,  in  the  church-cloysters, 
on  Sunday ;  your  meeting  with  the  very  scandal 
I'.ere  again,  this  evening ;  suffering  yourself  to  be 
imposed  upon,  and  jilted  by  her  ;  and  at  last  running 
''the  hazard  of  a  damnable  beating  by  a  couple  of 
plausible  hectors,  tliat  made  you  believe  your  mis- 
tress had  honour  enough  to  be  concerned  for. 

Beau.  Really,  my  little  wolf  in  a  sheep's  fleece, 
this  sounds  like  very  good  doctrine ;  but  what  use 
must  I  make  of  it,  child  ? 

Luc.  Methinks,  captain,  that  should  not  be  so 
hard  to  find  out;  my  setting  upon  you  in  a  mask 
myself,  and  railing  at  the  last  woman  that  did  so 
before  me,  might  easily  inform  you,  I  have  a  certain 
design  of  trying  whose  heart  is  hardest,  yours  or 
mine. 

Cour.  Then,  my  httle  mischief,  you  should  not 
-ent€r  the  lists  upon  unequal  terms,  with  that  black 
armour   upon  your  face,  that   makes   you  look   as 
dreadfully  as  the  Black-Knigl:t  in  a  romance. 

Luc.  Good  captain,  what's  that  sober  gentle- 
man's name?  for  certainly  I  have  seen  him  before 
now. 
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Beau.  His  name  in  the  flesh,  my  pretty  one,  is 
Courtine ;  a  very  honest  fellow,  good-natured,  and 
wicked  enough  for  thy  purpose  of  all  conscience. 

Luc.  Courtine !  Bless  us  for  ever !  What,  the 
man  that's  married  ? 

Cour.  The  man  that's  married !  yes,  the  man 
that's  married.  'Sdeath !  though  I  be  weary  on't, 
I  am  not  ashamed  of  my  condition.  Why  the 
devil  didst  thou  tell  her  my  name  ?  I  shall  never 
thrive  with  any  woman  that  knows  me.  The  man 
that's  married !  Zounds,  I  am  as  scandalous  as  the 
man  that's  to  be  hanged. 

Luc.  But  you'll  never  be  thought  so  handsome. 
To  make  few  words  with  you,  sir,  I  am  one  that 
mean  you  fairer  play  than  such  an  inconstant,  fickle, 
false-hearted  wanderer  as  you  deserves. 

Beau.  Then  why  dost  thou  conceal  thyself? 
Those  whose  designs  are  fair  and  noble,  scorn  to 
hide  their  faces  :  therefore  give  me  leave  to  tell  thee, 
lady,  if  thou  thinkest  to  make  use  of  me  only  to 
create  some  jealousy  in  another  woman,  I  am  no 
instrument  to  be  that  way  managed  ;  no,  I  am 
constant,  I — but  if  thou  lovest  me — 

Luc.  Have  you  any  more  doubts  that  trouble 
you? 

Beau.  None,  by  this  sweet  body  of  thine. 

Luc.  Know  then,  sir,  it  has  been  my  misfortune 
to  watch  you,  haunt  you,  and  dog  you,  these  six 
months ;  being,  to  my  eternal  torment,  jealous  of 
that  ravenous  kite  your  widow,  your  widow,  cap- 
tain :  nay,  since  I  have  confessed  my  weakness, 
know  from  this  hour  I'll  defeat  all  her  ambushes, 
all  the  false  baits  she  lays  to  ensnare  your  heart, 
till  I  obtain  the  victory  of  it  myself,  much  more 
my  due,  in  that  I  am  not  beneath  her  in  beauty, 
birth,  or  fortune ;  or,  indeed,  any  thing  but  her 
years,  captain  :  therefore,  if  you   have    that    merit 

VOL.  II.  D 


M  THE  ATHEIST ;  OR,  [act  ii. 

the  world  reports  of  you,  make  the  best  use  of  this 
present  advice;  and  so  farewell,  till  you  hear  from 
me  further.  [^E.vit. 

Beau.  Now  may  I  do  by  my  mistresses  as  the 
boys  do  by  their  farthings,  hustle  them  in  a  hat  to- 
gether, and  go  to  heads  or  tails  for  them — Hah! 
let  me  never  see  day  again,  if  yonder  be  not  coming 
towards  us  the  very  rascal  I  told  thee  of  this  morn- 
ing, our  fatLV  Atheist ;  now  will  I  show  thee  as 
notable  a  spirit  as  ever  past  upon  the  ignorant  world 
for  a  fine  person,  and  a  philosopher. 

Ente?'  Daredevil. 

What,  Daredevil ;  a  good  evening  to  thee  :  why, 
where  hast  thou  been,  old  Blasphemy,  these  forty 
hours  ?  I  shall  never  be  converted  from  Christianity, 
if  thou  dost  not  mind  thy  business  better. 

Da?^e.  Been,  quoth-a !  I  have  been  where  I  have 
half  lost  my  honest  senses,  man  :  would  any  body 
that  knows  me  believe  it  ?  Let  me  be  buried  alive,, 
if  the  rogues  of  the  parish  I  live  in  have  not  in- 
dicted me  for  a  Papist. 

Beau.  The  devil !  a  Papist  r 

Dare.  Pox  on  them,  a  Papist ;  when  the  impu- 
dent villains  know  as  well  as  I  do,  that  I  have  no 
religion  at  all. 

Cour.  No  religion,  sir  ?  Are  you  of  no  religion  ? 

Dare.  Is  he  an  honest  fellow,  Beaugard  ? 

Beau.  Oh,  a  very  honest  fellow;  thou  mayest 
trust  him  with  thy  damnation,  I'll  warrant  thee : 
answer  him,  answer  him. 

Dare,  I  never  go  to  church,  sir. 

Cour.  But  what  religion  are  you  of? 

Dare.  Of  the  religion  of  the  Inner-Temple,  the 
common-law  religion  ;  I  believe  in  the  law,  trust  in 
the  law,  enjoy  what  I  have  by  the  law :  for  if  such 
a  religious  gentleman  as  you  are  get  fifty  pounds^ 
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into  my  debt,  I  may  go  to  church  and  pray  till  my 
heart  aches ;  but  the  law  must  make  you  pay  me  at 
last. 

Cour.  'Tis  certainly  the  fear  of  hell,  and  hopes 
of  happiness,  that  makes  people  live  in  honesty, 
peace,  and  union  one  towards  another. 

Dare.  Fear  of  hell !  Hark  thee,  Beaugard ;  this 
companion  of  thine,  as  I  apprehend,  is  but  a  sort 
of  a  shallow  monster.  Fear  of  hell!  No,  sir,  it  is 
fear  of  hanging.  Who  would  not  steal  or  do  mur- 
der, every  time  his  fingers  itched  at  it,  were  it  not 
for  fear  of  the  gallows  ?  Do  not  you,  with  all  your 
religion,  swear  almost  as  often  as  you  speak  ?  Break 
and  profane  the  sabbath  ?  Lie  with  your  neigh- 
bours' wives  ;  and  covet  their  estates,  if  they  be 
better  than  your  own  ?  Yet  those  things  are  forbid 
by  religion,  as  well  as  stealing  and  cutting  of  throats 
are.  No,  had  every  commandment  but  a  gibbet 
belonging  to  it,  I  should  not  have  had  four  king's 
evidences  to-day  swear  impudently  I  was  a  Papist, 
when  I  was  never  at  mass  yet  since  T  was  born, 
nor  indeed  at  any  other  worship  these  twenty  years. 

Cour.  Why  then,  sir,  between  man  and  man, 
you  are  really  of  no  religion  ? 

Dare.  May  be  I  am,  sir ;  may  be  I  am  not,  sir : 
when  you  come  to  know  me  better,  twenty  to  one 
but  you'll  be  better  satisfied. 

Cour.  Does  your  honour  think  tliere  may  be  a 
devil  ? 

Dare.  I  never  saw  him,  sir? 

Cour.  Have  you  a  mind  to  see  him  ? 

Dare.  I'd  go  fifty  miles,  barefoot,  to  see  but  a 
fiend  that  belonged  to  his  family. 

Beau.  That's  a  damned  lie,  to  my  knowlege  :  for 
I  saw  the  rogue  so  scared,  that  his  hair  stood  up- 
right, but  at  the  sight  of  a  poor  black  water- spaniel 
that  met  him  in  the  dark  once. 

D  1 
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Cour.  What  think  you  of  your  conscience  ? 

Dare.  I  do  not  think  of  it  at  all,  sir ;  it  never 
troubles  me. 

Cour.  Did  you  ever  do  a  murder. 

Dare.  I  won't  tell  you. 

Cour,  Thou  art  the  honester  fellow  for  it;  I  love 
a  friendly  rogue,  that  can  keep  such  a  secret,  at  my 
heart. 

Dare.  Do  you  ? 

Cour.  Ay. 

Beau.  So  that's  well  said  ;  now  we'll  to  work  with 
him  presently.  Dost  thou  hear.  Daredevil,  this 
honest  friend  of  mine  is  something  troubled  in  spirit, 
and  wants  a  little  of  thy  ghostly  advice  in  a  point 
of  difficulty. 

Dare.  Well,  and  what  is  it  ?  I  shall  be  civil,  and 
do  him  all  the  good  I  can. 

Beau.  In  few  words,  he  is  married,  plagued, 
troubled,  and  hag-ridden  by  the  eternally  torment- 
ing witchcraft  of  a  vexatious,  jealous  familiar,  called 
a  wife. 

Dare.  A  wife !  That  ever  anv  fellow  that  has  but 
two  grains  of  brains  in  his  scull  should  give  him- 
self the  trouble  to  complain  of  a  wife,  so  long  as 
there  is  arsenick  in  the  world  ! 

Beau.  Nay,  it  is  a  mere  shame,  a  scandalous 
shame,  when  it  is  so  cheap  too. 

Cour.  Would  you  have  me  poison  her  ? 

Dare.  Poison  her !  ay,  what  would  you  do  with 
her  else,  if  you  are  weary  of  her  ? 

Cour.  But  if  I  should  be  called  to  a  terrible  ac- 
count for  such  a  thing  hereafter  ? 

Dare.  Hereafter ! Cross  my  hand  with  a  piece 

of  silver,  that  is  to  say, — give  me  three-pence— 
three-pence,  my  dearest 

Cour.  Well,  and  what  then  ? 

Dare.  Why,  for  that  inconsiderable  sum  I'll  be 
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security  for  thee,  and  bear  thee  harmless  for  here- 
after ;   that's  all. 

Beau.  Faith,  and  cheap  enough  of  all  conscience. 
Cour.  This  is  the  honestcst  acquaintance  I  ever 
met  withal,  Beaugard. 

Beau.  Oh,  a  very  honest  fellow,  very  honest. 
Cour.  Pr'ythec    then,  Daredevil,  if  that  be  thy 
title,  since  we  have  so  happily  met  this  evening,  let 
us  grow  more  intimate,  and  eat  and  drink  together. 

Dare.  Faith  and  troth,  with  all  my  heart :  pox 
on  me,  boy,  but  I  love  drinking  mightily ;  and  to 
tell  ye  the  truth  on't,  I  am  never  so  well  satisfied  in 
my  out-of-the-way  principles,  as  when  I  am  drunk, 
very  drunk.  Drunkenness  is  a  great  quieter  of  the 
mind,  a  great  soother  of  the  spirit. 

Beau.  And  shall  we  be  very  free,  my  little  athe- 
istical disbelieving  dog?  Wilt  thou  open  thy  heart, 
and  speak  very  frankly  of  matters  that  shall  be 
nameless  r 

Dare.  Much  may  be  done  ;  I  seldom  hide  my 
talent;  I  am  no  niggard  of  my  parts  that  way. 

Beau.  To  tell  thee  a  secret  then.  Daredevil,  we 
two  are  this  night,  for  some  weighty  considerations, 
to  give  a  treat  to  the  people  of  the  Duke's  theatre, 
after  the  play  is  done,  upon  their  stage  ;  we  are  to 
have  the  music  too ;  and  the  ladies,  it  is  hoped,  will 
not  deny  us  the  favour  of  their  fair  company.  Now, 
my  dear  Iniquity,  shall  we  not,  thinkest  thou,  if 
we  give  our  minds  to  it,  pass  an  evening  pleasantly 
enough  ? 

Dare.  Rot  me,  with  all  my  lieart :  I  love  the 
project  of  treating  upon  the  stage  extremely  too. 
But  will  there,  will  there  be  none  of  the  poets  there  ? 
Some  of  the  poets  are  pretty  fellows,  very  pretty 
fellows  ;  they  are  most  of  them  my  disciples  in 
their  hearts,  and  now  and  then  stand  up  for  the 
truth,  manfully. 
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Beau.  Much  may  happen  :  but  in  the  next  place, 
after  supper  we  have  resolved  to  storm  a  certain 
enchanted  castle,  where  I  apprehend  a  fair  lady, 
newly  entered  into  league  with  an  honest  friend  of 
thine,  called  myself,  is  kept  a  prisoner,  by  an  old, 
ill-natured,  snarling  dog  in  a  manger,  her  guardian. 
Thou  wilt  make  one  at  it,  wilt  thou  not,  my  little 
Daredevil? 

Dare.  Dam'me,  we'll  burn  the  house. 

Cour.  Dam'me,  sir?  Do  you  know  what  you 
say  ?  You  believe  no  such  thing. 

Dare.  Words  of  course,  child;  mere  words  of 
course  :  we  use  an  hundred  of  them  in  conversation, 
which  are  indeed  but  in  the  nature  of  expletives, 
and  signify  nothing  ;  as,  dam'me,  sir ;  rot  me  sir, 
confound  me,  sir;  which  purport  no  more  than,  so, 
sir;  and,  sir;  or,  then,  sir,  at  the  worst:  for  my 
part,  I  always  speak  what  I  think ;  no  man  can 
help  thinking  what  he  docs  tliink :  so  if  I  speak  not 
well,  the  fault  is  not  mine. 

Beau.  Distinguished  like  a  learned  school-divine. 

Cour.  When  meet  we  at  the  play-house  then  ? 

Dare.  Before  the  clock  strike  nine. 

Beau.  Where  we'll  have  music,  women,  mirth. 

Dare.  And  very  much  good  wine.  [_Exeunt. 


ACT  HI. 
SCENE    I. 

Enter  Beaugard,  Courtine,  and  Daredevil. 

Beau.  Is  not  this  living  now  ?  Who  that  knew 
the  sweets  of  liberty,  the  uncontrolled  delights 
the  freeman  tastes  of,  lord  of  his  own  hours,  king 
of  his  own  pleasures,  just  as  nature  meant  him 
first ; 
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Courted  each  minute  by  all  his  appetites. 
Which  he  indulges  like  a  bounteous  master, 
That's  still  supplied  with  various  full  enjoyments  ; 
And  no  intruding  cares  make  one  thought  bitter. 

Dare.  Very  well  this  ;  this  is  all  but  very  well. 

Cour.  Nay,  not  one  rub  to  interrupt  the  course 
Of  a  long  rolling,  gay,  and  wanton  life. 
Methinks  the  image  of  it's  like  a  lawn 
In  a  rich  flowery  vale,  its  measure  long, 
Beateous  its  prospect,  and  at  the  end 
A  shady  peaceful  glade,  where,  when  the  pleasant 

race  is  over, 
We  glide  away,  and  arc  at  rest  for  ever. 

Beau.  Who,  that  knew  this,  would  let  himself 
be  a  slave 
To  the  vile  customs  the  world's  debauched  in  ? 
Who'd  interrupt  his  needful  hours  of  rest,  to  rise 
and  yawn  in  a  shop  in  Cornhill  ?  or,  what's  as  bad, 
make  a  sneakins;  tiuure  in  a  ijreat  man's  chamber,  at 
his  rising  in  a  morning  ?  Who  would  play  the 
rogue,  cheat,  lie,  flatter,  bribe,  or  pimp,  to  raise 
an  estate  for  a  blockhead  of  his  own  begetting,  as 
he  thinks,  that  shall  waste  it  as  scandalously  as  his 
father  got  it  ?  or  who,  Courtine,  would  marry,  to 
beget  such  a  blockhead. 

Cour.  No  body,  but  such  a  blockhead  as  myself, 
Beaugard,  that's  certain  ;  but  I  will,  if  possible, 
atone  for  that  sin  of  mine  in  the  future  course  of  my 
life,  and  arow  as  zealous  a  libertine  as  thou  would 
wish  thy  friend  to  be. 

Dare.  These  are  rogues  that  pretend  to  be  of  a 
religion  now  !  Well,  all  that  I  say  is,  honest  atheism 
for  my  money. 

Beau.  No,  grant  me  while  I  live  the  easy  being 
I  am  at  present  possessed  of;  a  kind  fair  she,  to 
cool  my  blood,  and  pamper  my  imagination  withal ; 
an  honest  friend  or  two,  like  thee,  Courtine,  that  I 
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dare  trust  my  thoughts  to ;  generous  wine,  health, 
hberty,  and  no  dishonour ;  and  when  I  ask  more  of 
fortune,  let  her  e'en  make  a  beggar  of  me.  What 
say'st  thou  to  this.  Daredevil  ?  Is  not  this  coming  as 
near  thy  doctrine  as  a  younger  sinner  can  conve- 
niently. 

I)are.  Nay,  I  have  very  great  hopes  of  you, 
that's  my  comfort. 

Cour.  But  why  did  we  part  with  the  women  so 
soon  ? 

Beau.  Oh,  Courtine,  reputation,  reputation !  I 
am  a  young  spark,  and  must  stand  upon  my  credit, 
friend  ;  the  rogues  that  cheat  all  the  week,  and  go 
to  church  in  clean  bands  on  Sunday,  will  advance  no 
necessary  sums  u])on  my  revenues  else,  when  there 
may  be  an  occasion :  besides  I  have  a  father  in 
town  ;  a  grave,  sober,  serious  old  gentleman,  called 
a  father. 

Dare.  One  that  will  drink,  rant,  whore,  and 
game,  and  is  as  full  of  religion  as  his  worshipful 
son  here. 

Beau.  Ha! 

Enter  Father. 

Father.  Very  well,  very  noble,  truly,  son  !  This 
is  the  care  you  are  pleased  to  take  of  my  family  ! 
Sit  up  all  night,  drink,  whore,  spend  your  estate, 

and  give  your  soul  to   the  Devil !  a  very  fine 

Hickup This  aquamirabilis    and  the    old  hock 

does  not  agree  with  my  stomach. 

Beau.  Daredevil,  stick  to  me  now,  and  help  me 

out  at  a  dead  lift,  or  I  am  lost  for  ever. Sir,  I 

hope  my  being  here  has  not  done  you,  nor  any 
friend  of  yours,  an  injury. 

Father.  Injury!  No  sir,  it  is  no  injury  for  you 

to  take  your  swill  in  plenty  and  voluptuousness 

Hickup while  your  poor  father,  sirrah,  must  be 
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contented  to  drink  paltry  sack,  with  dry-boned,  old, 
battered  rogues,  and  be  thankful.  You  must  have 
your  fine,  jolly,  young  fellows,  and  bonny,  buxom, 
brawny-bum m'd  whores,  you  dog,  to  revel  with, 
and  be  hanged  to  you,  must  you  ?  Sirrah,  you  rogue, 
I  have  lost  all  my  money. 

Beau.  I  am  sorry  for  it,  sir. 

Father.  Sorry  for  it,  sir  ! — Hickup — Is  that 
all? 

Dare.  If  thou  art  very  poor,  old  fellow,  take  a 
swinging  dose  of  opium  and  sleep  upon  it ;  it  is  the 
best  thing  in  the  world  for  old  gentlemen  that  have 
no  money.  Or  wilt  thou  be  good  company  ?  Wilt 
thou  sit  down  and  crack  a  bottle,  old  boy  ?   Hah  ? 

Father.  Heh  !  crack  a  bottle ! 

Dare.  Ay,  crack  a  bottle :  What  say'st  thou  to 
that  comfortable  proposition. 

Coiir.  Come,  sir,  here's  your  good  health,  and  to 
your  better  fortune. 

Father.  A  very  honest  fellow,  Jack :  These  are 
very  honest  fellows.     What  is  your  name,  friend  ? 

Dare.  Mv  name  is  Daredevil,  friend  ;  of  the  an- 
cient  family  of  the  Daredevils  in  the  North,  that 
have  not  had  a  church  in  their  parish,  chaplain  in 
their  house,  prayers  publick  or  private,  or  graces  at 
meids,  since  the  Conquest. 

Father.  Sir,  I  have  heard  much  of  your  family  ; 
it  is  a  very  ancient  honourable  family  :  And  I  am 
o'lad  to  find  my  son  has  made  choice  of  such  a  noble 
acquaintance. — Sn-,  my  service  to  you. — I  protest, 
a  cup  of  pretty  claret,  very  pretty  claret. 

Coiir.  And  he  has  toped  it  oflf  as  prettily,  I'll  say 
that  for  him. 

Father.  Jack,  I  have  lost  all  my  money.  Jack. 

Beau.  Have  you  been  robbed,  sir  ? 

Father.  Robbed,  sir ;  no,  Mr.  Saucy -face,  I  have 
not  been  robbed,  sir,  but  I  have  been  nicked,  sir. 
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and  that's  as  bad,  sir.     You  are  a  worthy  person, 
and  I'll  make  you  my  judge. 

Dare.  Come  along  then.  ^ 

Father.  The  main  was  seven,  and  the  chance 
four;  I  had  just  thirty  pounds  upon  it,  and  my  last 
stake :  the  caster  threw,  nothing  came  of  it ;  I 
changed  his  dice ;  he  threw  again,  to  as  little  pur- 
pose as  before. 

Dare.  Very  strange,  truly. 

Father.  I  changed  his  dice  again,  he  threw  again  : 
so  he  threw,  and  I  changed ;  and  I  changed,  and 
he  threw,  for  at  least  half  an  hour ;  till  at  last — do 
you  mark  me  ? — the  dice  powdering  out  of  the  box — 

Dare.  That's  plain. 

Father.  One  on  'em  trips  against  the  foot  of  a 
candlestick,  and  up  comes  two  duces,  two  duces, 
sir,  do  you  hear?  And  so  I  lost  my  money.  No, 
sir,  I  was  not  robbed,  sir ;  but  I  lost  upon  two 
duces  :  and  that  was  so  hard  fortune,  that  I'll  hold 
you,  or  any  man  living,  fifty  pounds  to  ten,  that  he 
does  not  throw  two  duces  before  seven  again. 

Dare.  Two  duces  before  seven  I  Two  duces  are 
not  to  be  thrown,  sir,  not  to  be  thrown. 

Beau.  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  are  so  rich,  sir. 

Father.  Rich,  quoth-a !  Pr'ythee  be  quiet,  I  am 
not  worth  a  shilling,  man.  But,  sir,  here  you  arc 
a  lord  at  large,  enjoy  your  drink  and  your  drabs, 
sit  up  all  night  in  the  fulness  of  iniquity,  with 
AAorthy  esquire  Daredevil  of  the  North  here,  with  a 
pox  to  you  ;  whilst  I  must  be  kept  without  a  shilling 
in  my  pocket But,  sir, 

Beau.  Sir,  I  sent  you  an  hundred  pounds  yester- 
day morning. 

Father.  Well,  sirrah,  and  I  have  had  ill  luck, 
and  lost  it  all :  What  then  ? 

Beau.  Sir,  to  avoid  dispute,  shall  I  make  one 
proposition  to  you  r 
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Father.  Heh  !  With  all  my  heart.  Look  you, 
Jacky-boy,  I  am  not  against  thy  taking  thy  mo- 
derate diversions,  so  long  as  I  see  thou  keepest  good 
company,  neither.  But sneak  what  ready-mo- 
ney thou  hast  into  my  hand,  and  send  me  the  rest 
of  t'other  hundred  to  my  lodging. 

Beau.  Do  you  think  it  reasonable,  that  as  often 
as  two  duces  are  thrown  before  seven,  I  must  ad- 
vance an  hundred  pounds  to  make  the  Devil's  bones 
rattle,  sir  ? 

Father.  Sirrah,  you  are  a  rebel ;  and  I  could  find 
in  my  heart  to  cut  your  throat.  Sir,  have  you  e'er 
a  father  ? 

Dare.  No,  sir. 

Father.  No,  sir? 

Dare.  No,  sir ;  I  broke  his  heart  long  ago,  be- 
fore I  came  to  be  at  years  of  discretion :  I  hate  all 
fathers,  and  always  did. 

Father.  Oh  Lord !  hark  you,  sir ;  what's  that  fel- 
low's profession  ? 

Cour.  Ob,  an  Atheist,  sir ;  he  believes  neither 
God  nor  the  Devil. 

Father.  'Sbud,  I'll  brustle  ujd  to  him.  Are  yoa 
an  Atheist,  fellow?  hoh? 

Dare.  Yes,  sir,  I  am  an  Atheist. 

Father.  And  what  think  you  will  become  of  you 
when  you  die  ?  hoh  ? 

Dare.  I  shall  be  buried  six  feet  under  ground  to 
prevent  stinking,  and  there  grow  rotten. 

Father.  Oh  Lord ! 

Dare.  If  I  chance  to  be  hanged,  being  a  lusty 
sinewy  fellow,  the  corporation  of  barber-surgeons, 
may  be,  beg  me  for  an  anatomy,  to  set  up  in  their 
hall.  I  don't  take  much  care  of  myself  while  I  am 
living ;  and  when  I  am  dead,  whatever  happens  to 
me  will  never  trouble  me. 

Father.  No  more  to  be  said ;   my  son's  in  a  very 
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hopeful  way  to  be  damned,  that's  one  comfort.  Im- 
pudent rogue,  you  keep  company  with  the  Devil's 
resident!  You  converse  with  foreign  ministers,  and 
deny  your  father  a  little  dirty  money!  Fogh, 
poltroon  ! 

Beau.  This  is  very  hard,  sir :  but  if  ten  guineas 
will  do  you  any  service ■ 

Father.  Ten  guineas  ?  Let  me  see ;  ten  guineas 
are  a  pretty  little  piddling  sum,  that's  the  truth 
on't ;  but  what  will  it  do,  Jacky-boy  ?  Serve,  may 
be,  to  play  at  ticktack  in  an  afternoon,  three  hits  up 
for  a  piece,  or  so ;  but  when  will  that  recover  my 
hundred  again  ?  Ten  guineas  !  Pox  o'thy  ten  guineas. 

Well,  let  me  see  the  ten  guineas  though, — 

let  me  see  them  a  little — Jacky-boy,  Jacky,  Jack — » 
You  have  drunk  damnable  hard  to  night,  you  rogue ! 

you  are  a  drunken  dog,  I  believe Han't  you 

had  a  whore   too,    Jacky  ? — ■■ e  e  e You'll 

get  the  pox,  sirrah,  and  then — But  if  thou  dost,  I 
know  a  very  able  fellow,  an  old  acquaintance  of 
mine — Ten  Guineas,  Jacky  ! 

Beau.  There  they  are,  sir,  and  long  may  they 
last  you. 

Father.  Make  them  twenty,  Jacky-rogue : 

you  plump-cheeked,  merry-eyed  rogue,  make  them 
twenty — make  them  fifteen  then — Jacky  boy, 
Jacky,  Jack,  do  faith. 

Beau.  Upon  my  duty,  you  have  stripped  me,  sir. 

Father.  Then  do  you  hear,  friend,  you  Atheist, 
that  are  so  free  of  your  soul ;  let  us  see  if  you  dare 
venture  a  little  of  your  money  now — Come  f  Draws 
cut  a  bo<v  and  dice.~\  Seven's  the  main:  I'll  hold 
you  ten  pounds  to  two,  two  duces  does  not  come 
before  seven. 

Beau.  At  him,  Daredevil ;  beggar  him  once  more, 
and  then  we  shall  be  rid  of  him. 

Dare.  Done,  sir,  done ;  down  with  your  money. 
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Father.  Here,  you  blasphemous  dog. — Dost  thou 
love  hazard  ? 

Dare.  Dearly,  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  sir. 

Father.  I  love  thee  the  better  for  it :  come  along 
— seven — 

Dare.  Right. 

Father.  Seven.  \Throxcs  two  duces. 

Dare.  Two  duces ! You  have  lost,  sir. 

Father.  Damn  me,  sir,  lay  your  hand  upon  my 
money ! 

Dare.  Damn  me,  sir,  'tis  my  money ;  I  won  it 
fairly. 

Beau.  Now,  Courtinc,  now — 

Cour.   Now,   look  to't.  Atheist ! 

Father.  Son  of  a  whore,  you  lie.  Thus  to  my 
hat  I  sweep  the  yellow  scoundrels,  and  draw  my 
sword  in  witness  they  are  my  own. 

Dare.  Nay  then  I'll 

Cour.  Hold,  sirs,  no  drawing  swords,  no  quar- 
relling. 

Dare.  I  am  glad  on't,  with  all  my  heart ;  for 
though  I  am  not  much  afraid  of  the  Devil,  I  hate  a 
drawn  sword  mortally. 

Beau.  Good  sir 

Father.  Stand  off, — Dogs,  Atheists  win  my  mo- 
ney ! Rascal good-morrow.  [^E.vit. 

Beau.  Till  next  time  two  duces  come  before 
seven  ;  and  then  I  am  sure  to  see  or  hear  from  you 
again  infallibly. 

Cour.  How  dost  thou  intend  to  dispose  of  this 
wild,  extravagant  old  father  of  thine,  Beaiigard  ? 

Beau.  I  hope  to  find  him  run  so  far  in  debt 
within  this  fortnight,  that  to  avoid  the  calamity,  he 
shall  be  forced  to  compound  with  me  for  his  free- 
dom, and  be  contented  with  a  comfortable  annuity 
in  the  country;  that's  all  my  hopes  of  him. 

Cour.  Which  he'll  sell  in  one  quarter  of  a  year, 
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and  return  to  old  London  again,  for  t'other  game  at 
hazard. 

Beau.  No,  Hke  a  wise  guardian,  I'll  take  care 
of  the  contrary,  lay  it  too  far  out  of  his  reach, 
and  tie  it  too  fast  for  him.  Why,  how  now,  Dare- 
devil ?  What,  in  the  dumps  ?  'Tis  an  unruly  old 
gentleman,  but  yet  he  has  some  religion  in  him, 
Daredevil. 

Dare.  Yes,  pox  on  him,  to  cheat  me  of  my 
money.     'Tis  well  he  was  your  father,  sir. 

Cour.  Why  ? 

Dare.  Had  he  been  my  own,  by  these  hilts  I 
would  have  sawed  his  old  windpipe  asunder  upon 
the  spot.     Rob  me  of  my  right ! 

Cour.  Does  he  love  fighting  so  well  then  ?  I 
thought  most  of  your  Atheists  had  not  much  cared 
for  that  impertinent  exercise. 

Dare.  "Tis  a  little  impertinent,  that  I'll  grant 
you,  for  honest  fellows  to  fall  out,  squabble,  and 
cut  one  another's  throats,  to  spoil  good  company : 
but  when  my  honour's  injured .- 

Beau.  Then,  I  know,  thou  art  implacable.  But 
for  a  foolish  triflinsr  sum  of  money — 

Dare.  Trash,  trash,  dunghill,  and  filthiness!  I  give 
it  away  to  my  wenches  and  my  servants;  we  part  with 
it  to  every  body,  upon  all  occasions.  He  that  va- 
lues money  deserves  never  to  have  the  benefit  of  it. 

Beau.  A  very  noble  fragment  of  philosophy.  But, 
Courtine,  the  moi-ning  is  new  risen  again,  and  I 
have  received  intelligence  this  night  by  a  certain 
minister,  I  keep  for  such  offices,  where  my  poor 
distressed  widow  is  held  in  durance :  if  thou  think- 
est  there  may  be  any  hopes  for  thee  upon  the  coast 
I  am  bound  for,  let  us  embark  together,  and  good 
luck  attend  us. 

Cour.  No,  I  have  other  projects  on  foot :  marriage 
has  cracked  my  credit  so,  that  no  body  that  knows 
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my  condition  cares  to  dwell  with  nie.  Therefore  I 
am  resolved  to  set  out  for  new  discoveries,  and  try 
how  I  can  thrive  where  my  name  is  a  stranojer. 

Beau.  What,  this  morning! 

Coiir.  This  very  morning:  fortified  with  Bour- 
deaux  as  I  am,  will  I  issue  forth ;  and  let  all 
straggling  wives,  widows,  and  virgins  have  a  care  of 
their  cargoes. 

Beau.  Nobly  resolved,  and  good  fortune  guide 
thee.  Thou,  Daredevil,  wilt  not  part  with  me: 
thou  art  more  a  friend  than  to  leave  thy  disciple, 
when  there  is  good  substantial  sinning  like  to  go 
forward.  May  be  we  may  do  a  murder  before  we 
part ;  something  that  is  very  wicked  we'll  not  fail  of. 

Dare.  With  all  my  heart,  let  us  fire  a  house  or 
two,  poison  a  constable,  and  all  his  watch,  ravish 
six  cinder-worn  on  and  kill  a  beadle. 

Beau.  Shall  we  do  all  this } 

Dare.  Do't!  Fll  do't  myself. 

Beau.  Thou  art  the  very  spirit  of  iniquitv'. 

Enter  Footman. 

Foot.  Sir,  Captain  Beaugard. 

Beau.  With  me,  friend  ? 

Foot.  Sir,  there  is  a  masked  lady,  in  a  chair,  at 
the  corner  of  the  street,  desires  a  word  with  you 
instantly. 

Beau.  Tell  her  I'm  her  vassal,  and  will  wait  on 
her  this  moment.     Courtine,  good-morrow. 

Cour.  Gone  already  ? 

Beau.  Trading  comes  in,  friend,  and  I  must 
mind  my  calling,  that's  all.     Alojis,  Daredevil. 

Dare,  Friend,  farewell  to  thee  ;  if  either  of  us  are 
run  through  the  lungs,  or  shot  in  the  head,  before 
we  meet  again,  let  us  hear  from  one  another  out  of 
the  lower  world  how  niatters  go  there,  and  what 
entertainment  they  give  us. 
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Cour.  You  will  find  me  a  very  civil  correspond- 
ent, sir. 

Dare.  Farewell. 

Cour.  The  same  good  wish  to  you,  sir.  Now 
will  I  out  into  the  middle  of  the  street,  play  at 
blind-man's  buff  by  myself,  turn  three  times  round, 
and  catch  who  I  can. 


SCENE  II. 

A  Street. 

J5w/er  Beaugard  and  Daredevil. 

Beau.  This  should  be  the  place,  and  yet  I  see  no 
chair. 

Dare.  Then  let  us  all  fall  to  mischief. 

Beau.  Pr'ythee,  a  little  patience,  though  it  be  a 
virtue,  dear  temptation. 

Enter  another  Footman. 

Foot.  Sir,  is  your  name  Captain  Beaugard  ? 

Beau.  Yes,  my  dear  Mercury,  I  am  the  happy 
man. 

Foot.  Then,  sir,  this  letter  is  for  you. 

Beau.  Stay  till  I  read  it,  friend. 

Foot.  Sir,  it  requires  no  answer. 

Beau.  What  jilt's  trick  now  ! — Sir^ — to  meet  us 
with  your  swords  in  your  hands  this  morning  behind 
the  corner  house  of- — By  my  stars  a  challenge  from 
the  termagant  sparks  that  fell  upon  us  last  night. 
Why,  what  a  deal  of  love  and  honour  have  I  upon 
my  hands  now  ?  Daredevil,  thou  canst  fight  ? 

Dare.  Why,  is  there  any  occasion  ? 

Beau.  Only  a  challenge.  Daredevil,  that's  all. 
See,  there's  a  breakfast  for  thee,  if  thou  hast  any 
stomach  to't. 
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Dare.  Idle  rogues,  rascals,  hectors !  Never  mind 
them ;  hang  them,  these  are  some  hungry  varlets 
that  want  dinners ;  let  us  break  the  next  windows, 
and  never  think  on't. 

Enter  six  Ruftians. 

1  Ruf.  These  are  our  quarry ;  be  sure  we  seize 
them  both.     Is  the  coach  ready  ? 

2  RuJ\  At  the  next  corner. 

1   Rnf.  Fall  on  them.     Sir,  you  are  our  prisoner. 

Beau.  Villains!  rogues!  thieves!  murder!  thieves; 
rascals,  you'll  not  murder  me  ? 

1  Riif.  Nay,  sir,  no  noise,  no  struggling,  as  you 
tender  your  safety. 

Beau.  Daredevil,  dog,  coward,  draw  thy  sword 
and  rescue  me. 

Dare.  I  am  terrified,  amazed  ;  some  judgment 
for  my  sins  is  fallen  upon  me ;  alas,  I  am  in  bonds 
too  !  Have  mercy  on  my  soul,  and  don't  slay  me, 
gentlemen. 

Beau.  Damnation  !  blinded  !  rascals !  villains ! 
ruffians!  murder! 

Dare.  Oh  Daredevil,  Daredevil,  what  will  be- 
come of  thee.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Theodoret  and  Gracian. 

Theo.  This  generosity  makes  good  thy  character, 
That  thou'rt  the  bravest  man,  and  truest  friend  : 
How  shall  I  deserve  this  from  thee  ? 

Gra.  I  should  be  unjust,  both  to  myself,  and  the 
dear  memory  of  thy  noble  brother,  whose  friendship 
was  so  dear  to  me,  should  my  true  sword  be  idle  in 
thy  cause. 

Besides,  the  love  which  I  profess  to  Porcia 
Tells  itie  a  rival  must  not  tamely  carry  her. 

Theo.  She  is  thy  right :  my  dying  brother,  her 
soon-forgotten  husband,. 

VOL.  II,  E 
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But  thy  remember'd   friend,  with   his  last  breath 

thus  told  me : 
I  have  a  friend,  Gratian,  the  man  my  heart 
Has  cherish'd  most ;  we  from  our  youth  were  rivals 
For  my  dear  Porcia :  Tell  him,  if  I  die, 
I  left  her  to  him,  as  the  dearest  legacy 
I  could  bequeath :  Bid  him  be  tender  of  her, 
For  she'll  deserve  it  from  him. — Would  she  did. 

[Aside, 

Gra.  Heaven  knows,  it  is  my  curse,  spite  of  her 
scorn,  to  love  her  to  madness ;  nor  shall  this  man  of 
war,  this  French-bred  hero,  win  her  with  nothing 
but  his  cap  and  feather  :  I  wonder  he  is  not  come  yet. 

Theo.  I  have  heard  the  man  is  gallant ;  but,  in 
honesty,  as  thou  art  my  friend,  I  wish  thou  wouldst 
hear  good  counsel. 

Gra.  Thine  must  be  noble. 

Theo.  I'd  have  thee  think  no  more  of  this  proud 
womari. 

Gra.  I  wish  'twere  possible. 

Theo.  Their  sex  is  one  gross  cheat;  their  only 
study 
How  to  deceive,  betray,  and  ruin  man  : 
They  have  it  by  tradition  from  their  mothers, 
Which  they  improve  each  day,  and  grow  more  ex- 
quisite. 
Their  painting,  patching,  all  their  chamber  arts. 
And  public  affectations,  are  but  tricks 
To  draw  fond  men  into  that  snare,  their  love. 

G7^a.   Would  this  could  cure  mine. 

Theo.  When   we  are  caught  fast,  'tis  then  they 
shew  their  natures. 
Grow  haughty,  pi-oud,  to  vex  the  wretch  they've 

conquered. 
Though  the  same  hour  they  glance  abroad  for  new 
ones. 
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But  let  a  woman  know  you're  once  her  slave, 
Give  her  once  testimony  that  you  love  her, 
She'll  always  be  thy  torment ;  jilt,  design. 
And  practise  ends  upon  thy  honest  nature ; 
So  strong  is  their  antipathy  to  truth. 

Gra.  But  let  a  fool 

Theo.  Oh  give  them  but  a  fool, 
A  senseless,  noisy,  gay,  bold,  bristling  blockhead, 
A  rascal  with  a  feather,  and  cravat-string. 
No  brains  in's  head ;  a  vain,  pert,  empty  rogue, 
That  can  prim,  dance,  lisp,  or  lie  very  much. 
They're  lost  for  ever :  they'll  give  all  they  have 
To  fools,  or  for  them. 

Gra.  But,  my  friend,  this  granted. 
Grant  Porcia  this,  and  more,  as  she's  the  relict 
Of  thy  dear  brother,  and  my  valued  friend. 
The  injury  she  brings  upon  thy  honour 
Must  not  be  slighted  ;  and  that's  my  cause  now. 

Theo.  There  thou  o'ercom'st  me  :  still  our  men  of 
mettle 
Delay  their  time ;  the  day  grows  late  ;  let's  walk 
Down   by  yon'  wall ;  may  be  they  have  miss'd  the 

place : 
Besides  I  fancy  company  is  coming  this  way,  and 

we  may  be  prevented. 
Methinks  I  would  not  lose  so  fine  a  morning,  and 
do  nothing. 

Gra.  Nor  I.  {^Exeunt, 

Enter  Sylvia  and  Lucrecia. 

Syl.  Oh  Lucrece,  'twas  the  pangs  of  jealousy, 
curst  jealousy,  that  brought  me  hither. 

Luc.  Where  lodg'd  you  then  last  night? 

SyL  Here,  in  this  house,  my  cousin  Porcia's 
hotise  :  I  met  her  late  last  night,  just  as  I  alighted, 
harassed  with  my  journey,  and  the  cause  of  it :  had 

E  2 
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she  not  took  pity  of  me,  heaven  knows  how  my 
perplexities  would  have  disposed  me ! 

Luc.  What,  in  this  house? 

SyL  Here,  in  this  very  house. 

Luc,  I'm  glad  I  know  it ;  I'll  take  such  care  it 
shall  not  be  long  a  secret. 

Syl.  The  garden  opening  thus  upon  the  fields,  in- 
vited me  to  take  the  morning  air  here ;  for  sleep's 
a  guest  that  stays  but  little  with  me.  Why  sighest 
thou,  Lucrece  ? 

Luc.  I'm  thinking  why  my  cousin  Porcia  should 
chuse  this  residence. 

Syl.  'Tis  for  a  lover,  Lucrece  ;  Beaugard  courts 
her,  a  friend  and  lewd  companion  of  my  false  hus- 
band's. 

Luc.  I  know  him  but  too  well. 

Syl.  Why,  dost  thou  love  him  ? 

Luc»  So  much  that  I  can  neither  eat,  drink,  nor 
sleep  in  peace,  for  the  tormenting  thoughts  of  him. 

Syl.  By  heavens  I  pity  thee.  Oh  have  a  care  of 
marriage,  Lucrece ;  marriage ! — 'twill  be  thy  bane, 
and  ruin  thee  for  ever.  Marriage  spoils  faces  ;  how 
I  look  with  marriage. 

Luc.  I  see  no  change. 

Syl.  No  change !  I  have  not  slept  six  nights  in 
peace  since  the  curst  day  I  wedded. 

Luc,  Will  then  a  husband  spoil  one's  sleep  so 
sadly  ? 

Syl.  A  husband's,    Lucrece,    like   the  wedding- 
clothes  ; 
Wftrn  gay  a  week,  and  then  he  throws  them  ofl^ 
And  with  them  too  the  lover  ;  then  his  days 
Grow  gay  abroad,  and  his  nights  dull  at  home  : 
He  lies  whole  months  by  thy  poor  longing  side 
Heavy  and  useless,  comes  faint  and  loth  to  bed. 
Turns  him  about,  grunts,  snores  :  and  that's  a  hus- 
band. 
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Luc.  Is  Courtinc  such  a  one  ? 

Syl.  'Tis  pain  to  tell  thee  the  hfe  I  lead  with  him. 
He's  colder  to  me,  than  adamant  to  fire ;  but  let  him 
loose  among  my  kitchen-furniture,  my  maids,  never 
was  seen  so  termagant  a  towser :  he  loves  a  nasty, 
foul-fed,  fulsome  drab,  and  scorns  the  tender  joys 
my  arms  invite  him  to.  To  be  despised  at  that  rate, 
so  dishonoured,  makes  me  even  curse  the  chance 
that  made  me  \Yoman :  would  I  had  been  any  crea- 
ture else. — See  yonder,  yonder  he  comes  :  thy  mask, 
thy  mask,  dear  Lucrece. 

Luc.  Farewell ;  I'll  away,  and  leave  ye  fairly  both, 
together.  [Exit. 

Enter  Courtine. 

Coiir.  What,  fly  the  ground,  faint  soldier !  How, 
another!  Nay  then  'twas  nobly  done!  two  to  one 
had  been  odds  else :  had  it  not,  pretty  one  r 

Syl.  Why,  who  are  you,  sir? 

Cour.  E'en  a  wandering  knight,  that  have  for- 
saken my  castle  in  the  country,  and  am  come  up  to 
town  for  preferment  truly. 

Si/l.  And  one  would  think  so  proper,  a  lusty,  well- 
made  fellow  as  you  are  should  not  be  long  out  of 
employment. 

Cou?\  Dost  thou  know  me,  my  dearest  ? 

Si/l,  No. 

Cour.  Then  I  am  sure  thou  canst  have  no  excep- 
tion a«:ainst  me. 

Si/L  But  suppose  I  had  a  mind  to  a  little  farther 
acquaintance  with  you  ;  what  then,  sir. 

Cour.  Why,  then  thou  may'st  reasonably  sup- 
pose that  I'll  make  no  evil  use  of  thy  good  inclina- 
tions ;  faith  there  are  very  pretty  gardens  here- 
abouts, let  us  commit  a  trespass  for  once,  break  into 
one  of  them,  and  roll  a  camomile-walk  together  this 
morning. 
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Syl.  O  Lord,  sir ! 

Conr.  She's  coming  already. 

Syl.  If  I  should  let  you  make  advantage  of  my 
weakness  now,  you  would  he  false  afterwards,  for- 
sake me,  and  break  my  heart. 

Cour.  Pretty  fool !  what  innocent  scruples  she 
makes ! 

Syl.  Have  you  no  other  mistress  already  ?  Have 
you  no  engagements  that  will  return  hereafter  upon 
your  heart  to  my  prejudice  ? 

Cour.  Shall  I  swear  ? 

Syl.  But  ha'n't  you,  truly  ? 

Cour.  If  I  have,  may  that  blue  mountain  over 
our  heads  there,  fall  down  and  crush  me  like  a 
pelted  toad. 

Syl.  To  shew  you  then  that  I  deserve  your 
faith— 

Cour.  What  wilt  thou  shew  me  ? 

Syl.  A  face  which  I  am  not  ashamed  of,  though 
you'll  perhaps  be  scandalized  when  you  see  it. 

Cour.  The  devil  take  me  if  I  am  though,  so  it 
prove  not  very  horrible  indeed. 

Syl.  What  think  you  then,  sir ;  is  it  such  a  one 
as  you  looked  for  ?  [Ihtmasks, 

Cour.  My  own  wife ! 

Syl.  Yes,  thy  unhappy  wife. 
Thou  false,  deceitful,  perjured,  shameless  wretch. 
Have  I  deserved  this  from  thee  ? 

Cour.  Pox  confound  her — 

\_Takes  out  a  book  and  falls  a  reading. 

Syl.  Is  this  the  recompence  of  all  my  love  ? 
Did  I  bestow  my  fortune  on  thy  wants. 
Humble  myself  to  be  thy  dove-like  wife. 
And  is  this  all  I'm  worth  ? 

Cour.   \_T{eads.^   Wealth  is  a  great 
Provocative  to  am'rous  heat : 
For  what  is  worth  in  any  thing, 
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But  so  much  money  as  'twill  bring? 
Hudibras,  Part  the  Second,  Canto  the  First. 

Syl.  Patience   direct  me !    Have  I  wrought  my 
nature 
To  utmost  sufferance,  and  most  low  contentment  r 
Set  my  poor  heart  to  cares  ?  Have  I  been  blest 
With  children  by  thee,  to  be  left  with  scorn, 
Cast  off,  neglected,  and  abandoned  vilely  ? 
Speak,  is  not  this  hard  usage  ? 

Cou7\  Umph ! 

Syl.  Umph  !  What's  umph  ? 

Cour.  Umph,  that's  I,  child ;  umph  is  I,  I,  I, 
my  dear. 

Si/ 1.  Death!  death  and  torments  !  Cut  my  wretch- 
ed throat ;  don't  treat  me  thus  :  by  Heaven,  I'll 
bear  it  no  longer. 

Cour.  No  more. 

Syl.  I  have  done,  sir. 

Cour.  What  do  you  at  London  ? 

Syi.  Is  it  a  fault  to  follow  what  I  am  fond  of? 

Cour.  Can't  I  enjoy  my  pleasure,  take  my  free- 
doms, but  you  must  come,  and  spoil  the  high- 
seasoned  dish,  with  your  insipid,  whining,  sense- 
less jealousy  ? 

Syl.  Pr'ythee  forgive  me. 

Cour.  Where  did  you  lodge  last  night  ? 

Syl.  Here,  with  a  kinswoman  ; 
May  be  you  know  her  not ;  her  name  is  Porcia. 

Cour.  Death !  Beaugard's  widow !  Now  I  am 
finely  fitted.     What,  at  this  house? 

Syl.  This  very  house  !  that  door 
Opens  into  the  garden,  let  us  walk  there ; 
Won't  you  go  with  me^  Courtine  ? 

Cour.  No. 

Syl.  Pr'ythee  do,  love. 
Don't  be  thus  cruel  to  me. 

Cour.  Then  promise  one  thing  ; 
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And  may   be  my   good-nature   shall   be  wrought 
upon. 

Syl.  I'll   grant   thee  any  thing:  speak,  try  my 
obedience. 

Cour.  Then  promise  me,  that  during  your  abode 
In  this  sweet  town,  which  I  love  very  dearly. 
That  let  me  ramble,  steer  what  course  I  will. 
Keep  what  late  hours,  and  as  I  please  employ  them. 
That  you'll  be  still  an  humble,  civil  doxy, 
And  pry  into  no  secret  to  disturb  me. 

Syl.  Well,  'tis  granted. 

Cour.  Oh  then,  I'll  be  dutiful. 

Syl.  Enter  you  first. 

Cou7\  No 

Syl.  Oh,  then  you'll  forsake  me  ; 
You  seek  but  opportunity  again  to  leave  me. 

Cour.  Well,  since  I  am  trapp'd  thus, 
Like  a  poor  beast  that  wanted  better  pasture, 
There  is  no  replevin,  and  I  must  to  pound. 

[E.veunt. 

Enter  Theodoret,  Gratian,  avd  Lucrecia. 

Theo.  What,  in  this  house  ? 

Luc.  Here,  in  this  very  house  ; 
My  cousin  Sylvia,  Courtine's  jealous  wife, 
Coming  to  town,  lodged  with  her  here  last  night. 

Theo.  No  more ;  I  guess  the  cause  we're  disap- 
pointed. 
Do  thou   go,    Gratian,    muster   what   friends    'tis 

possible ; 
I'll  try  my  interest  too  ;  we'll  storm  your  fortress, 
Enchanted  lady,  though  your  giant  guard  it. 
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SCENE  III. 

The  Inside  of  a  very  fair  House,  adorned  with  rich 
Furniture  and  Lights.    . 

Enter  Ruffians,  with  Beaugard  and  Daredevil. 

Beau.  Dogs !  rascals !  villains !  how  do  you  in- 
tend to  d«al  with  us  ? 

1  Ruf.  Much  better  than  your  language  has  de- 
served, sir.  [They  unbind  them. 

Beau.  Sirs,  for  this  noble  usage,  had  I  a  sword 
or  pistol  about  me,  I  would  reward  you  most 
amply.  [They  all  bow  and  withdraw. 

A  plague  of  your  civility  !  where  the  devil  are  we  ? 

Dare.  Where  are  we,  quoth-a!  why,  we  are  in  a 
palace,  man.     Pr'ythee  look  about  thee  a  little. 

Beau.  By  Heaven,  here's  a  Paradise !  Hark, 
Daredevil!  music  too ! 

Dare.  I'll  be  hanged  if  'tis  not  a  bawdy  dancing- 
school  ;  some  better  whores  than  ordinary  designing 
a  private  ballum  rancmn,  have  pitched  upon  our 
two  proper  persons  for  the  business;  we  are  like  to 
have  a  swinging  time  on't,  Beaugard. 

Beau.  A  plague  o'your  cowardice!  you  were 
whining  and  praying  just  now,  and  be  hanged  to 
you. 

Dare.  I  praying!  Pr*ythee  be  quiet,  man;  I 
never  prayed  in  my  life,  nor  ever  will  pray  :  pray- 
ing, quoth-a  !  that's  a  merry  jest,  with  all  my  heart. 

Beau.  Impudent  poltroon  !  He  said  two-dozen  of 
Patcr-Nosters  within  this  half-hour;  and  every  jolt 
the  coach  gave,  was  afraid  the  devil  would  have  torn 
him  to  pieces. 

Dare.  Odd,  I  like  this  contrivance  very  well: 
look,  Beaugard,  what  comes  yonder  ?  'sheart,  two 
devils  in  petticoats;  how  my  guts  shrink  together! 
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Enter  txvo  black  Women. 

Beau.  Heyday !  Lady  Blackamores !  nay,  then 
we  are  certainly  enchanted.  What,  are  you  two 
maids  of  honour  to  the  queen  of  Pomonkey  ?  And 
is  this  one  of  her  palaces  ? — Not  a  word  ! 

Dare.  How  I  long  now  to  be  familiar  with  one 
of  these  sooty-faced  harlots  !  I  would  beget  a  chop- 
ping black  son  of  a  whore  upon  her,  in  defiance  to 
the  Prince  of  Darkness. 

Enter  a  Dwarf. 

Beau.  What,  another  too,  of  the  same  com- 
plexion? This  must  be  her  majesty's  page. 

Dare.  A  pimp,  I'll  warrant  him  :  he's  so  very 
little,  pert,  and  dapper,  the  rogue  looks  as  if  he 
could  insinuate  himself  through  a  key-hole. 

Dwarf.  Welcome,  thou  best-beloved  man  of  the 
fair  world. 

Beau.  Well,  sir,  and  what's  the  service  you 
have  in  order  to  command  me? 

Dxvarf.  My  orders  are  to  lead  you  to  repose  on 
a  rich  bed  prepared  for  rest  and  love. 

Dare.  I  said  it  was  a  pimp ;  what  a  smooth- 
tongued little  rascal  'tis. 

Beau.  A  very  pretty  sort  of  an  amusement  this: 
but  pr'ythee,  young  Domine,  why  to  bed  ?  'tis  but 
now  day,  and  the  sun  new  risen  ;  for  I  have  not 
been  a-bed  all  night,  my  little  monster;  I  know 
how  the  time  goes,  child. 

Dwarf.  Such  are  the  orders  of  the  power  I  serve; 
For  you  are  come  a  long  unmeasurable  journey. 

Dare.  Hah ! 

Dxvarf.  Drawn  by  winged  horses  through  the 
untract  air. 

Beau.  A  pox  upon  thee  for  a  little,  black,  lying, 
well-instructed  rascal  ;  but  since  it  is  the  custom  of 
the  place,  and  my  last  night's  fatigue  requires  it, 
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I'll  accept  of  the  otter,  and  dispense  with  an  hour 
or  two  of  sleep,  to  fit  me  for  better  exercise  when 
I  awake  again. 

[Sits  down  in  a  chn'n^  to  be  undressed. 

Dare.  Drawn  by  winged  horses  through  the  air, 

said   he  ?    If  this  should  be  true  now,  what  would 

become   of   us !     Methought,    indeed,    the    coach, 

whewed  it  away  a  little  faster  than  ordinary. 

\JFhile  Beaugard  is  undressing,  the  tzvo 
black  xvomen  dance. 
Beau.  A  very  notable  entertainment,  truly  ;  and 
your  little    black    ladyships    have   tripped   it   most 

featly. [The  women  advaiice  tozvards  hint. 

What,  and  must  you  take  charge  of  me  now  ? — 
With  all  my  heart.  Daredevil,  farewell  to  thee  ; 
but  that  I  am  in  hopes  of  a  better,  I'd  invite  thee 
for  a  bedfellow.  .  [TVomen  lead  in  Beaugard. 
Dare.  Bedfellow,  quoth-a !  would  I  were  a-bed 
with  any  bedfellow  that  I  was  sure  had  but  flesh 
and  bones  about  him. 

Dwarf.  Come,  sir,  you  are  my  charge. 
Dare.  I  hope  your  little  impship  will  be  civil  to 
me  :  pray,  sir,  what  place  is  this  ? 

Dxvarf.  A  crystal  castle,  built  by  enchantment 
in  a  land  unknown  to  any  but  the  fair  one  that 
commands  it :  the  spirits  of  the  air  keep  guard 
about  it,  and  all  obey  her  c^harms. 

Dare.  Oh  Lord !  and  what  religion  is  the 
lady  of? 

Dwarf.  That's  a  secret  you'll  know  more  of 
hereafter. 

Dare.  Lead  on   then :  now  in  the  lower  world, 
whence 
I  come  latt'ly,  were  this  known. 

How  would  the  fate  in  ballad  be  lamented. 
Of  Daredevil,  the  Atheist,  that's  enchanted. 

[E.veimt. 
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ACT  IV. 
SCENE  I. 

Enter  Gratian  and  Theodoret. 

Gra.  These  are  your  men  of  honour  now ;  I 
never  knew  a  blustering,  roaring,  swashing  spark, 
that,  at  the  bottom,  was  good  for  any  thing. 

Theo.  Your  J'au^  braves  always  put  on  a  show  of 
more  courage  than  ordinary  ;  as  your  beggarly  half- 
gentlemen  always  wear  tawdry  and  finer  clothes 
than  their  fortune  will  afford  them. 

Gra.  But  to  lie  concealed  in  private  in  the  house 
with  her ! 

Theo.  Damn  her ;  she's  a  prostitute ;  has  given 
herself  already  to  his  arms. 

Gra.  Yet,  I'll  warrant  you,  she  has  an  excuse  for 
that  too,  if  it  be  so  ;  as,  alas  !  you  know,  woman  is 
but  a  weak  vessel. 

Theo.  A  pox  o'  the  weakness  of  her  vessel !  Damn 
her  !  would  my  sword  were  in  her  throat !  But  will 
our  friends  be  ready  ? 

Gra.  Most  punctually.  It  was  an  odd  old  fellow 
that  which  we  met  with.  Was  he  certainly  Beau- 
gar  d's  father  ? 

Theo.  No  body  can  swear  that,  for  his  mother 
was  a  woman  ;  but  that  merry  conceited  old  gen- 
tleman has  the  honour  of  it :  he  has  the  title,  but 
whose  was  the  property,  that  I  dare  not  deter- 
mine. 

Gra.  I  hope  he'll  be  'as  good  as  his  word 
with  us. 

Theo.  It  will  not  be  amiss  if  it  prove  so.  See, 
here  he  comes  too. 
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Enter  Father  atid  Fourbine. 

Father.  You  lie,  you  dog,  you  Scanderbeg  varlet, 
you  lie.  Do  not  I  know  that  he  sat  up  all  night 
witli  a  consort  of  whorcmasters  and  harlots  ?  And 
have  you  the  impudence  to  tell  me  he  is  not  at 
home?  Do  not  I  know,  villain,  that,  after  a  de- 
bauch, he  will  out-snore  a  Fleet-street  constable  and 
all  his  watch,  for  six  hours  ?  And  dare  you  tell  me 
he  is  not  at  home,  you  caterpillar  ? 

Four.  Upon  the  word  of  a  true  valet  de  chambre, 
sir,  I  deal  sincerely  and  honestly  with  you. 

Father.  No  more  to  bo  said :  but,  sirrah,  do 
you  take  notice  in  his  behalf,  and  tell  him,  he  shall 
pay  for  this  ;  pay  for  it,  do  you  hear,  you  mongril  ? 
Fob  me  off  with  ten  stinking  guineas,  when  I  had 
lost  a  hundred !  Fiends  and  furies,  I'll  not  bear  it ! 
Good  morrow,  my  little  thunder-bolts  !  What  say 
you,  my  tiny  brace  of  blunderbusses ;  can  I  be 
serviceable?  Shall  we  about  the  business  while  it  ip 
practicable  ?  hah  ? 

Thco.  Have  you  considered  of  it  thoroughly, 
sir  ? 

Father.  Trouble  thy  head  no  farther ;  1*11  do't, 
my  darling. 

Theo.  Have  you  considered,  sir,  that  she  is  your 
son's  mistress  ? 

Father.  So  much  the  better  still ;  I'll  swinge  her 
the  stoutlier,  for  alienating  his  affections  from  his 
natural  father. 

Gra.  But  suppose  you  should  meet  him  too  there 
in  her  defence,  sir  ? 

Father.  Still  better  and  better,  and  better  for 
that  very  reason  ;  for  I  would  swinge  him  too  with 
much  fatherly  discipline,  and  teach  him  the  duty 
which  a  son,  with  a  great  deal  of  money,  owes  an 
honest  old  daddv  that  has  none. 
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Theo.  Very  piously  resolved,  this  ;  that's  the 
truth  on't.  But,  sir,  I  would  have  you  satisfied 
into  the  bargain,  that  this  will  be  no  trifling  matter. 
No  boys'  play,  old  Tilbury. 

Father.  Boys'  play,  sir  ?  I  can  fight,  sir  :  though 
I  am  an  old  fellow,  I  have  a  fox  by  my  side  here, 
that  will  snarl  upon  occasion.  Boys'  play!  I  don't 
understand  your  boys'  play,  sir 

Theo.  I  would  not  have  you  take  my  plainness 
ill,  sir  :  I  only  hinted  it,  to  deal  with  you  accord- 
ing to  an  old  fashion  of  sincerity,  which  I  profess  : 
sir,  I  hope  you  are  not  offended  at  it. 

Father.  Then,  to  rectify  all  mistakes,  let  us  fairly 
have  a  breakfast,  hoc  momento.  I  have  a  sort  of 
gnawing  courage,  that  when  it  is  provoked,  always 
o-ives  me  a  stomach  to  a  savoury  bit  and  a  cheerful 
bottle.  I  hate  to  be  run  through  the  guts,  with  no- 
thing in  them  to  keep  the  wind  out. 

Gra.  Very  vi^ell  proposed,  I  think  ;  for  we  have 
more  friends  to  meet  us  at  a  tavern  hard  by  here, 
where  we  intend  to  wish  our  enterprise  well  in  a 
bonny  bottle  or  two,  and  then  about  it  as  cheerfully 
as  we  can. 

Father.  Very  well  said,  that :  this  is  a  pretty 
fellow,  I'll  warrant  him.  Now,  if  my  rebel  be 
run  through  the  midriff  in  this  business,  I  am  the 
next  heir  at  law,  and  the  two  thousand  pounds  a- 
year  is  my  own,  declaro.  Come  along  my  little 
spit-fires. 

Nous  allo7is, 

Braves  J  rippons., 

Sans  scavoir  oil  nous  allons. 

Six  bumpers  in  a  hand  to  him  that  drills  the  first 
whoremaster  through  the  small  guts. 

Gra.  We'll  pledge  it  heartily,  sir. 

Father.  You  are  both  my  honest  boys,  my  best 
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children  ;  march  along  then  bravely  and  boldly. — 
I  must  borrow  money  of  these  fellows  before  I  part 
with  them. — Nous  ailons,  braves frippons. 

\_E.veunt. 

Enter  Courtine. 

Cour.  Oh  the  unconscionable  importunity  of  an 
unsavoury,  phlegmatic,  cold,  insipid  wife  !  By  this 
good  day,  she  has  kissed  me  till  I  am  downright 
sick;  I  have  had  so  much  of  her,  that  I  shall  have 
no  stomach  to  the  sex  this  fortnight. 

.   Enter  Sylvia. 

Si/l.  My  dearest,  pray,  my  dearest,  don't  thus 
le«ive  me  :  by  this  kind  kiss  I  beg  it. 

Cour.  Oh,  the  devil ! 

aSj//.  Look  kindly  on  me ;  speak  to  me.' 

Cour.  Plague  intolerable  ! 

aSj//.  Indeed,  my  dear,  I  love  you  with  such 
fondness! — Pray  speak. 

Cour.  1  cannot. 

Spl.  Why,  an't  you  well? 

Cour.  Oh,  there's  a  sudden  faihtness  comes  o'er 
my  spirits  !  Oh,  I'm  very  sick !  Leave  me,  if  thou 
lovest  me ;  stand  off,  and  give  me  air ;  I  die  else. 
Ohh! 

Si/l.  ril  kiss  thee  then  to  life  again. 

Cour.  Stand  off,  I  say ;  I'll  not  be  stifled !  Mur- 
der! help!  murder!  help! 

Si/l.  Ill-natured  tyrant ! 

Cour.  Good-natured  devil!  Kiss,  i'the  Devil's 
name  ! — ^ 

Si/l.  Come  near  me,  husband. 

Cour.  Come  not  near  me,  wife.  How  I  am 
tortured  ! 

St/l.  You  must  be  kind  ;  indeed,  my  dear,  you 
must. 
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Cour.  Indeed,  my  dear,  by  your  good  leave,  I 
shall  not.^ — Damnation  !  <t "irt  ii  t;  ,y(iec| 

Si/ 1.  You  long  to  be  rid  of  me  again.  Aismi^ 

Cour,  That  I  do  most  mightily  ;  but  how  to 
bring  it  about,  if  I  know,  I  am  a  rascal.  [_Aside, — 
Oh!  Oh!  ;v    4    -:  J 

Syl.  What's  the  matter,  dearee?  "^f"  ^^  * .; ,  ,;T  «J^ 

Com\  Oh,  I  am  sick  again  of  the 'sudden  f. 
Give  me  the  chair  there  :  oh  !  my  heart  beats,  and 
my  head  swims  !  Oh !  oh ! 

Syl.    Alas,    I  fear  you're  very  sick  indeed!    If 

my  poor   lovee   should  die,  what  will   become   of 

me!  ■■•-■  f«4 

'-Ceur.  A  plague  o'your  whining!  Would  I  vvfere 

well  out  of  the  house  once !  Y 

Si/L  Shall  I  fetch  thee  some  cordial,  my  dearest 
love,  my  joy?  Speak  to  me;  shall  I?  ^  i  . 

Cour.  Ay,  if  thou  wilt,  my  jewel.  \_E.vlt  Syl*^ 
VIA.]  Jewel,  quoth-a  !— what  a  plague's  this  :  hush, 
is  she  gone  ? — Now  for  a  convenient  balcony  to  Ven- 
ture the  breaking  of  a  neck  at. c| 

-4am.  i.  Enter  a  Page, 

'  -'i^rf|'€.  Sir,  sir,  a  word  with  you.  .» 

Cour.  With  me,  sweetheart  ?  thy  business  ?         * 

Page.  A  lady,  sir,  that  dogg'd  you  hither  tliis 

morning d<S  «'t>$^ 

'^^mr.  A  lady !  sfcb  ;<l^w«3  06 

Page.  Yes,  a  lady,  sir. 

Cour.  Hist :  get  you  in,  my  little  monkey ; 
skip,  skulk,  or  you'll  spoil  all  else. — Here's  the 
blessed  comfort  of  a  wife  again  now : — ^oh, 
oh ! lEait  PagCj 

trnni     fjO'^  ElltCr  SyLVIA. 

-.^/r  How  is'tj  my  blessing?    Here,  take  this: 
Heaven  guard  thee. 
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Cour.  From  thy  confounded  troublesome  com- 
pany, if  it  be  possible.   \_Aside.^  \_Drinks. 

Syl.  How  is't,  my  dearce  ? 

Cour.  If  I  had  but  a  little  more  on't,  dearee. 

Syl.  I'll  see  what's  left,  my  joy. 

Cour.  Do,  pr'ythce,  do,  my  joy  then.  Joy  in 
the  Devil's  name.   \_Aside.~\  \_Ej:it  Sylvia. 

Hist,  sirrah  Page,  come  hither. 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  Is  your  lady  gone,  sir?  i 

Cour.  Yes :  but  what  news  of  the  other  lady, 
my  trusty  Mercury  ? 

Page.  She's  now  below,  sir ;  and  desires  to  see 
you.  '    ' 

Cour.  Is  she  young  ?  handsome  ? 

Page.  I  can't  tell  that,  sir ;  but  she's  rare  and 
fine. 

Cour.  Are  her  clothes  rich  ? 

Page.  Oh,  sir,  all  gold  and  silver ;  with  a  deep 
point  thingum-thangum  over  her  shoulders ;  and 
then  she  smells  as  sweet  as  my  lady*s  dressing-box. 

Cour.  Fly,  little  sprite,  and  tell  her  I'm  impa- 
tient :  tell  her  I'll  wait  on  her  within  a  moment : 
tell  her 

Page.  But,  sir- 


Cour.  Be  gone,  be  gone,  you  knave,  or  you'll 
be  caught  else.     Oh.  [jEj-^V  Page. 

Re-enter  Sylvia. 

Syl.  Here's  all  that's  left,  my  heart. 

Cour.  I  am  sorry  for  it ;  it  is  very  comfortable. 
\_Drmks.^   Oh,  oh,  oh ! 

Syl.  What  ails  my  life. 

Cour.  Oh,  I  have  a  horrid  tremor  upon  my 
heart !  'tis  the  old  palpitation  I  used  to  be  troubled 
with  returned  again. — Oh,  if  I  were  but — 

VOL.  II.  F 
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Si/l.  Where,  love  ? 

Cour.  Oh !  but  in  a  condition  to  go  abroad ; 
there  is  an  able  fellow  of  my  acquaintance,  that  al- 
ways used  to  relieve  me  in  this  extremity. 

Syl.  Where  does  he  live  ?  I'll  take  a  coach  my- 
self, and  go  to  him. 

Cour.  The  devil  take  me  if  I  know. — Oh !  'tis  a 
vast  way  off^^ — Oh  !  now  it  kills  me  again. 

Si/l.  I  shall  not  think  it  so,  when  it  is  my  duty. 

Cour.  That's  but  too  kind,  my  sweetest ;  though,' 
if  I  had  but  one  bottle  of  his  elixir — 

Syl.  How  is  it  called  ? 

Cour.  Specimen  Vitce. 

Syl.  Specimen  Vita? 

Cour.  Ay,  Specimen  VitcB:  'tis  a  damned  hard 
name,  but  it  is  very  good. 

Syl.  Where  is't  he  lives  then  ?  Pr'ythee  let  me  go 
thither. 

Cour.  Oh,  'tis  a  horrid  way  off!  Besides,  it  would 
trouble  me  now,  in  this  condition,  to  be  so  long 
without  thee. 

Syl.  Pr'ythee  let  me  go. 

Cour.  Why  'tis  as  far  as  Grub-street,  child ;  as 
Grub-street. 

Syl.  I'll  be  back  again  instantly. 

Cour,  I  had  rather,  indeed,  thou  shouldest  gO" 
thyself,  than  send  a  messenger ;  because  the  busi- 
siness  will  be  done  more  carefully. 

Syl.  How's  the  direction,  then  ? 

Cour.  In  Grub-street,  child,  at  the  sign  of  the 
Sun  and  Phoenix,  I  think  it  is,  there  lives  a  chy- 
mist ;  ask  for  him,  and  in  my  name  desire  a  bottle 
of  his  Specimen  Vit(2 — Oh ! 

Syl.  Specimen  Vitce! 

Cour.  Ay,   Specimen    VitcE. I'll  try   in    the 

meantime  if  I  can  walk  about  the  room,  and  divert 
the  terror  of  my  fits. 
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Syl.  Heavens  bless  my  dearest  dearee. 

Cour.  Thank  you,  my  only  joy. — Would  in  the 
Devil's  name  she  were  gone  once,  and  had  her  guts 
full  of  that  quack's  Specimen  Vitce.  [^Aside. 

Si/L  You'll  be  careful  of  yourself,  child  r 

Cour.  As  careful  as  I  can,  child. 

Syl.  Gud  b'w'y,  Courtee. 

Cour.  B'w'y,  my  Silvee — Oh,  oh ! 

\_E.vit  Sylvia. 

Enter  Page. 

Is  she  gone? 

Page.  Yes,  sir. 

Couf\  Where's  the  lady  ? 

Page.  Here  ;  just  entering  up  the  back  stajrs. 

Lady  appeal's  at  the  door. 

Cour,  Madam,  this  honour  done  your  worthless 
servant — 

Re-enter  Sylvia. 

Syl.  Oh,  my  dear  heart,  I  had  forgot  my  wages. 
''Pray,  Courtee,  kiss  me  before  I  go. 

Cour.  Confound  her,  come  again !  \_Aside^  Oh, 
my  love,  I  have  made  hard  shift  to  crawl  to  the 
door  here. 

Syl.  Who's  that  behind  you  ? 

Cour.  Nothing  but  a  page,  come  to  know  if  I 
wanted  any  thing. — A  plague  of  her  hawk's  eyes  ! 
'  \_Aside. 

^'i^^yl.  Gud  bV*y,  my  dearest  love. 
"'Cour.  Gud  b'w'ye,  my  joy. 

Syl.  Nay,  give  me  another.     B\v*y,  Courtee. 

Cour.  B'w'y,  Silvee. So,  is  she  gone  again  ? 

— The  devil  take   me,  if  thou  interruptest  me  any 
more.  \^Locks  the  door  after  her. 

F  2 
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Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  Is  tliai  your  lady,  sir  ?  i  j^fn- 

Cour.  Yes  ;  but  I  hope  you'll  not  think  the  worse 
of  me,  pretty  one,  for  keeping  a  wife  company  now 
and  then,  for  want  of  better. 

Lady.  Can  you  be  so  kind,  sir,  not  to  forget  me  ? 
Do  you  remember  me  still,  captain  ? 

Cour.  Remember  thee,  child !  Is  it  possible  for 

that  face  to  be  ever  blotted  out  of  my  memory ! — 

Though,  the  Devil  eat  me,  if  ever  I  saw  it  before, 

to  the  best  of  my  knowledge.    a,:>oas»'i  y?i',i'\_Aside, 

Lady,  Where  is  your  lady  gone,  sir  ?  " 

Cour.  To  Grub-street,  jewel,  for  some  Specimen 

Vit(E, 

Lady.    Specimen   VitcB,   sir!    Oh    dear,    what's 
that? 
K  Cour.  Oh,  come  but  quietly  into  the  next  room, 
and  I  will  shew  thee  what  Specimen  Vit{£  is  pre-n 
sently.  ^,^,.  ^    ^^^^   ^     ,^,v4.V 

Lady.  You  may,  perhaps,  think  strange  of  this, 
freedom  I  take  with  you,  sir.  ,,,, 

Cour.  Not  in  the  least,  child  ;  it  shews  thy  ge-r 
nerosity. — I  love  her  now,  for  understanding  her 
business,  and  coming  close  to  the  matter  quickly. 

\^Aside*\ 

Lady.  But,    sir,   presuming  on    your  quondam 
favours  to  me,  I  am  come  to  beg  your  advice  in  ai' 
matter  of  law,  which  I  am  at  present  involved  in  :t 
and  if  you  please 

Cour.  To  retire  a  little  in  private  ? — Oh,  thou 
couldest  not  have  picked  out  such  another  man  fof 
thy  purpose  :  I  am,  may  be,  the  best  lawyer  in  the 
world  for  chamber-practice ;  and  if  I  do  not  find 
out  the  merits  of  thy  cause  as  soon  as ,\ 

Lady.  Really,  you  are  so  good-natured — rr\s\\ 
^Cour.  Grub-street,  and  Specimen  VitcE,  quoth-a!f 


SCENE  II.]  THE  SOLDIER'S  FORTUNE.      69 

He  that  has  the  palpitation  of  the  heart,  and  an 
armful  of  this  won't  cure  him,  let  him  die  upon  a 
dunghill,  and  be  buried  in  a  ditch,  I  say. — This  is 
the  rarest  adventure. 
*-'   "  V    V  \_E.reunt  CovRTivE  and  the  Lzdy. 

SCENE  n. 

=^  A  Bed-chamber,   . 

.-ya.    Enter  ^EAVGARD,  as  dressing  himself,         v? 

Beau.  Heigho!  heigho!  Boy,  imp,  where  art 
thou  ? 

Dwarf.  Here:  your  pleasure  ?  What's  your  plea- 
sure, sir  ? 

Beau,  What  is't  o'clock,  boy  ? 

Dwarf.  Sir,  in  your  world,  by  computation,  I 
guess  it  may  be  afternoon. 

Beau.  A  very  pretty  little  rascal,  this;  and  a 
very  extraordinary  way  of  proceeding  I  am  treated 
withal  here :  I  have  been  a-bed,  'tis  true,  but  the 
devil  a  wink  of  sound  rest  came  near  my  senses  all 
the  while  ;  but  broken  slumbers,  dreams,  starts,  and 
sprawling  from  one  side  to  the  other,  in  hopes  the 
fair  unknown  that  keeps  this  castle  might  have  been 
so  good-natured  to  have  given  a  stranger  a  visit. 
This  can  be  no  less  than  some  romantic  design  of 
the  little  fairy,  that  threatened  she  would  cheat  the 
widow  of  me  :  now  will  I,  for  once,  if  she  does  at- 
tempt me,  put  on  that  monstrous  virtue,  called  self- 
denial,  and  be  damnably  constant. — What,  music 
again !  This  is  a  merry  region,  I'll  say  that  for  it, 
wherever  it  be.     Boy! 

Dwarf.  Did  you  call,  sir? 

Beau.  My  clothes,  monster ;  my  vestments  :  I 
hate   a  dishabille   mortally:    I  long  to  be   rigged, 
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that  I  may  be  fit  for  action,  if  occasion  should  pre- 
sent itself.  [Dwarf  dresses  him, 

A  SONG. 

I. 

Welcome,  mortal,  to  this  place, 
Where  smiling  fate  did  send  thee : 

Snatch  thy  happy  minutes  as  they  pass  ; 
Who  knows  how  few  attend  thee  ! 

II. 

Floods  of  joy  about  thee  roll. 

And  flow  in  endless  measure. 
Dip  thy  wishes  deep,  and  Jill  thy  soul 

With  draughts  of  e'very  pleasure. 

III. 

Feast  thy  heart  with  Love*s  desire, 
Thy  eyes  with  Beauty* s  charms  : 

With  imaginations  fa?i  the  f  re. 
Then  stifle  it  in  thy  arms. 

IV. 

For,  since  Life's  a  slippery  guest, 
Whose  flight  canU  be  prevented ; 

Treat  it,  whilst  it  stays  here,  with  the  best. 
And  then  'twill  go  contented. 

V. 

Come  you  that  attend  on  our  goddess's  will. 
And  sprinkle  the  ground 
With  perfumes  around  ; 
Shew  him  your  duty,  and  shew  us  your  skill. 
[Enter  four  black  women,  and  dance  to  the 
same  measure  of  the  song,  and  S23r inkle 
sweets. 
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Circle  him  ivith  chai^ms. 
And  raise  in  his  heart 
Such  alarms, 
As  Cupid  ne*er  wrought  by  the  power  of  his  dart. 

[They  dance  round  him. 

Fill  all  his  veins  with  a  tender  desire. 
And  tJien  shew  a  beauty  to  set  *em  a-Jire : 
'Till  kind  panting  breasts  to  his  wound  she  apply t 
Then  on  those  xv/iite  pillozvs  of  love  let  him  die. 

[The  dance  ends. 

Beau.  Faith,  and  with  all  my  heart;  for  I  am 
wcarv  of  the  Hngering  disease,  and  long  to  taste  my 
mortality  most  mightily.  Hah !  a  banquet  too, 
ushered  in  by  a  couple  of  Cupids  ! 

\Txvo  Cupids  run  in  a  table  furnished. 
Pretty  innocent  contrivance !  Well,  here's  no  fear  of 
starving,  that's  one  comfort.  Now,  my  dear  mu- 
sicians, would  ye  but  be  as  good  as  your  word,  and 
shew  me  the  beauty  you  have  so  prepared  me  for  I 

— But  then,  my  widow!  my  dear,  generous, 

noble-hearted  widow  !  She  that  loves  liberty  as  I  do. 
She  that  defies  matrimony  as  I  do  too.  Shall  I 
turn  recreant,  and  be  false  to  her  ?  Ah  Daredevil, 
Daredevil !  How  I  want  thee  to  help  me  out  in  this 
case  of  conscience  a  little  ! 

Enter  Daredevil. 

Dare.  Beaugard,  where  art  thou  ? 

Beau.  Ah,  dear  damnation!  I  was  just  now 
heartily  wishing  for  thee. 

Dare.  Such  news,  such  tidings !  such  a  discovery ! 

Beau.  Hah,  what's  the  matter,  man  ? 

Dare.  Only  six  and  fifty  virgins  a-piece  for  us, 
that's  all,  pretty  little  blushing  opening  buds,  you 
rogue,  that  never  had  so  much  as  a  blast  of  mascu». 
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line  breath  upon  them  yet. What's  here  ?  A 

banquet  ready  ?  Nay  then  I  am  satisfied.     Never 
were  heroes  so  enchanted  as  we  are. 

Beau.  But   where  are   the   virgins.   Daredevil? 

the  vireins  ! 

Dare.  There's   only  one   of  them,  child ;  only 
one  ; — but  such  a  one,  my  soldier — 
Beau.  Is  there  but  one  then  r 
Bare.  That's  no  matter  man,  I'll  be  contented, 
till  thou  hast  done  with  her :   I  hate  a  new  conve- 
niency  that  was    never  practised  upon  ;  'tis  like  a 
new  shoe,  that  was  never  worn,  wrings  and  hurts 
one's  foot  basely  and  scurvily.     I  love  my  ease,  I. 
Beau.  But  is  she  very  lovely  ?  ,^ 

Bare.  Such  a  swinger,  you  dog !  she'll  make  thy 
heart  bound  like  a  tennis  ball  at  the  sight  pfijer: 
with  a  majestic  stately  shape  and  motion.      .;,,  Kjoq 
Beau.  Well.  xs^vi?. 

Bare.  A  lovely,  angelical,  commanding  face*. 
Beau.  By  heavens.  ^^^^ 

Bare.  With  two  triumphant,  rolling,  murdering 
eyes,  that  swear  at  you  every  time  you  look  upon  her. 
Beau.  Stand  off,  stand  off,  I  say;  she  is  mine 
this  minute.     But  then  again,  my  widow  I 

--  Enter  a  Lady  masked. 

Hah ! Masked  too  !  When  the  devil  shall  I  see 

a  woman  with  her  own  natural  face  again  ?  Madam 

Lady.  Be  pleased,  sir,  to  repose  yourself  a  little; 
there  is  a  small  account,  sir,  to  be  adjusted  betwixt 
you  and  I.^  Where  are  my  servants?  Who  is  it 
waits  there  ? 

\_SeTeral  men,  vizarded  ami  arined, 
appear  at  the  doors. 
Beau.  What  the  devil  can  be  the  meaning  of  this 
now  ?  I  am  not  to  be  murdered,  I  hope,  after  all 
this  ceremony  and  preparation. 
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Dare.  Murdered,  in  the  devil's  name!  Here  is 
great  fear  of  being  murdered,  truly. 

Lady.  Come,  sir,  sit  down,  sir. 

Beau.  Madam,  I'll  obey  you. 

Lady.  I  doubt  not,  sir,  but  since  your  coming 
hither,  you  arc  much  f  urprized,  and  wonder  at  your 
treatment. 

Dare.  So  now  the  fardle's  opened,  we  shall  see 
what  is  in  it.  [Aside. 

Beau.  Madam,  it  has  been  so  very  highly  gene- 
rous  

*!)   Lady.  That  you  are  prepared  with  comphmcnts 

to  pay  mc  for  it. 
But,  sir,  such  coin's  adulterate  and  base: 
I  must  have  honest  dealing  from  your  heart. 

Dare.  Swear  to  her,  swear  to  her  a  little,  man ; 
pour  out  a  bushel  of  oaths  upon  her  instantly  :  swear, 
swear,  if  thou  wilt  do  any  good  upon  her. 

Lady.  I  know  my  rival. 

Beau.  Ay,  *tis  so,  just  now,  just  as  I  thought ; 
my  poor  widow  will  run  a  damnable  hazard  of  losing 
this  sweet  person  of  mine,  if  I  do  not  take  abun- 
dance of  care  in  the  business.  Here  are  rogues  on 
each  hand,  with  blunderbusses  too,  I  shall  be  ra- 
vished. [Aside. 

Lady.  She,  by  her  arts. 
And  the  good  fortune  to  have  first  attempted  it, 
I  know,  is  possess'd  already  of  your  heart. 
But  know  too,  I'm  a  woman,  loathe  refusal. 
Scornful  refusal 

Dare.  Swear  to  her,  I  tell  thee :  That  ever  a 
fellow  should  lose  all  this  time  for  an  insignificant 
oath  or  two.  [Aside. 

Lady.  Or,  if  my  fortune, 
Which  is  not  despicable,  prove  too  weak 
An  argument  to  tell  you  I  deserve  you ; 
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Yet  I  have  this  to  boast,  I  ne'er  conceard  myself, 
Either  for  shame  or  ends ;  but  rather  chose 
To  run  the  risk  of  being  denied  your  love. 
Than  win  it  by  base  artifice  and  practices. 
What  think  you,  sir ; — 

Beau.  Hah! 

That,  madam,  I'm  most  miserable. 
Unless 

Lady.  Your  widow  Porcia,  sir,  your  widow. 

Beau.  Madam,  I  must  confess — 

Lady.  Well. 

Beau,  That  I  love  her,  and  will  for  ever. — 

Lady,  Death !  Do  you  confess  it  too  ? 
See  you  not  here  yourself  within  my  power. 
And  dare  you  still  confess  you  love  that  creature  t 
Thus  far  I've  kept  my  word,  I've  cross'd  her  stra- 
tagems : 
You  are  here  my  pris'ner,  and,  by  what  is  past, 
You  ought  to  think  me  capable  of  more. 

Dare.  If  this  fellow  would  but  swear  a  little,  all 
this  might  be  rectified.  Madam,  to  my  own  know- 
ledge  

Beau.  Fool,  stand  off. 
I'm  sensible  that  you  are  the  loveliest  creature 
My  eyes  ever  gaz'd  on  ;  but 

Lady.  But  what  ? 

Beau.  I'm  sure 
You'd  yourself  scorn,  nor  think  me  worth  your  heart. 
Could  I  be  faithless,  could  I  be  inconstant. 
Pity  me,  fair  one ;  yet,  methinks  this  hand- 

Lady.  Should   send  a  dagger  to  thy  ungrateful 
heart. 
By  heaven  I'll  never  bear  it 

Beau.     Madam ! 

Dare.  Madam, 
Could  you  but  throw  some  favour  on  your  servant. 


SCENE  II.]  THE  SOLDIER'S  FORTUNE.      75 

Lady*  By  all  the  fury  in  a  woman's  heart, 
ril  be  reveng'd  on  his.  Make  ready,  slaves, 
To  do  your  office 

Dare.  Madam 

Beau.  Look  you,  madam,  your  ladyship  may  do 
your  pleasure,  you  may  command  half  a  dozen  of 
bullets  through  my  pericranium,  if  you  have  a  mind 
to  have  your  beauty  spoke  well  of  by  the  critics  of 
Holborn,  that  once  a  month  swarm  at  their  win- 
dows to  spy  handsome  faces :  upon  that  considera- 
tion you  may  murder  a  poor  constant  monster  if 
you  please,  madam. 

Lady.  Still  I  am  scorn'd  then ! 

Beau.  Would  you  kill  me  barbarously? 
Sure  those  sweet  eyes  could  not  see  such  a  sight. 

Lady.  No,  take  your  life,  and  with't  this  satis- 
faction ; 
Porcia  scorns  you,  as  much  as  you  do  me : 
And,  till  thou  suest  upon  thy  humble  knees 
To  me  for  pity,  Porcia  shall  despise  thee. 

Beau.  Madam,  I  swear ! — 

Lady.  No  more. 

Beau.  By  all  those  beauties. — 

I^ady.  Be   gone,  for   ever   fly   this.      Ah   h  !— 

[^Squeaks. 

Efiter  CouRTiNE. 

Cour.  Death,  damnation,  devils  !  How  came  I 
hither,  Beaugard  ? 

Beau-.  Friend  Courtine !  Speak,  man  :  what's  the 
matter  ? 

Cour,  Damnation  !  jilted,  choused,  betrayed — 

Ente7^  a  Woman. 

Woman.  A  midwife  !  Run  for  a  midwife,  run  for 
some  good  woman — .Oh  madam,  an  accident. 
Beau.  A  midwife ! 
Lady.  Heavens !  a  midwife.  [^E.vit. 
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'  j^  Cour.  Yes,  friend,  a  midwife.  I  am  sweetly 
managed,  I — I  thought  I  had  been  in  private  here, 
in  this  house,  with  a  civil  person  of  good  reputation, 
and  it  proves  a  damned  trepanning  strumpet.  Just 
in  the  middle  of  all  our  good  understanding  toge- 
ther, she  fetches  a  great  shriek,  and  roars  out  for  a 
midwife:  the  drab  is  full  gone  with  bastard,  and 
swears  I  am  the  father  of  it. 

Beau.  A  very  great  happiness,  take  my  word 
for't,  friend;  children  bring  a  great  honour  with 
them,  Courtine.  It  may  grow  up  to  be  a  comfort 
to  thee  in  thy  old  age,  man. 

Dare.  Oh,  your  olive  branches  are  unspeakable 
blessings,  the  gift  of  Heaven.  I  love  to  see  posterity 
go  forward,  and  families  increase,  with  all  my  heart. 

Cour.  Let  me  be  hanged  and  quartered,  gentle- 
men, if  ever  I  set  eyes  on  the  harlot  in  my  life 
before.  My  sweet  wife,  with  a  pox  to  hef,  brought 
me  hither. 

Beau.  Why,  is  thy  wife  in  London  ? 

Cour.  Yes,  Hell  confound  her !  she  has  hunted 
me  full  cry  up  to  town  :  seized  upon  me  this  morrn 
ing,  and  brought  me  hither,  where  it  seems  she  lay^ 
all  the  last  night. 

.  Dare.  Why  then,  for  aught  I  know,  we  may  still 
be  enchanted.  i  :iini 

Beau.  I  am  glad  to  hear  that  with  all  my  heart. 
Is  she  in  the  house. 

Cour.  No ;  I  was  forced  to  counterfeit  sickness^^''^ 
'till  I  was  e'en  sick  indeed,  to  get  rid  of  her,  upon 
pretence  of  going  to  my  physician,  in  the  devil's 
name ;  that  this  confounded  bulker,  with  her  guts 
full  of  bastard,  and  I  might  console  together  for  half 
an  hour  !  and  I  am  sweetly  fitted  with  a  concubine, 
that's  the  truth  on't.  ;      ■  i  fij.a. 

Beau.  This  comes  of  your  whoring,  CTourtin'^; 
if  you  had  kept  me  company,  and  lived  virtuously, 
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none  of  this  had  happened  to  you  now.  But  you 
must  be  wandering.  No  reasonable  iniquity  will 
serve  your  turn. 

Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  Ha,  ha, ha !  Well,  I'll  swear,  Captain  Cour- 
tinc,  you  are  the  happiest  gentleman  !  Vender's  the 
fine'st  chopping  boy  for  you.  Why,  it  will  be  able 
to  carry  a  musket  in  your  company  within  this  fort- 
night. And  then,  I  am  so  obliged  to  you  for  bring- 
ing the  lady  to  lie  in  at  my  house,  that  if  your  wife 
will  do  me  the  honour,  I'll  take  it  for  a  favour  to 
stand  for  godmother  with  her. 
v'Cour.  And,  madam,  to  return  your  compliment, 
I  wish  with  all  my  heart  you  were  pregnant  with  a 
litter  of  nine  such  chopping  boys,  upon  condition 
that  I  were  bound  to  be  godfather  to  the  whole  ken- 
nel.—rConfound  your  being  witty,  with  a  plague  to 
you.  [Aside. 

Beau.  That's  something  coarse  though,  friend,  to 
a.  lady  that's  so  civil  to  you. 

Enter  several  Maids  of  the  Family,  one  with  the 

Child. 

1!  1  Maid.  See,  Jenny,  yon's  the  man ;  that,  that's 
the  father. 

2  Alaid.  I'll  swear  it  is  a  proper  person. 

3  Maid.  Oh  sir,  heavens  bless  you,  you  are  the 
happiest  man !  Here  is  my  young  master,  as  like 
you  as  if  you  had  bore  it  yourself. 

5 1  Maid.  What  a  pretty  little  nose  it  has  I 

^1  Maid.  And  just   its  father's  eyes  for  all  the 

world. 
.  1  Maid.  It  would  never  grieve  a  body  to  have  a 

child  by  such  a  handsome  gentleman. 

Cour.  Ye  whores,  ye  drabs !  ye  fulsome,  stinking 
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whores  !  Clusters    of  poxes  on  ye,  and  no  hospitals 

pity  ye  : Confound  ye,  leave  me. 

Beau.  Fye   upon  it,  Courtine ;   fye  for  shame : 
give  something  to  the  nurse,  man ;  that's  but  civil. 

Enter  Sylvia. 

Syl.  A  bastard!  death,  a  bastard!  under  my  nose 
too.     Where's  the  vile  hateful  monster  ? 

Beau.  Have  patience,  lady, —  *• 

Syl.  False,  loathsome  traitor. 

Cour.  Now  my  joy's  completed. 

Syl.  Let  me  come  at  him,  let  me  go.—  « 

Cour.  Hold  her  fast,  friend,  if  thou  lovest  me. 

Syl.   Thou   devil ! — Thou   treacherous,    faithless, 
perjured  wretch  !  Thou  husband!  Look  in  my  face. 

Cour.  Well. 

Syl.  Did  ever  I  deserve  this? 
Degenerate  brute!  Thou,  only  in  falsehood,  manl'i 
Thou  rampant  goat  abroad,  and  drone  at  home^' 

Courtine.     Like  a  dog  zvith  a  bottle,  &c.   [Shigs. 

Syl.  Thou  perfect  yoke-fellow!    thou    heavy   ox. 
Thou   want'st    a    goad    to    make   thee    know   thy 

strength. 
Death,    fiends,    and   torments!    I  could  dig  those 
eyes  out.  'I  ^^ 

I'll  bear  it  no  longer.    Bedlam!  Bedlam!  Bedlam! 
[Courtine  sings  and  dances  a  Jig, 

Syl.  No  more !  I'll  stay  no  more  to  be  his  triumph. 
Be  warn'd  by  me,  ye  virgins  that  are  blest  i 

With  your  first  native  freedom ;  let  no  oaths 
Of  perjur'd  mankind  woo  you  to  your  ruin: 
But  when  a  creeping,  fawning,  weeping  crocodile 
Moans  at  your  feet,  remember  then  my  fall: 
And  when  for  pity  most  his  tears  implore, 
Like  me,  your  virtue  to  your  hearts  recal; 
Resolve  to  scorn,  and  never  see  him  more.     \_Exit. 
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Cour.  With  all  my  heart,  thou  dear,  dear  wife 

and  plague. 
Beau.  INIethinks  a  very  pitiful  case  this,  madam. 
Lady.  If  your  widow  were   but  here,  sir,  now, 
she  might  fairly  see  what  she  is  like  to  trust  to. 

[^Here  the  sham  scefie. 

Efiter  a  Woman   a?id  Daredevil. 

fVoman.  Oh,  madam!  madam!  what  will  be- 
come of  us  all! 

Lady.  Become  of  us,  woman!  Pr'ythee,  what's 
the  matter?  are  we  in  any  danger? 

Dare.  Only  your  brother-in-law,  madam,  and 
his  friend  with  above  a  dozen  armed  men  more, 
madam,  that's  all  the  matter,  madam. 

Lady.  My  brother-in  law  ! 

Dare.  Yes,  your  brother-in-law,  lady,  if  vour 
name  be  Porcia  :  Such  a  one  thev  ask  for. 

Beau.  Porcia  ! 

Cour.  Yes,  Porcia:  I  could  have  told  you  she 
was  Porcia  before. 

Por.  'Tis  but  too  true,  sir ;  my  unhappy  name  is 
Porcia. 

Beau.  Porcia,  my  widow !  my  dear  lovely  widow ! 
What  an  ill-natur'd  trick  was  this  concealment ! 

Por.  Though,  sir,  you  never  saw  my  face  before. 
If  now  you  think  it  worth  your  least  regard, 
Protect  me,  for  I  dread  my  brother's  fury, 
Ev'n  worse  than  matrimony.     Here,  sir,  1  yield  my- 
self 
Up  yours  for  ever. 

Beau.  And  shall  I  claim  thee  ? 

Por.     From  this  hour,  for  ever. 

Beau.  And  by  this  happy  hour,  I'll  keep  thee 
mine  then.  Secure  thyself  in  the  next  private  closet. 
Peace  to  thy  heart,  poor  widow.  [Ej.'U  Porcia. 
Give  us  but  arms ! — 
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Dare.  Those  I  have  provided  for  you. 
I  found  our  swords  in  a  certain  pi'ivate  corner  that 
shall    be   nameless,  where  I   was   proposing  some 
civil  familiarities  to  the  lady  governess  of  the  family, 
just  as  the  blusterers  entered. 

Beau.  Are  they  in  the  house,  then  ? 

Dare.  Yes,  and  have  bound  the  servants  too  ;  the 
hungry  rogues  were  all  surprized  at  dinner ;  you'll 
hear  more  of  them  presently,  Fll  warrant  you. 

Cour.  Stand  to  your  arms,  Beaugard;  the  enemy's 
upon  us. 

Dare.  We  have  had  a  succession  of  very  pretty 
adventures  here ;  first  we  are  enchanted,  then  we 
are  fiddled  to  sleep,  then  we  are  fiddled  up  again ; 
then  here's  a  discovery  of  a  very  fair  lady,  followed 
by  another,  of  a  bouncing  brown  bastard ;  and 
when  we  might  have  thought  all  fortune*s  tricks  had 
been  over,  we  are  in  a  very  fair  way  at  last  of  having 
our  throats  cut.  But  Til  secure  one  life,  that  shall 
be  my  care —  \_Is  stealing  off. 

Beau.  Dog,  stay  and  fight ;  or,  by  Heaven,  I'll 
rip  your  heart  out.  '"*      ■ 

t>are.  Well  then,  if  I  must  fight  I  must :  what 
a  pox,  I  have  two  seconds  o'my  side ;  and  that  has 
saved  many  a  coward's  credit  before  now. 

\Noise  within. 

Tkeo.  Break  open  the  door  there ;  force  the  pas- 
sage ;  down  with  it. 

Enter  Theodoret,  Gratian,  and  Father. 

Beau.  Well,  gentlemen,  what  farther  ?  What 
means  this  violence  here  ? 

Tkeo.  I  hope,  sir,  that's  no  secret,  when  you  see 
who  we  are. 

Father.  We  come,  sir,  to  demand  a  lady,  sir; 
one  Porcia. 

Beau.  How's  that,  my  father! 
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Father.  Father  me  no  fathers :  I  am  none  of  thy 
father,  fellow;  but   I  am  these  gentlemen's  friend^ 
here. Now,  Atheist,  will  I  murder  thee. 

Dare.  Oh  Lawd ! 

Father.  Jack,  Jack,  Jack !  come  hither  Jack !  a 
word  with  thee,  Jack  :  give  me  a  hundred  pieces  now, 
and  I'll  be  o'thy  side  Jack ;  and  help  thee  to  beat 
off  these  impudent  fellows.  Gentlemen,  I  cannot 
but  own  to  you  that  this  is  my  son. — 

Beau.  Sir,  were  you  nicked  to  your  shirt,  I  would 
not  part  with  a  single  shilling,  sir. 

Father.  Though,  if  he  were  my  son  ten  thousand 
times,  in  such  a  cause  as  yours,  I'll  draw  my  sword 
against  him.  ^Draws. 

ivBeau.  You  may  remember,  gentlemen,  a  chaUt 
lenge. 

Gra.  Which  you  forgot,  sir. 

Cour.  Hah!  a  challenge,  Beaugard  ?  .  .^ 

Beau,  I'll  tell  thee  more  hereafter.  To  shew 
you  I  have  not  forgot  it,  the  lady  you  thus  persecute 
is  now  under  my  protection,  and  with  my  sword 
I'll  keep  her  so.  [Draws, 

Cour.  If  we  don't,  may  my  wife  get  the  better  of 
me,  and  wear  mine  for  a  bodkin. 

Theo.  Come  on  then,  sir.  r.j 

Beau.  For  the  lady. 

Gra.  For  my  honour. 

Cour.  And  for  my  friend,  sir.  c^, 

Dare.  Old  brimstone-beard,  have  at  thee. 

[Fight. — The   rest   o/"  Theodoret's  party 
fffr?/    ..  .flail  in. 

Cour.  Base  traitors  !  odds  ! 
•Beau.  Confound  them,  thrust. 

[Beaugard  and  Courtine  driven  off, 
J  Dare.  Oh,  I  am  slain  !  My  maw  runs  out :  what 
will  become  of  me  !  Oh  !  s^. 

[Gratian  and  Daredevil  fall. 

VOL.  II.  G 
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Enter  Theodoret. 

Theo.  Secure  that  passage  now :  How  fares 
my  friend  ? 

Gra.  I'm  wounded:  send  for  a  surgeon  quickly, 
for  I  bleed  much. 

Theo.  Look  to  your  master,  sirrah  ;  and  you,  fel- 
low, be  careful  of  this  beast  here. 

Dare.  Oh,  a  parson !  a  parson!  dear  sir,  a  par- 
son! Some  pious  good  divine,  if  you  have  any 
charity. 

Enter  Father  with  Porcia, 

Father.  Here,  here  she  is ;  I  have  got  her  for 
you ;  let  me  alone  for  ferretting  a  female's  quarters 
out. 

Theo.  I'd  have  you,  sir,  take  care  for  your  se- 
curity:  there's  mischief  done,  sir. 

Father.  The  more  mischief  the  better;  thou 
shalt  find  me  no  flincher,  boy:  here,  here;  make 
sure  of  her. 

Por.  Inhuman  tyrant !  why  am  I  abused  thus  ? 
Help !  murder  !  help ! 

Theo.  None  of  your  tricks ;  no  cries,  no  shrieks 
for  succour. 
By  Hell,  here's  that  shall  silence  you  for  ever. 
Thou  woman  :  thou  young,  itching,  wanton  devil ! 
Fly  to  base  cells  of  lust !  give  up  thy  virtue. 
Disgrace  thy  name,  and  triumph  e'en  in  infamy  ! 
On  what  a  tottering  point  his  honour  stands. 
That  trusts  the  treasure  in  such  lavish  hands. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT  V. 
SCENE    I. 

Enter  Lucretia  in  Mans  Clothes^  and Chloris. 

Luc.  From  this  gay  minute^  farewell  love  and 
doating:  I  have  shook  the  lazy,  stretching,  wishing 
folly  out  of  my  blood,  and  now  my  wandering 
heart  is  at  home  again.  Let  me  see ;  I  have  a 
hundred  and  a  hundred  times  wished  myself  a  man  ; 
and  now,  in  outward  appearance,  I  am  a  very 
fellow ;  nay,  a  very  pretty  fellow :  for  methinks 
foppery,  impertinence,  self-conceit,  and  other  mas- 
culine qualities  grow  upon  me    strangely. Oh, 

mischief,  mischief,  mischief!  thou  art  a  very  sweet 
employment But  opportunity !  bewitching,  love- 
ly, omnipotent  opportunity !  how  shall  I  come  at 
thee  ? — Chloris  ! 

Chlo.  Madam. 

Lttc.  Give  me  my  sword. 

Chlo.  Here,  madam :  bless  us,  what  will  your 
ladyship  do  with  yourself  in  this  equipage  ? 
.  Luc.  Ladyship,  hussy!  Take  notice,  from  this 
important  moment,  I  am  no  more  your  mistress  ; 
but  that  imperial  creature,  your  master:  and,  there- 
fore, know  too,  I  will  have  my  feminine  habiliments 
burnt  instantly,  and  an  operator  sent  for  to  make 
me  a  beard  grow.  I  will  learn  to  ride,  fence,  vault, 
and  make  fortifications  in  dirt-pies :  nay,  if  the 
humour  hold,  I'll  go  volunteer  into  Germany  against 
the  Turk. 

Chlo.  But  what  will  be  the  end  of  all  this, 
madam  ? 

G  1 
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Luc.  Why,  if  I  go  into  the  war,  I  shall  have 
the  privilege,  when  I  return  home,  to  talk  of 
marches,  battles,  and  sieges,  which  I  never  was  at, 
nor  understand  any  more  than  the  fools  I  tell  my 
story  to.  If  I  stay  at  home,  with  the  privilege  of 
good  clothes,  pertness,  and  much  simplicity,  will  I 
set  up  for  a  spark,  grow  familiar  at  White-hall,  and 
impudent  with  some  great  man  there  or  another ; 
run  in  debt  with  a  high  hand,  be  terrible  in  eating- 
houses,  and  noisy  all  over  the  town. 

Chlo.  A  very  hopeful  resolution. 

Luc.  As  thus  :  when  I  and  another  spark  meet, 
Damn  me,  Jack,  says  I,  what  times  are  there  stir- 
ring ?  What  ready  to  be  had  ?  What  caravans  have 
you  met  with  ?  or  what  loose  lately  managed  ?  You 
rogue,  you  look  very  high  upon  the  buckle. 

Chlo.  Well,  madam  ;  but  what  will  all  this  gib- 
berish signify  ?  ... 

Luc.  Signify,  you  fool!  why  what  it  signifies 
already ;  wit,  courage,  martial  discipline,  interest  at 
court,  pretence  to  preferment,  free  quarters  in  my 
lodgings,  and  free  booty  in  every  cuckold's  shop, 
who  shall  trust  me  against  his  palpable  knowledge 
that  I  am  not  worth  a  groat ;  and  never  have  the 
impudence  to  hope  to  be  paid. 

Clo.  And  must  your  honour  have  a  mistress  too  ? 

Luc.  Yes,  hussy  ,  aqd  you  shall  be  serviceable  to 
me  in  the  matter  :  I'll  have  a  doxy  this  very  night ; 
I  have  singled  her  out  already;  Courtine's  wife, 
that  jealous,  raging,  insatiable  helpmate  of  the 
captain's,  shall  be  my  Dulcinea  del  Toboso.  She's 
in  love  with  me,  already,  that's  my  comfort :  as  I 
passed  through  the  hall  just  now,  she  coming  into 
the  house  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  widow  Porcia  (who, 
by  the  way,  is  as  wicked  as  myself,  and  my  great 
counsellor  in  this  noble  project),  we  met :  I,  you 
must  know,  bowed  veiy  respectfully;  she,  taking' 
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me  for  a  stranger,  courtsied  as  low ;  and  viewing 
me  strictly,  leered  at  me,  as  if  that  minute  she 
took  aim  at  my  heart,  and  designed  me  for  her 
quarry. 

Chlo.  But,  madam,  she  knows,  and  must  discover 
you. 

Luc.  Thou  art  a  fool :  she  never  saw  me  till  yes- 
terday in  her  life-time  ;  then,  too,  disguised :  so 
that  if  I  do  not  practise  on  her  frailty,  and  by  that 
means  find  a  way  to  revenge  myself  on  that  vizard- 
monger  Beaugard,  may  I  be  condemned  to  wear 
breeches  as  long  as  I  live,  and  never  know  more 
than  the  present  use  I  make  of  them. 

Chlo,  Hist,  madam;  she's  returning. 

Enter  Sylvia. 

Luc.  Hush,  then :  now  my  cause  is  coming  on, 
and  have  at  her. 

Si/ I.  Sweetheart,  pray  oblige  me  so  far  to  shew 
me  the  way  to  the  gardens  :  1  come  to  pay  a  visit 
to  madam  Porcia,  and  am  informed  she's  gone 
there  for  the  air. — A  very  handsome  youth — 

Chlo.  Madam,  this  young  gentleman  here  is 
come  hither  on  the  same  kind  errand  with  your 
ladyship,  and  waits  till  her  return. 

Luc.  But,  madam,  the  good  fortune  of  seeing 
you  is  a  happiness  would  recompense  the  being 
disappointed  of  all  the  conversation  of  your  sex  be- 
sides. 

'    Syl.  Indeed,  sir! 
A   Luc.  Yes,  indeed,  madam. 

Si/L  Are  you  a  relation  to  this  family,  sir? 

Luc.  Madam,  the  greatest  advantage  I  hope 
from  the  family  is,  henceforth  to  have  oftener  the 
honour  of  kissing  your  fair  hands  here  :  it  is  an  op- 
portunity I  should  make  no  ungentlemanly  use  of. 
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Syl.  Opportunity,  sir? 

Luc.  Yes,  opportunity,  madam:  I  am  not  ashamed 
to  mention  so  honest  a  friend  as  opportunity  to  one 
that,  by  her  years  and  beauty,  should  not,  methinks, 
be  a  mortal  foe  to  opportunity. 

Syl.  Do  you  know  me,  sir  ? 

■'Luc.  Why,  madam,  do  I  treat  you  Uke  a  stranger? 
Know  you  !  By  this  good  hour,  there  has  not  been  a 
day  or  night  since  I  first  saw  you,  that  I  have 
thought  or  dreamed  of  any  thing  else.  Are  not  you 
the  wife  of  a  certain  swaggering  'squire  about  this 
town,  who  calls  himself  Captain  Courtine. 

Syl.  Yes,  sir ;  such  a  friend  in  a  corner  I  have, 

sir ;  and  what   have  you  to  say  to  him  sir  ? 

I'll  swear,  a  very  handsome  youth  still. —      \^Aside, 

Luc.  What,  madam  ?  what  I  have  to  say  to  you, 
rather  than  lose  you,  I  would  say  to  him  ;  which 
is,  that  I  like  you,  love  you,  languish  for  you ; 
and  would  with  all  my  heart,  blood,  spirit,  and 
flesh,  I 

Syl.  I'll  swear,  sir,  I  am  mightily  obliged  to 
you,  and  so  is  Mr.  Courtine;  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Luc.  Mr.  Courtine !  Take  notice,  madam,  I  re- 
ceive that  expression  as  kindly  as  if  you  had  called 
him  what  I  wish  him  :  for,  pretty  one,  if  my  in- 
telligence be  true,  he  lives  with  your  ladyship  as 
much  like  Mr.  Courtine,  as  much  like  a  gentle- 
man. 

Syl.  Sir ! 

Luc.  Madam ! 

Syl.  Oh  Gad,  he's  very  liandsomc.  [Aside. 

Luc.  Shall  we  walk  in  these  gardens  anon  ;  for 
I  have  tlie  privilege  of  a  key  that  opens  into  the 
fields  :  the  moon  shines  too. 

Syl.  Between  ten  and  eleven  does  the  moon 
shine  ? 

Luc.  As  bright  as  any  thing  but  yourself. 
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Syl.  But  you'll  tell,  young  gentleman. 

Luc.  Only  you,  how  I  love  you. 

Syl.  Eleven's  a  late  hour. 

Luc.  Not  too  late. 

Syl.  Indeed! 

Luc.  Take  this,  and  my  v^'ord,  for  it. 

[^Kisses  her, 

Syl.  Fie,  how  you  use  me,  when  you  mean  to 
forget  me. 

Luc.  Hush,  no  more ;  company's  coming.— 
Eleven. 

Syl.  Ten,  if  you  arc  kind  enough. 

Luc.  Well  said,  my  chaste  sex.  [Aside* 

Enter  Porcia. 

Por.  Oh,  cousin,  art  thou  come !  Thou  art  the 
welcomest  creature  on  the  earth ;  I  have  expected 
thee,  almost  to  despair,  for  these  three  hours.  Oh, 
sir,  your  servant. 

Luc.  I  am  here,  madam,  in  order  to  your  com- 
mands. 

Syl.  Her  commands ! 

Por.  Oh,  cousin,  the  prettiest  best-natured 
youth  !  He  is  something  related  to  us  a  great  way 
off;  and  by  that  means  has  the  privilege  of  visiting, 
without  offence  to  my  jealous  brother-in-law,  and 
tyrannical  guardian.  Have  you-  contrived  that  bu- 
siness ? 

Luc.  Madam,  it  is  done. 

Syl.  Business  !  What  business,  cousin  ? 
Lord,  cousin,  you  seem  concerned  at  it. 

Por.  I'll  tell  thee ;  seeing  myself  here  confined 
to  the  rules  and  limits  of  a  very  prison,  I  am  re- 
solved to  put  as  good  a  face  upon  the  matter  as  it 
will  bear,  and  make  my  misfortune  as  easy  as  I 
can.     Wherefore,  for  a  little  present   diversion,  I 
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have  contrived  a  letter  in  an  unknown  name,  by  this 
young  agent  here,  and  conveyed  it  to  thy  lewd 
husband,  with  another  in  my  own  to  Beaugard  ; 
and  sent  for  thee,  my  dear,  to  share  in  the  pleasure 
of  the  consequence. 

Si/l.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  But  what  will  be  this  conse- 
quence, cousin  ? 

Pot\  Twenty  to  one  but  it  occasions  some  new 
alarm  and  divertisement  to  my  jailors ;  who  are 
so  very  capricious,  they  would  fancy  a  rat  behind 
the  hangings  for  a  concealed  lover.  It  may  too,  by 
chance,  produce  me  some  lucky  opportunity  once 
more  to  make  my  escape  out  of  their  merciless  power. 
Nay,  they  are  already  half  disposed  to  run  away 
themselves ;  for  by  my  woman's  interest  in  the 
surgeon,  who  has  care  of  the  swearing  atheistical 
fellow,  yesterday  hurt  in  the  scuffle,  and  afterwards 
conveyed  hither,  he  gives  it  out  that  he  fears  his 
wounds  may  be  mortal.  Upon  which  my  lover 
Gratian  sighs,  and  turns  up  his  eyes  like  a  godly 
brother  at  exercise.  My  brother  Theodoret  puffs, 
swells,  grinds  his  teeth,  and  stamps  as  if  he  would 
brain  himself  against  the  next  wall ;  while  poor 
Beaugard's  never-be-good  father  has,  with  pure 
fear,  lost  a  red  nose  that  has  been  his  fast  friend  for 
these  forty  years ;  and  every  time  he  sees  his  face 
in  a  glass,  fancies  every  wrinkle  there  has  the  shape 
of  a  gibbet. 

Enter  Piiillis. 

Phil.  Oh,  my  dear,  dear  lady,  what  will  become 
of  us!  the  most  unhappy  accident !  '^' 

For.  Hah  !  ^ 

Phil.  Indeed,  madam,  I  could  not  possibly  help 
it :  I  have  lost  it. 

For.  Lost  it,  lost  what  ?  What  hast  thou  lost  r 
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Would  thou  hadst  lost  thyself,  lost  a  leg,  or  an  arm, 
or  any  thing,  rather  than  have  put  nie  in  this  fright. 
Speak,  what  is  the  matter  ? 

Fhil.  Oh,  mad^«n,  the  billet ;  madam,  the  billet. 

Luc,  How's  this  ? 

Por.  What,  the  note  I  sent  to  Beaugard  ? 

PliiL  As  I  hope  to  see  you  happy,  madam,  I 
put  it  as  fast  here  between  these  two  poor  naked 
breasts  here,  as  ever  it  could  stick,  so  I  did  ;  when, 
just  as  I  was  going  forth,  who  should  meet  me  but 
the  old,  wicked,  ranting,  roaring  gentleman  that 
lies  hid  here  for  fear  of  hanging,  would  he  had  been 
well  hanged  a  twelvemonth  since ;  and  there  he  fell 
a  towzing  and  mowzing,  and  a  meddling  with  me  ; 
I  was  never  so  afraid  o*f  being  ravished  in  my  life, 
gad  he  knows :  so,  in  the  struggle,  I  guess  the  note 
was  lost,  truly  ;  though,  in  my  heart,  I  wish  I  had 
been  ravished  six  times  over,  rather  than  such  a  mis- 
fortune had  happened.  Nevertheless,  I  have  done 
your  business  for  you,  so  I  have. 

Por.  Business  I  what  business  ?  Ugliness  and  ill 
reputation  light  on  thee!  Thou  hast  undone  and 
ruined  me  for  ever. 

Phil.  Why,  I  have  met  with  the  captain  and 
told  him  the  whole  matter,  as  well  as  if  he  had  read 
it  in  the  letter  himself.  He's  but  too  kind  a  man 
to  you,  and  I  too  faithful  a  servant,  so  I  am,  to  be 
thus  reviled  and  cursed  by  you  for  all  this. 

Por.  What  then  did  he  say  ?  Fool,  beast,  and 
blockhead ;  tell  me. 

^f  Phil.  Why,  he  said  he'd  die  a  thousand  and  a 
thousand  times  for  you,  were  it  possible,  so  he  did  ; 
and  that  he  will  not  eat,  drink,  or  sleep,  till  he  has 
set  you  at  liberty,  so  he  wo'nt;  and  that  he  will 
be  in  the  garden  before  ten. 

Luc.  What's  in  this  case  to  be  done,  madam  ? 

Por,  O  dearest  cousin,   retire  if  you  love  me; 
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for,  should  the  lords  of  my  liberty  get  any  notice  of 
this  billet,  and  find  a  man  here,  notwithstanding 
your  relation,  who  knows  what  ill  usage  it  may  ag- 
gravate ! To  thy  chamber,  dear  Lucrece,  ere  the 

storm  comes  upon  us.  \^Aside. 

Luc.  I  am  all  obedience :  sweet  creature,  you'll 
remember —  \To  Sylvia. 

SyL  It  is  not  possible  to  forget  you,  surely. 

Luc.  Blessings  on  you  for  this  goodness. 

\_Kisses  her  hand,  and  exit. 

Enter  Theodoret  in  a  Rage. 

Theo,  Double-bar  up  all  the  doors  and  windows : 
load  all  the  arms  in  the  house,  and  be  ready  for 
execution  instantly,  all  of  ye.  By  those  devils  that 
dance  in  your  gogling  eyes,  madam,  I'll  try  if  you 
have  given  yourself  over  to  hell  so  far,  that  you  can 
out  at  a  key-hole. 

Por.  What  means  the  great  he-brute  ? 

Theo.  To  cut  oft'  your  intelligence,  lady,  and 
make  thee,  ere  I  have  done,  to  curse  thy  father  and 
mother  that  let  thee  learn  to  write.  Seest  thou  this, 
thou  irreclaimable,  profligate  wretch!  Fogh  !  Send 
you  the  draggle-tailed  minister  of  thy  lewd  affairs 
a  hunting,  full  cry  about  the  town,  upon  the  rank 
scent  of  a  brawny-backed  Hector!  By  Heavens! 
the  thought  of  it  makes  me  loath  the  house,  and 
fancy  it  stinks  of  the  foul  sins  thou  hast  imagined 
in  it. 

Por.  Thou  barbarous,  ill-mannered,  worse  than 
beast !  Why  am  I  abused  thus  ?  why  made  a  pri- 
soner too,  at  your  saucy  will  ?  fettered  up,  and 
barred  all  liberty  and  converse  ? 

Theo.  For  the  same  reason  other  too  hot-blooded 
females  are  ;  because,  if  possible,  I  would  not  have 
a  good  breed  spoiled. 

Por.  What  a  load  of  dirt  is   thy    thick   scull 
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crammed  withal,  if  thy  tongue  were  able  to  throw 
it  out ! 

Theo.  Filthy,  filthy,  fulsome,  filthy!  What,  be 
a  Doll  Common,  and  follow  the  camp !  How  love- 
lilv  would  your  fair  ladyship  look,  mounted  upon  a 
baggage-cart,  j)residing  over  the  rest  of  the  captain's 
dirty  equipage  1 

Syl.  If  any  thing  in  the  world  would  make  me 
follow  a  camp,  it  would  be  a  very  strong  fancy  I 
have,  that  I  should  never  see  you  in  one,  sir. 

Theo.  Your  ladyship  has  reason  to  defend  the 
soldier's  cause ;  you  have  married  one,  as  I  take  it, 
madam.     Ha,  ha,  ha. 

For,  He  in  a  camp !  he  has  not  courage  enough 
to  animate  half  a  tailor,  nor  good  humour  enough 
to  make  a  spaniel  of,  nor  sense  enough,  if  he  were 
tliat  animal,  to  learn  to  fetch  and  carry. 

Theo.  This  will  open  no  locks,  lady. 

For.  But  there  are  instruments  to  be  had  that 
will  break  open  locks,  sir. 

».    Theo.  Will   you  please   to  retire,  and   consider 
farther  of  that  in  your  chamber. 
.     For,  No,  I'll  not  stir,  sir. 

Theo,  Nay,  by  Heaven,  but  you  shall,  madam. 

Syl.  Nay,  by  Heaven,  but  she  shall  not,  sir. 

Father  at  the  door. 

Theo.  How ! 

Father.  By  Jove,  and  that's  well  said ;  III  stand 
a  little,  and  see  what's  the  matter. 

Theo.  Do  not  drive  me  to  use  violence. 
-     Father.  How  !  violence  to  a  fair  lady  !  that's  not 
so  well  neither. 

For.  Hark  you,  sir,  my  jailor  or  my  hang-man  ; 
for  which  of  the  two  your  office  will  end  in,  by 
your  proceedings,  I  cannot  imagine :  do  but  touch 
me,  or  oft'er  the  least  violence  to  compel  me  to  a 
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closer  confinement,  by  this  injured  heart,  I'll  fire 
the    house  about   your  ass's  ears :  I'll  sooner  burn 
with  you,  to  be  revenged,  than  endure  such  inso- 
lence and  torment  any  longer. 
Theo.  Very  well. 

Father,  Tgad,  a  brave  girl!  a  delicate  wench! 
how  my  fingers  itch  to  take  her  part  now !  I  have  a 
month's  mind  to  espouse  her  quarrel  and  make 
friends  with  poor  Jacky  again.  Honest  Jacky !  'tis 
the  best-natured  boy  in  the  world,  though  I  was 
such  a  beast  to  fall  out  with  him.  [^Aside, 

Por.  Inhuman,  cruel  Theodoret !  why  do  you 
afflict  me  thus  ?  Why  do  you  force  the  tears  from 
my  poor  eyes,  and  rack  a  tender  heart  that  never 
wronged  you [JVeeps. 

Theo.  For  your  soul's  health,  lady  ;  and  the  wel- 
fare of  your  wasting  reputation.  A  pox  o'  your 
whining !  come,  to  your  chamber,  to  your  prayer- 
book  and  repentance :  fasting  and  huiniliation  will 
be  good  for  you.     To  your  chamber.nf'S  '  *>  ^\">('(.)Ti 

Por.  To  my  grave  first.  f 

Theo.  Nay  then Wha,  hoa ! 

[Offers  to  lay  hold  of  her,^ 

Por.  Stand  off!  Murder !  Cramps,  rheums,  andi 
palsies  wither  thy  unmanly  hands. 

Theo.  By  Heaven  ! — 

Por.  You  dare  not  do  it. 

Theo.  Hah ! 

Syl.  No,  sir,  you  dare  not  do  it,  you  dare  not. 

Theo.  Avaunt,  pass !  Confound  me  but  I  shall 
be  scratched  here  presently  for  my  patience. 

Syl.  What  an  ill-bred  camel  'tis ! 

Father.  Nay,  and  what's  more,  you  shall  not 
do  it,  you  shall  not,  sir — Hoh  !  Is  this  the  issue  of 
your  honourable  pretensions  ? 

Theo.  Et  tu  Brute. 

Father.    Brute,    brute!    Brute    mc   no   brutes. 
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friend :  ounds,  I  am  a  man,  fellow ;  battoons  and 
bilboes!  brute!  a  gentleman  ! 

Theo.  Your  pardon,  sir ! 

SyL  Don't  pardon  him,  sir. 

Enter  Gratian,  leaning  on  a  staff. 

Gra.  Oh,  friend ! 

Thco,  Poor  Gratian. 

Gra.  If  ever  we  ought  to  do  any  thing  for  our 
safety,  let  us  now  prepare  and  look  about  us :  1 
have  made  hard  shift  to  hobble  hither  ;  my  wound's 
grown  very  troublesome — We  are  all  lost. 
\,  Theo.  I  can  fear  nothing  when  my  friend's  so 
near  me. 

Syl.  Now,  cousin,  rebel,  and  force  your  freedom 
nobly. 

Father.  Jacky,  I  hope,  Jacky,  at  the  head  of 
myrmidons,  and  declaring  for  his  property.  Look 
you,  gentlemen;  I  must  confess  I  have  a  remorse  of 
conscience,  and  am  sensible  I  have  been  a  rebel : 
wherefore,  if  my  liege  son  and  heir  have  recruited 
his  power,  and  be  once  more  up  in  arms,  loyalty 
and  natural  affection,  friends,  will  work ;  I  must 
pronounce  for  prince  Jacky  ;  and  here  I  resolve  to 
defend  his  territories.  \^Draws  a  broad-sxvord, 

Gra.  If  prince  Jacky  have  interest  enough  to  get 
your  pardon  for  murder,   sir,  it  will  be  your  best 
way  to  close  with  him  ;  for,  in  short,  the  Atheist 
Daredevil,  vour  antagonist,  is  dead,  sir, 
f  Theo.  Hah  !  Dead  ! 

Father.  Dead  J 

Gra.  Yes,  dead,  sir. 

Syl.  So  much  the  better.  Porcia,  let  us  run  up 
to  the  leads,  and  ciy  out  murder  to  the  streets  this 
moment. 

Father.  Then,  I  find,  that  I  am  but  a  short- 
lived  sinner ;   farewell   for  ever   old   hock,  sherry. 
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nutmeg  and  sugar,  seven  and  eleven,  sink-tray*, 
and  the  doublets !  Never  comes  better  of  rebelling 
against  one's  natural-born  children.  I  shall  be 
banged  one  of  these  sun-shiny  mornings,  and  a 
ballad  come  out  in  the  afternoon  to  a  lamentable 
eighty-eight  tune  of  the  Careful  Son  and  Prodigal 
Father.     Dead,  said  you,  sir  ? 

Gra.  Or,  at  least,  cannot  survive  half  an  hour  ; 
therefore,  it  is  my  opinion,  that  we  instantly  quit 
the  house,  and  provide  for  all  our  safety. 

Theo.  Confusion,  devils  ! 

Por.  Nay,  sir,  stand  fast!  dare  but  to  open  a 
door,  sir ;  by  Heaven,  that  moment  I'll  alarm  the 
town  :  You  shall  not  think  to  escape,  reeking  with 
a  poor  man's  blood,  shed  in  defence  of  me. 

Theo.  Lady,  no  fooling. 

Por.  No,  sir,  no  fooling ;  but  now,  sir,  go  you 
to  your  chamber,  sir,  to  your  chamber ;  to  your 
prayer-book  and  repentance :  fasting  and  humilia- 
tion will  be  good  for  you  :  to  your  chamber,  sir ;  as 
you  tender  your  neck,  sir.  ^ 

:  Theo.  Damnation!  unhand  me! 

Por.  I'll  die  ere  I'll  unhold  you.  Think  you  so 
barbarously  to  leave  me  here  in  the  house  with  a 
dead  wretch,  and  have  the  punishment  of  his  hor- 
rid murder  light  on  my  innocent  head  ? 

Theo.  What  do  you  resolve  to  do,  sir  ? 

Father.  Do,  sir  !  What  can  I  resolve  to  do,  sir  ? 
I  have  no  means  to  hope  to  escape,  sir:  for,  in  the 
first  place,  I  have  no  money :  and  a  man  that  kills 
another  without  money  in  his  pockets,  is  in  a  very 
hopeful  condition.  In  the  next  place,  for  a  disguise, 
I  have  no  clothes  but  these  you  see  on  my  back ; 
with  this  tripe-buft*  belt  here,  which  there  is  not  a 
constable  in  the  whole  city  but  knows,  and  has  had 
in  his  custody,  sword  and  all.  Look  you,  gentle- 
men, I  have  civilly  killed  a  man  for  your  service ; 
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if  you  will  resolve,  fairly  and  squarely,  to  hang  like 
friends  together,  so  :  if  not,  I  mutiny  ;  and  the  word 
is,  discover  the  plot,  the  old  boy  must  impeach. 

Enter  Rosard. 

Ros,  Oh,  sir,  where  are  you  ? 

Gr^a.  Well,  Rosard,  what's  the  news  now? 

Ros.  The  gentleman,  heaven  be  thanked,  is  re- 
vived again,  sir :  though  the  doctors  say,  such  ano- 
ther fit  will  certainly  carry  him  oft'.  The  poor  crea- 
ture is  very  weak,  but  very  penitent. 

Father.  In  troth,  and  that's  a  very  ill  symptom ; 
therefore  my  opinion  is  still — I  am  for  hanging  all 
together. 

Theo.  Hark  you,  old  rust ;  you  say  you  have  no 
money ;  wherefore,  during  the  present  interval,  in 
the  first  place,  because  I  will  have  no  mutiny  upon 
this  occasion,  in  order  to  your  escape,  there's  mo- 
ney for  you :  in  the  next  place,  as  you  want  change 
of  raiment,  here  is  the  key  of  a  small  wardrobe,  at 
the  lower  end  of  the  gallery  above,  you'll  find  the 
door  to  it :  equip  yourself,  and  provide  for  your  se- 
curity, as  your  best  discretion  shall  direct  you. 

Father.  Look  you,  friend,  the  sooner  the  better  ; 
for,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  else  I  shall  make  but  a 
scurvy  matter  of  it  at  Tyburn  cross  ;  with  a  whining, 
snivelling  account  of  breaking  the  sabbath,  and  keep- 
ing ill  company.  Wherefore  not  being  good  at 
making  speeches,  I  will  leave  the  opportunity  to 
you,  of  shewing  your  politer  rhetoric,  and  save  a 
member  of  the  commonwealth. — There's  no  great 
harm  in  murder,  when  it  brings  a  man  money. 

[^Aside  and  exit. 

For.  And  now,  my  tyrant  brother,  I  hope  we 
stand  on  even  terms. 

Theo.  No  lady,  not  yet ;  there's  life  returned  : 
and  therefore  hopes  still ;  though  at  present,  in  some 
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measure  to  comply  with  you,  and  ease  your  appre- 
hensions, within  the  hmits  of  the  house  and  gardens 
you  are  at  your  hberty,  but  no  farther  this  night: 
aiid  For  your  ampler  satisfaction,  lif  I  have  any  mid- 
nigh^  alarms  from  your  correspondent  abroad,  there's 
entertainment  ready  for  him,  which  he  may  not  be 
very  fond  of;  so  good-night,  it  is  almost  ten.  Who 
waits  }  What  boa,  be  ready  there.  Come,  Gratian, 
I'll  see  you  to  your  repose,  and  then  to  my  post  of 
guard.  [^E.vit  Theodoret  and  Gratian. 

Poj\  Ten!   That   was   the  hour,  Phillis,  Beau- 
gard  mentioned  ?  was  it  not  ? 

Phil.  Itwas,  madam. 
^^Po7\  Be.  ready  then,  all   ye  propitious  powers, 
tpat  smile  on  faithful  love ;  wait,  like  kind  angels, 
op  Jiim ;  establish  conquest  in  his  able  hand,  and 
kindness  in  his  heart.     Oh,  Sylvia  ! 

'^Jfyl'^  You  are  transported,  cousin  ! 

'^cPoji  With  hopes  of  hberty  I  am  indeed  :  it  is  ans 
English  woman's  natural  right.  Do  not  our  fathers, 
brothers,  and  kiiismen  often,  upon  pretence  of  it, 
bid  fair  for  rebellion  against  their  sovereign  ?  and 
why  oiightnot  we,  by  their  example,  to  rebel  as 
plausibly  against  them  ? 

^.Si/U.Most  edifying  doctrine  this  is,  truly.    .     - 

\_A  whistle  xmthouh 

,  Par.  The  sign !  Hark,  the  sign !  Phyllis,  heard 
you  nothing  ?  [Whistle  again.^  'Ti«  there  again:' 
he^s.true,  and  I  am  happy.  Sylvia,  let  us  retire 
ourselves ;  you  know  your  apartment,  tor  precious 
mischief  will  be  soon  on  foot ;  and  action  worthy 
love's  great  cause.  Thy  husband  too  may  chance  to 
have  his  share  in  the  business,  and  as  I  have  ordered 
m^atters^,  meet  something  in  the  adventure,  to  mor- 
tify his  roving  humour,  and  reconcile  him  to  his 
duly  aiid  allegiance.^-Hark  •  \JVhistle  againJ] 

There,  *tis  once  more  a  summons  to  the  citadel  to 
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surrender.     This    shall,    in    after  story,    be   called 
Captain  Beausjard's  besieginj^  of  the  widow. 

Which,  as  'tis  laid,  sure  with  success  must  end. 
Since  justice  does  his  enterprize  attend 
Without,  and  powerful  love  within  his  friend. 


.  *! 


;i^,.: .  SCENE  II. 

'^i^P'^^^^^^  ^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^'^de  of  a  Garden. 
Eiiter  Beaugard  with  a  Party. 

Beau.  Hold,  stand  fast ;  I  have  just  now  received 
intellitrence  over  the  garden-wall,  that  our  desio-n 
has  taken  air.     And  there  will  be  no  easy  entrance. 

1  Man.  Ah,  Captain ;  the  time  has  been,  when, 
under  your  command,  we  should  have  had  no  need 
of  a  council  of  war  for  the  attacking  such  a  fortifi?. 

ation  as  this  is.  '  a.m'inn  y.  uua-o^'f  m-'iy  vl 

Beau.  Peace,   Plunder,    peace,   you    rogue;    no 
marauding  now  ;  we'll  burn,  rob,  demolish,  and  mur^^ 
der  another  time  together:  This  is  a  business  must 
be  done  with  decency Hark. 

2  Alan.  Some  company  coming,  sir,  from  the 
back-street- ward. 

Beau.  Hold  their,  Plunder:  Do  you,  Ivith  yoW 
flying  party,  hover  at  a  distance  about  the  fields  • 
while  I,  with  the  rest  of  the  body,  post  myself  as 
advantageously  as  I  can,  to  watch  the  enemV's  mo-*' 
tions. — — iv^jj^i,  (un,  ,  Ju<>i  '^*^*^  "'r/^tv^iw/'* 

Enter  Theodoret  and  Ms  Party.   ?id  nikd 

Theo.  This  way  the  noise  was :  be  sure  keep  safe" 

the  garden-gate,  and  follow  me  carefully.  '^ 

[Exit  tflEofiak^'i-l'.i' 
VOL.  II  iO  ^tU  H  ^  *•'  '»*^"'i^   '  ^* 
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Enter  Courtine. 

Cour.  So,  here  I  am ;  and  now  for  my  instruc- 
tions. Let  me  see,  [Reads  the  billet.']  Fray 
come  disguised,  that  if  the  design  should  miscarry, 
your  retreat  may  be  the  easier.  Your  unknown 
blushing  ser'vant. — >Humph !  Blushing  servant ! 
Passingly  modest,  I'll  warrant  you !  Pray  come  dis- 
guised! So  I  am,  or  the  devil's  in't;  for  I  look 
more  like  a  cut-throat  than  any  thing  else.  Let  me 
see ;  upon  this  very  spot,  the  last  time  I  was  here, 
did  I  meet  my  damned  wife :  avert  the  omen,  sweet 
Heaven,  I  beseech  thee.  And  now,  as  I  am  con- 
sidering, where  can  my  friend  Beaugard  be  at  present 
too  ?  With  a  whore.  There's  that  question  answered. 
Wherefore,  would  but  my  unknown  blushing  ser- 
vant appear,  or  give  me  a  kind  sign  ;  would  but  my 
little  partridge  call,  methinks  I  could  so  chuckle, 
and  run,  and  bill,  and  clap  my  wings  about  her. 
Hah !  [Turns  about. 

Enter  Theodoret. 

Theo.  Stand  :  who  goes  there  ? 

Cour.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

Serv.  Stand,  sir :  what  are  you,  sir  ? 

Cour.  What  am  I,  sir  ?  a  man,  sir. 
'  Theo.  A  man,  sir,  we  see   you   are :   but   what 
man  are  you,  friend  ? 

Cour.  A  gentleman,  friend ;  and  you  had  best 
use  me  so. — By  heaven,  Theodoret !  and  if  I  am  but 
discovered ! 

Theo.  Hands  off,  unloose  him.  You  are  not  him 
we  look  for,  sir. 

Cour.  I  am  glad  of  that  with  all  my  heart.   [Aside. 

Theo.  And  therefore  I  ask  your  pardon.  But,  if 
you  are  a  gentleman,  you  will  assist  one  in  me,  that 
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have  been  injured.  I  have  reason  to  beheve  my 
house  is  now  beset  w^ith  villains,  who  have  base  de- 
signs upon  the  honour  of  my  family.  Wherefore, 
if  vou  are  what  you  pretend,  you'll  draw  your  sword 
to  do  justice  in  a  good  cause. 

Cour.  Sir,  I  wear  it  for  no  other  end  ;  and  you 
shall  command  it. — Ah,  'tis  so;  Beaugard  upon 
new  exploits  for  the  recovery  of  his  widow.  Nothing 
but  knight  errantry  stirring  this  moon.  [Aside, 

T/ieo.  Please  you  then,  sir,  to  stay  here  with  my 
servants,  while  I  walk  to  the  corner  of  yon  wall,  and 
try  what  I  can  discover.  [£.i7>  Theodoret. 

Cour.  You  may  trust  me,  sir.  Now  will  I  shew 
myself  a  true  renegado  ;  take  entertainment  in  Chris- 
tian service,  to  betray  them  to  my  brother  Turk, 
upon  the  first  opportunity.  And  so,  my  blushing 
unknown,  you  may  e'en  stay  your  stomach  with 
your  sheets  for  this  night.  \_Aside, 

Re-enter  Theodoret. 

Theo.  They  are  here,  stand  fast ;  be  resolute,  and 
be  rewarded. 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Luc.  Now,  for  a  convenient  opportunity  to  do 
mischief.  Beaugard,  I  find,  is  come,  and  my  kind 
mistress  punctual  to  appointment  in  the  garden.  Now 
could  I  but  order  the  affair,  so  as  to  slur  Beaugard 
upon  her,  instead  of  myself;  and  her  upon  him, 
instead  of  Porcia,  my  conscience  would  be  satisfied  : 
and  he,  Mr.  Courtine,  my  rival  widow,  and  the  wife, 
served  all  in  their  kind. 

Theo.  Hold,  sir :  what  are  you  ? 

[To  Beaugard  at  the  entrance. 

Cour.  Ay ;  now,  now. 

Beau.  No  matter,  sir ;  this  is  not  a  time  of  night 
to  answer  questions. 

H  2 
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Theo.  Nay,  then- 


Beau.  Nay,  now  sir ;  and  when  else  you  think 
fitting,  sir ;  I  am  the  man  you  look  for ;  and  you 
are  him  I  wished  to  meet  here. 

Cour.  Now  how  the  devil  I  shall  do  to  tilt  booty ; 
hang  me  like  a  dog  if  I  can  imagine. 
Beau,  Come  on  there. 
Theo.  You  pass  upon  your  death. 
Beau.  I  have  learnt  to  scorn  death  more  since  first 
you  threatened  it ; 

I  see  your  numbers  too,  and  come  prepar'd  ; 
Porcia's  my  claim,  and  here  I'll  win  or  lose  her. 
Theo.  Then  take  thy  due ;  and  die  like  a  mid- 
ilight  thief.     Fall  on. 

Beaugard  and  Theodoret  engage,  and 
their  parties.  Beaugard  <7w^ Theodoret 
quit  each  other.  Beaugard  falls  upon 
CouRTiNE,  and  Theodoret  upon  Beau- 
guard's  party  ;  who  retire  from  him,  as 
Courtine  does  from  Beaugard  off  from 
'  the  stage. 

Theo.  He  runs,  he  runs ;  the  half-bred  Hector 
runs.  False  cards  and  dice  and  quart-pot  brothel 
brawls  were  fitter  for  his  management,  than  ho- 
nourable difference ;  hark,  clashing  of  swords  still ! 
by  Heaven  I  miss  our  friend,  the  honourable  stranger, 
that  so  generously  took  our  party  :  if  it  be  him,  let's 
out,  and  give  him  succour. 

Enter  Beaugard  driving  in  Courtine,  who  retires 
beyond  the  reach  of  his  Sword. 

Beau.  Base  rascal!  Coward,  fly! — 

Cour.  No,  sir,  I  stand  stock  still,  and  wo'nt  stir 
an  inch  ;  but  since  you  are  so  uncivil,  resolve  not  to 
fight  a  stroke  more  :  so  there's  my  sword,  and  here's 
your  humble  servant. 

Beau.  Courtine! 
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Cour.  The  same. 

Beau.  And  thou  my  enemy  too ! 

Cour.  No,  sir,  your  friend,  had  you  been  wise 
enough  to  have  found  it.  1  came  hither  disguised, 
for  a  reason  you  shall  know  hereafter ;  but  falhng 
into  the  hands  of  the  enemy,  was  forced  to  take 
party  against  you,  for  fear  of  being  beaten  for  you  : 
yet  with  a  design  of  revolting,  would  you  have  given 
me  leave.  But  you,  when  you  should  have  kept  at 
the  head  of  your  friends,  took  a  particular  fancy  to 
be  tickling  my  small  guts,  and  now  you  see  what 
you  have  got  by  it. 

Beau.  Then  farewell  for  ever,  poor  widow. — - 
But  stay,  it  were  base  and  unmanly  to  give  it  over 
so — Let  me  see — Lend  me   thy  disguise,  quickly, 
quickly,  quickly,  my  imagination's  warm. 

Cour.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart,  and  glad  to  be  rid 
of  it  so —  [^Disguises  Beaugard. 

Beau.  Take  this,  and  rally  my  scattered  forces. 
[Gives  liim  his  whistle.~\  They  know  the  sign ;  and 
cannot  be  far  off  under  the  conduct  of  Plunder  that 
was  my  serjeant  abroad,  thou  know'st  him ;  make 
what  haste  is  possible.  I'll  be  hereabouts,  and  be 
near  me,  if  any  new^  disaster  should  happen. 

Cour.  Well,  with  all  my  heart  for  once :  here  is 
a  new  design  in  embryo  now  ;  though  I  fancy  when 
we  have  got  her,  we  shall  never  make  of  this  widow 
what  she  has  cost  us. 

Beau.  No  more;  I  hear  company ;  vanish 

[Ea'it  CouRTiNE. 

Enter  Theodoret. 

Theo.  This  way  I  think  I  heard  it :  look,  is  not 
that  he !  Oh  my  dear  generous  friend,  let  me  cm- 
brace  you  :  I  hope  you  are  come  off  well. 

Beau.  Very  well,  sir,  I  thank  you,  if  I  were  but 
well  off  from  this  place ;  I  fear  the  man  1  had  to 
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deal  withal  is  fallen,  for  I  left  him  staggering.     Se- 
curity were  best  for  us  all,  sir. 

Theo.  My  house  shall  be  your  sanctuary,  and  I'll 
die  w^ith  you  but  I'll  protect  you. 

Beau.  I'gad,  and  that's  kindly  said,  as  things 
stand  between  us,  and  if  he  knew  all.  \_Aside. 

Theo.  Open  the  garden-gate  there :  you  shall  rest 
yourself  in  an  arbour,  while  I  dispose  of  the  gross 
of  my  family,  and  prepare  an  apartment  for  your 
privacy. 

Beau.  If  I  had  died  in  your  quarrel,  sir,  a  gene- 
rosity like  this  had  over  rewarded  it. 

[CouRTiNE  at  the  entrance. 

Cour.  Stand  still  ye  beaten  scattered  scoundrels. 
I  think  that's  he,  follow  me  but  at  a  distance. 

Theo.  Open  the  gate  I  say  there ;  come,  sir 

{They  enter  the  garde7i. 

Cour.  The  stratagem  succeeds,  and  Troy  at  last 
is  taken. 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Luc.  O  dear,  sir,  are  you  not  Captain  Beaugard  ? 

Cour.  The  same,  my  dear  child,  the  same ;  hast 
thou  any  good  tidings  for  me  ? 

Luc.  The  private  door  of  the  garden  on  the  other 
side  is  opened,  and  you  may  enter,  sir.  My  poor 
lady  is  dying  almost  with  despair,  that  she  shall 
never  see  you  more  :  could  you  now  tell  me  news  of 
Captain  Courtine  ? 

Cour.  Hah !  Does  then  my  blushing  unknown 
belong  to  these  territories  ?  it  must  be  so.  Captain 
Courtine  is  just  gone  in  before,  sweet  heart,  there- 
fore if  thou  art  a  true  friend  to  love,  quickly  conduct 
me. 

Luc.  I'll  shew  you,  sir,  into  the  door,  where  you 
may  conceal  yourself  in  one  of  the  arbours  till  I  go 
through  the  house,  and  bring  you  farther  intelligence. 
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Cour.  And  if  my  adventure  happen  really  to  be 
at  the  end  of  this  business,  my  friend  and  I  shall  not, 
I  fancy,  pass  our  time  very  uncomfortably.  Rogues 
follow  me,  follow  me  rogues.  {Extunt. 


SCENE  III. 

The  Garden. 

Beaugard  looking  out  of  an  Ai^bour. 

Beau.  So,  so,  thus  far  I  am  undiscovered ;  it  is 
as  dark,  as  if  the  devil  himself  were  abroad  a  so- 
lacing amongst  a  company  of  northern  witches  to- 
night.  If  Courtine  but  entered  with  my  myrmidons, 
the  widow's  infallibly  all  my  own.  Hist !  who 
comes  here  r 

Ejiter  LucRETiA. 

Luc.  Sir,  sir,  where  are  you  ? 

Beau.  Here,  here,  my  friend,  I  wait  you. 

Luc.  Friend !  is  not  your  name 

Beau.  My  name,  what !  what  can  this  mean  ? — 

[^Aside. 

Luc.  Beaugard?  Come,  come,  I  know  you : 
you  need  not  disturb  yourself,  my  design  is  to  do 
you  service  ;  your  Portia  knows  you  are  here,  and 
expects  you  with  her  arms  open  ;  follow  me. 

Beau.  Be  thou  my  good  or  bad  angel,  at  the  charm 
of  that  name  I  must  follow  thee,  though  thou  lead 
me  to  perdition. 

Luc.  Softly,  no  noise;  this  way;  give  me  your 
hand.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  Courtine. 
Cour.  Hold,  let  me  see  :  ay,  there  I  think  is  an 
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arbour  where  I  will  creep  in,  and  lie  as  close  as  a 
coward  in  the  hold  at  a  sea-fight. 

Enter  Theodoret. 

Theo.  Hereabouts  it  was  I  left  him  ;  it  is  wonder- 
fully dark  !  Friend !  friend  !  Where  are  you  ? 

Cour.  Ha!  that's  another  sort  of  voice  than  the 
youngster's  I  depend  upon.  By  Heaven,  Theo- 
doret! [Aside, 

Theo.  Friend,  friend,  I  say;  where  are  you? 

Cour,  Ay,  but  the  devil  a  word  you  get  out  of 
me.  [Aside, 

Theo.  Why,  sir  friend,  do  not  you  hear  nier 

Cour.  No.  [Aside. 

Theo.  I  am  sure  this  must  be  the  arbour;  I'll  run 
and  call  a  flambeau. 

Cour.  That  may  not  be  so  well  neither :  my 
affairs  will  not  agree  with  the  light,  as  I  take  it. 

[Aside. 

Theo.  May   be    he's    fallen    asleep;  let   me   see. 
[Gi^opcs  into  the  arbour  arid  feels  him.~\    'Tis  even 
so:    what  hoa,    sir!    [Courtine   S7wres.~j    Friend, 
friend,  awake;  your  chamber's   ready,  and  I   stayv 
for  you. 

Cour.  Who's  there  ?  What  are  you  ? 

[Aloud,  (IS  if  frighted  suddenly. 

Theo.  Hush,  make  no  noise  ;  but  come  away. 

Cour.  Is   it  you,    sir  ? He   mistakes  me   for 

Beaugard,  I  hope.  [Aside. 

Theo.  The  same  :  I  wait  upon  you  ;  follow  me. 

Cour.  If  he  discover  me,  all  again  is  ruined  j  ^ 
but  darkness,  I  hope,  and  impudence,  will  befriend  i»y 
a  good  cause.   [Aside.']  [E .remit. 
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SCEISE  IV. 

-       -  T 

Daredevil's  Chamber ,  nith  only  one  small  Lamp 
burning,  and  Daredevil  on  the  Bed. 

Dare.  Oh!  oh!  oh!  my  wounds  and  my  sins! 
Conscience,  conscience,  conscience,  how  -  shall^-I 
quiet  thee!  "  - "  -   -  -     -       --    .     -       --'^ 

Beaugard's  Father  at  the  Door. 

Father.  This  cowardly  chicken-hearted  rascal 
will  die  and  be  damned  at  last.  How  do  you  do, 
sir?  how  do  you  find  yourself?  ' 

Dare.  Oh,  very  ill,  Heaven  knows !  within  few 
hours  of  a  grave,  and,  without  great  mercy,  of  a 
deeper  place :  whoever  you  are,  if  you  have  any 
charity,  procure  me  some  conscientious  godly  divine 
to  unburden  myself  of  my  iniquity  to. 

Father.  This  puling,  whining,  repining  rogue, 
within  these  two  days  was  blaspheming :  ought  I  to 
be  hanged  now  for  such  a  varlet !  Shall  I  send  you 
a  divine,  said  you,  sir? 

Dare.  It  would  be  a  great  favour  and  a  comfort  to 
me,  sir. 

Father.  I'll  try  what  I  can  do  for  you,  since  I 
see  your  condition  so  dangerous ;  a  pox  o'your 
queasy  conscience.  There  is  no  safety  for  me  in 
staying  here,  that's  one  thing,  the  house  being  cer- 
tainly beset  for  the  apprehending  somebody  :  for, 
looking  out  at  the  wardrobe  window  as'  I  ivas  dress- 
ing myself,  1  observed  six  or  seven  armed  rogues, 
with  hangmanly  faces,  sneaking  and  sculking  about 
the  garden,  that's  another  thing;  wherefore  I  will 
liasten  and  finish  my  disguise,  and,  if  there  come 
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an  alarm,  take  the  fairest  opportunity  to  get  off  in 
it;  and  that  for  me  will  be  the  best  thing. 

\_E^it  Father, 

Enter  Courtine. 

Coiir.  To  what  an  insignificant  purpose  have  I 
taken  all  this  pains  to-night !  Here  have  I  been  put 
into  a  room  with  a  bed  in  it,  with,  Pray,  sir,  will 
you  please  to  take  your  rest,  in  the  Devil's  name  ; 
when  my  design  has  not  been  to  take  my  rest,  but 
my  recreation  :  I  fancy  I  heard  a  kind  small  com- 
plaining voice  this  way  too,  and  must  at  present 
confess  myself  in  a  very  good-natured  humour, 
very  much  inclined  to  succour  any  distressed  dam- 
sel that  wants  a  companion  to  pass  away  a  tedious 
night  withal. 

Dare.  Oh  !  oh  !  Would  but  this  dear  man  come 
now! 

Cour.  Hah !  hark !  That  must  certainly  be  me 
she  means  ;  nay,  I  am  sure  on't :  I'll  on  a  little 
farther. 

Dare.  Oh  h  h ! 

Cour.  Where  art  thou,  thou  poor  creature  ?  I  am 
come  to  comfort  thee. 

Dare.  I  wish  you  had  come  a  little  sooner  ;  I  am 
very  ill. 

Cour.  Alas,  kind  soul,  she's  sick  with  passionate 
expectation :  this  must  be  my  blushing,  unknown 
servant,  at  the  least. 

Dare.  Whereabouts  are  you  ?  Give  me  your 
hand  hither,  will  you  ? 

Cour.  Here,  here  it  is,  and  my  heart  too  ;  thou 
hast  them  both. — 111  swear  she  has  a  well-grown 
palm  ;  by  the  rule  of  proportion,  I'll  warrant  her  a 
swinger  : — but  no  matter,  'tis  in  the  dark.      \_Aside. 

Dare.  Heart,  said  you,  sir  ?  Alas !  my  poor 
heart's  breaking. 
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Cour,  Breaking,  dear  soul !  no,  no,  never  fear  it ; 
I'll  give  thee  a  recipe  to  keep  it  whole,  I  warrant 
thee.     This  is  the  most  romantic  adventure. 

\_FaUs  to  undress'mg  himself, 

PoRciA  and  Phillis  at  the  door. 

Por.   Has   then   Beaugard   gotten   entrance^  art 
thou  sure? 
■  Cour.  Hah ! 

Phil.  Madam,  so  sure,  that  his  valet,  Fourbine, 
is  here  in  the  house,  and  told  me  so  himself. 

Cour.  What's  that  ? 

Por.  Tlien  now  my  part  begins.  Was  there 
ever  such  inhuman  cruelty  committed,  a  wretch 
barbarously  murdered  and  exposed,  without  com- 
fort or  succour  ? 

Cour.  Murder,  said  they  ?  What,  manslaying ! 
when  all  my  thoughts  are  upon  nothing  but  man- 
making.  I'gad  then,  'tis  time  that  I  take  care  for 
one,  and  till  a  better  conveniency  offer  itself,  here's 
my  burrough.  Murder,  in  the  Devil's  name.  What 
do  they  say  now  ?  [Creeps  under  the  bed. 

Por.  No,  no,  my  conscience  will  not  bear  it;  I 
must  proclaim  it  to  the  world  :  what,  hoa  there, 
murder,  murder,  murder! 

Cour.  Oh  lord,  here's  a  comfortable  condition 
that  I  am  got  into. 

Por.  But  does  the  surgeon  say  there  is  cer- 
tainly no  danger  ? 

Phil.  Only  a  thin  skin  wound  on  the  outside  of 
his  belly  ;  but  that  the  force  of  fear  in  the  cowardly- 
hearted  fellow  will  let  him  think  of  nothing  but 
a  grave  and  damnation. 

Por.  The  present  advantage  of  it  then  must  be 
improved ;  wherefore,  I  say,  the  stinging  of  my 
conscience  will  not  let  me  rest ;  I  dare  not  conceal 
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tliis  murder.     Murder,  murder,  murder !   Cry  mur- 
der, you  witch,  and  alarm  the  house  I 

Phil.  Here  i«  somebody  coming  already,  madam. 

Por.  Stand  still  and  observe  them. 

Enter  Beaugard. 

Beau.  I  think  it  was  this  way,  but  no  matter ; 
for  I  am  sure  I  reign  lord  paramount  of  this  castle 
now.  The  angry  jealous  brother  is  gone  to  bed, 
and  all  his  warlike  family  ;  where  he  lies  as  fast  and 
snores  and  gapes  so  wide,  one  might  steal  the 
widow  out  of  his  mouth  if  she  were  there.  Now 
could  I  but  find  the  way  to  her  ladyship's  chamber, 
while  Plunder  is,  according  to  orders,  with  his 
crew,  binding  the  drowsy  rogues  of  the  family  in 
their  beds,  what  an  opportunity  would  that  be ! 
for  there  is  but  one  way  of  making  a  slippery  widow 
sure  to  you. 

Por.  No  matter,  happen  how  it  will,  I  say  again, 
it  is  a  crying  sin,  it  is  an  abomination,  'tis  a — Ah ! 
[Seeing   Beaugard   disguised,    is  frighted 
and  runs  out. 

Beau.  Hah  !  What,  do  ghosts  walk  here  at  this 
tnne  o*night ;  and  in  petticoats  too:  nay  then,  have 
at  you,  ye  airy  forms. 

\Going  out  J  is  met  by  his  Father,  disguised 
like  a  fanatic  preacher. 

Father.  Yes,  verily,  and  indeed  it  is  an  abomi- 
nation, a  burning  shame,  and  a  lewd  abomination. 

Beau.  Hell  and  the  Devil !  My  spirit  in  petti- 
coats, that  squeaked  abomination  in  Ela,  converted 
to  the  fleshly  similitude  of  a  holy  brother,  that  cants 
it  in  gamut Ho  !  Speak  ;  what  art  thou  ? 

Father.  A  minister  of  peace  to  wounded  con- 
sciences. I  come  here  by  appointment,  with  an 
olive   branch  in   my  mouth,  to  visit  a  mortal  ark, 
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tossed  and  floating  in  floods  of  its  own  tears,  for  its 
own  frailties. 

Beau.  And  are  you  really,  sir,  a  man  ?  really  the 
godly  implement  you  appear  to  be,  for  the  scower- 
ing  of  foul  consciences  ? 

Dare.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Godly  implement !  it  has  al- 
most made  me  laugh;  that's  a  merry  gentleman,  I'll 
warrant  him  :  Oh  h  h  ! 

Father.  I  am,  friend,  I  tell  thee,  an  instructor  of 
the  chosen :  thou  savourest  of  the  Old  Man ;  stand 
off,  and  do  not  pollute  me  with  too  near  communi- 
cation :  I  come  to  convert  a  sinner  to  the  truth  ;  it 
was  I  that  converted — as  some  say,  nobody ;  and 
expounded  the  groans  of  the  Protestant  board. 
How  fareth  our  brother  ? 

Dare.  Alas,  sir,  very  weak ;  upon  the  point  of 
dissolution,  and  tormented  with  the  stings  of  a 
terrified  conscience. 

Father.  Lay  then  one  hand  upon  thy  heart. 

Dare.  I  do  so. 

Father.  Lend  me  the  other  ;  that,  in  the  pour- 
ing forth  tliy  sins,  thy  right  hand  may  not  know 
what  thy  left  hand  doth. 

Beau.  A  very  material  point  that  is,  truly. 

Father.  Thou  hast  lived  in  wickedness  long. 

Dare.  From  sixteen  to  eighty-and-four,  without 
the  least  repentance,  or  a  thought  of  it. 

Father.  A  very  dangerous  state ;  but  for  thy 
darling  sins,  imprimis^  what  ? 

Dare.  Drunkenness. 

Father.  A  very  pernicious  sin,  and  of  the  Devil's 
own  institution ;  for  it  sets  our  souls  on  fire  :  nay,  it 
sets  our  noses  on  fire,  and  sets  houses  on  fire, 
Prunkenness Did  you  ever  bum  any  houses  ? 

Dare.  Never  but  three;  and  they  houses  of  pol- 
lution, too  :  bawdy-houses,  sir. 

Father.  So  much  the  worse:  for  if  bawdy-housei 
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be  burnt,  what  civil  family  in  this  city  sleeps  safe  ? 
I  never  burnt  a  bawdy-house  in  my  Hfe,  that's  my 
comfort.     Item. 

Dare.  Whoredom,  adultery ! 

Father.  For  adultery,  I  mean  corrupting  of  other 
men's  wives,  let  me  tell  you,  it  is  a  crying  sin,  and 
a  very  loud  one  too ;  but  do  you  repent  ? 

Dare.  From  the  bottom  of  my  heart. 

Beau.  So,  Heaven  be  thanked,  there's  no  harm 
in  plain  whoredom. 

Father.  No  more  to  be  said,  then  ;  be  comforted, 
and  I'll  absolve  thee  :  but  with  whom  was  this  wick- 
edness committed  last  ? 

Dare.  With  my  bosom  friend's  wife,  and  one 
that  deserved  much  better  of  me. 

Beau.  And  that  was  very  friendly  done  of  thee, 
trulv. 

Father.  Impudent  rogue !  But  was  she  very 
young  ? 

Beau.  Ay,  now  the  feeling,  circumstantial  ques- 
tions are  starting. 

Dare.  About  eighteen;  and  not  yet  wedded  a  full 
year. 

Father.  Voluptuous  dog!  But  handsome  too? 
Was  she  very  handsome  ? 

Dare.  Too  beautiful,  to  have  had  so  little  virtue. 

Father.  Her  name,  her  name  !  tell  me  her  name. 
Quickly,  I  say  unto  thee,  let  me  know  her  name. 

Beau.  Well  said,  well  said  there,  old  Forni- 
cation ! 

Dare.  That  I  have  promised  shall  for  ever  be  a 
secret,  sir. 

Father.  Then  thou  art  damned,  and  I  do  not 
absolve  thee. — I  must  know  this  precious  young 
harlot.   \_Aside.\ — Once  more,  I  say,  her  name  ? 

Dare.  But  I  have  sworn,  sir ;  you'd  not  have  me 
be  forsworn. 
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Father.  A  mortal  sin  in  itself:  swearing  is 
another  sin.  Farewell ;  I'll  have  no  more  to  do 
with  thee :  thy  sins  are  of  too  deep  a  die,  and  Satan 

be  upon  thee A  damned  rogue  not  to  tell  her 

name. 

Dare.  Oh !  oh !  dear  sir,  come  back  again,  and 
leave  me  not  in  this  desperate,  desponding,  sad  con- 
dition. [^Exit  Father. 

Beau.  If  he  has  any  mercy  in  this  case,  but  upon 
his  own  conditions,  he's  no  father  of  mine,  I'm 
sure  on't. 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Luc.  Oh,  sir,  I  am  glad  I  have  met  with  you ;  a 
word  with  you  in  private  ;  turn,  turn  this  way,  into 
the  next  room,  quickly  ;  Porcia,  Porcia,  your  widow 
Porcia,  sir. 

Bean.  Hah !  speak ;  where  is  she,  thou  pretty, 
smiling  Mercury ! 

Luc.  I  am  to  bring  her  to  you  this  moment :  no 
more  words,  but  in  sir,  in,  if  you'll  be  happy. 

Cour.  Porcia,  Porcia,  said  he  ?  then  I  am  sure  it 
must  be  Beaugard  :  a  pretty  pimp  that,  I'll  warrant 
him.  [Aside. 

Beau.  And  shall  I  trust  thee  ? 

Luc.  Why  should  I  deceive  you  : 

Beau.  Be  sure  thou  dost  not,  as  thou  lovest  the 
welfare  of  this  soft,  tender  outside  ;  adieu  for  a 
minute.  \_E.vit. 

Luc.  That  minute  gives  her  to  your  possession, 
sir — 

Sylvia  at  the  Door. 

Hist,  madam  I  hist  I  the  coast  is  now  clear. 

Syl.  Where  are  you,  Ill-nature  ? 

Luc.  Here,  tortured  with  my  longings.  Where 
are  vou?  come,  come. 
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Syl.  Why  do  you  make  me  do  this  ? 

Luc»  Is  that  a  question  now  ?  Turn,  turn  into 
the  dark  chamber:  I'll  but  secure  this  door,  and 
then  the  night's  our  own.  » 

Syl.  Don't  stay  too  long. 

Cour.  How  afraid  she  is,  lest  he  should  come 
again  too  soon.  \_Aside. 

Luc.  Be  satisfied,  I'll  fly — that  is  from  you  as 
fast  as  I  can :  for  I  hope  I  have  fitted  you.  /, 

\_E.vit  Sylvia. 

Cour.  Nay,  faith,  if  this  be  the  custom  of  the 
house,  I'll  lurk  here  no  longer  :  The  Devil,  again! 

Re-enter  Father. 

Father.  Trouble  me  no  more,  I  say ;  I  will  not 
be  persuaded  ;  I  will  know  the  adulteress's  name, 
that  I  may  admonish  her  :  for  it  has  been  of  ancient 
practice  in  these  our  pious  offices,  to  make  our 
converts  confess  not  only  all  they  know,  but  all  that 
we  have  a  mind  to  know. 

Dare.  Not,  sir,  I  hope,  if  it  be  improper. 

Father.  No  matter  for  that,  proper  or  improper, 
right  or  wrong,  true  or  false,  if  it  be  for  our  use,  it 
must  be  confessed.  Therefore,  I  say,  and  say 
again,  I  do  not  absolve  thee ;  thou  art  in  the  state 
of  perdition  still :  tell  me  her  name,  or  for  thy 
drunkenness  and  burning  of  houses ;  thy  whore- 
doms and  adulteries ;  blasphemy  and  profanencss  ; 
thy  swearing  and  forswearing ;  thy  rubbing  out 
milk-scores,  and  lamp-blacking  of  signs  in  Covent- 
Garden ;  thy  breaking  of  windows,  kilHng  con- 
stables and  watchmen,  beadles,  tailors,  hackney- 
coachmen  and  link-boys  ;  for  all  these 

\_Noises  of  squeaking  from  each  side  of  the 
Stage  ;  one  from  Sylvia. 
Hark,  there !  the  screaming  fiends  are  at  thy  door 
already:  hark!  [Scream  agai?i. 
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Cour.  Nay,  madam,  if  you  squeak,  and  think 
to  alarm  the  house,  if  I  do  not  behave  myself  hkc 
a  true  friend  to  love,  I  am  mistaken  ;  and  so  here  I 
am  posted,  and  thus  will  maintain  the  pass. 

[Goes   to   the  doo?'  zvhere  Beaugard   and 
Sylvia    are,   and   draws   his  sword  to 
defend  it. 
Luc.    [At  the  door7\  Well  said,  my  civil,  dear, 
and  friendly  cuckold. 

Enter  Theodoret  and  Porcia  crying. 

Theo.  Come  forth,  thou  strumpet. 

Por.  Nay,  cruel  Theodoret,  do  not,  do  not  kill 
me  :  here,  on  my  knees- 

Cour.  How's  this?  Porcia  taken  there,  and  my 
friend  here  in  private  with  Porcia  too  I 

Theo.  Qy  Heaven,  thou  diest  this  moment. 

Cour.  By  Hell,  though,  but  she  shall  not, 
sir. 

Enter  Sylvia,  and  Beaugard  pursuing  her. 

Beau.  Nay,  madam,  then !  How's  this  ?  my 
widow  split  in  twain !  my  Portia  there,  and  Portia 
here  too?  Qonfound  me,  Courtine's  wife!  I  have 
done  finely.^  '-'^    -  i  '       ■       '-^^^ 

Theo.:  You'll  justify  this  usage  ? 

Cour.  You  see,  sir,  lam  responsible. 

[Shews  him  Beaugard. 

Beau.  By  Heaven  unhand  her,  or — Nay,  look, 
sir,   well ;  you'll  know  me. 

.  '  -  [Throws  off  his  disguise. 

Por.  My  faithful  soldier  I 
Beau.  My  victorious  widow! 

>   .t.:  :  ;m5  ;.  [She  runs  into  his  arms. 

Theo.  Call  up  rny  servants  there!  raise  all  the 
household,    v  ^„z 

VOL.11.  "^  I 
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Beau.  I'll  do't,  sir — 

[_Gives  the  sign,  Plunder  a?id  his  Party 
appear. 
See,  here  are  those  that  are  ready  to  wait  on  you,  if 
you  have  any  service  to  command  them. 

Theo.  And  I  will  find  them  service  that  shall 
warm  them.  \_Ea'it, 

Cour.  Now,  I  fancy,  by  this  lady's  concealing 
herself,  she  may  be  a  discovery  worth  the  making. 
Madam,  you  see  here  my  friend  is  inconstant ;  but 
truly  nothing  could  ever  wean  him  from  his  widow 

here Sylvia!  My  wife !  my  rigid  virtuous  wife! 

my  damned,  confounded,  jealous  wife! 

Beau.  Now  hei'e  are  very  hopeful  matters  to- 
wards. 

Cour.  It  was  very  courteously  done  of  me,  Beau- 
gard,  was  it  not,  to  keep  the  door  for  you,  with  my 
own  wife,  sir  ? 

Beau.  Nay,  let  us  not  quarrel,  Ned;  I'll  give 
thee  a  friendly  account  of  this  matter  to-morrow  be- 
tween ourselves ;  in  the  mean  time  be  satisfied  ;  I 
have  not  wronged  thee. 

For.  Will  you  never  leave  this  foraging  into 
other  folks'  quarters,  captain? 

Beau.  I  am  afraid,  widow  of  mine,  you  had  a 
finger  in  the  plot,  though — 

Syl.  Indeed,  my  dearest 

Cour.  Your  humble  servant,  my  dearest!  I  am 
only  glad  of  this  fair  opportunity  to  get  rid  of  you, 
my  dearest :  henceforth,  my  dearest,  I  shall  drink 
my  drink,  my  dearest ;  I  shall  whore,  my  dearest ; 
and  so  long  as  I  can  pimp  so  handsomely  for  you, 
my  dearest,  I  hope,  if  ever  we  return  into  the 
country,  you'll  wink  at  a  small  fault,  now  and 
then,  with  the  dairy- wench,  or  chamber-maid,  my 
dearest. 


SCENE  IV.]  THE  SOLDIER'S  FORTUNE.    115 

Syl.  I  always  was  a  burden  to  your  sight,  and 
you  shall  be  this  time  eased  on't. 

Cou7\  With  all  my  heart !  Heaven  grant  it  would 
last  for  ever. 

Enter  Theodoret. 

Theo.  My  doors  locked  up !  my  servants  gagged 
and  bound !  I  am  betrayed,  undone,  and  I'll  not 
live  to  bear  it. 

Beau.  Nay,  hold,  sir  ;  none  of  that,  neither : 
this  design  was  not  laid  for  a  tragedy. 

Theo.  How  do  you  intend  to  deal  with  me  ? 

Beau,  Like  a  gentleman,  sir ;  though  you  hardly 
deserve  it  of  me  :  in  short,  this  lady  is  in  my  charge 
now,  and  you  in  my  power;  and  by  her  authority, 
this  being  her  own  house,  I  have  made  thus  bold 
with  it;  and  will  take  care  to  dispose  her  here- 
after out  of  the  reach  of  your  merciless  tyranny  ; 
nay,  if  this  reverend  parson  will  do  us  the  friendly 
office,  though  I  have  often  renounced  it,  am  ready 
to  do  it  one  way  this  moment.  Daredevil,  wilt 
thou  lend  me  thy  chaplain  ? 

Dare.  Hey  ! 

Pur.  Rise,  sir  I  Won't  you  rise?  If  your  old 
friend  and  I  make  a  match  on't,  I  hope  you'll  be  so 
kind  to  dance  at  the  wedding. 

Dare.  Dance,  madam  !  I  am  dying. 

Phil.  Thai's  false,  to  my  knowledge,  madam  : 
for  the  surgeon  told  me  last  dressing,  it  was  so 
slight  a  wound,  he  had  much  ado  to  keep  it  from 
healing. 

Dare.  Yes,  by  the  same  token,  when  he  had 
done  with  me,  he  began  with  you,  forsooth;  and 
said,  he  would  shew  you  a  little  of  his  operation,  for 
handling  and  tampering  with  his  box  of  instruments  ; 
and  there's  the  truth  out  now. 

All.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 

I  2 
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Dare.  Why,  gentlemen,  ladies,  friends,  acquaint- 
ance, am  not  I  dying  ?  am  not  I  wounded  ?  is  not 
there  a  hole  in  my  belly,  that  you  may  turn  a  coach 
and  six  in  ? 

Beau.  No,  no :  pr'ythee  leave  raving,  and  get  up, 
for  shame,  man.  Thou  an  Atheist,  thou  believe 
neither  a  God  nor  a  Devil,  and  be  afraid  of  a  hurt 
no  bigger  than  a  pin-hole  !  Courtine,  lend  us  thy 
hand  to  raise  up  our  old  friend  here  :  well,  how  is't 
now  ?  [Sets  him  upon  his  legs. 

Dare.  Ah !  faith  and  troth,  I  fancy,  not  so  bad 
as  I  thought  it  was.  Methinks  I  begin  to  find  my- 
self pretty  hearty;  I  can  stand,  I  can  walk  too,  I 
have  no  pain  at  all.  How  dost  thou  do,  old  Or- 
thodox ? 

[Strilits  hirn  on  the  shoulder,  which  shakes 
the  disguise  J  rom  his  face, 

Cour.  Ah !  but  you  repented,  Daredevil  :  thou 
didst  repent,  friend :  I  am  sorry  to  hoar  of  it,  with 
all  my  heart ;  it  will  be  a  foul  blot  in  thy  escutcheon  : 
but  thou  didst  repent. 

Father.  A  pox  on  the  blockhead,  now  I  shall  be 
known.  [Fumbling  to  fix  his  disguise  again. 

Dare.  Repent !  pr'ythee  be  quiet,  man ;  repent, 
quoth-a!  Why,  dost  thou  think  1  did  not  know  my 
old  customer  for  two  deuces  here,  old  Anti-Abraham, 
the  father  of  unbelievers  ? 

Father.  My  Jacky,  my  little  rogue !  my  dainty 
boy!  Thou  son  of  thine  own  father,  1  caji  hold  no 
longer ;  and  I  must  kiss  thee,  and  I  will  kiss  thee, 
e  e  e  c,  you  dog,  you  dog,  you  dog,  you  little  dear 
damned  dog.  [iSVw^A- Old  Simon.]  Huzza!  the  wi- 
dow's our  own  :  there  lie  divinity. 

Beau.  A  very  Cutter,  as  I  live ;  had  he  but  a 
Tabitha,  a  perfect  Cutter. 

Father.  Now,  Jacky-boy ;  Jacky,  you  rogue, 
shall  not  I  have  a  little  spill  out  of  this  portion  now. 
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hah  ?  The  jolly  worms  that  have  fattened  so  long 
in  this  Malmsey  nose  of  mine,  with  the  fumes  of 
sack,  will  die,  and  drop  out  of  their  sockets  else. 
Couldst  thou  have  the  heart  to  see  this  illuminated 
nose  of  mine  look  like  an  empty  honey-comb  ? 
couldst  thou  be  so  hard-hearted  ? 

Por.  Faith,  captain,  be  mollified ;  the  old  gen- 
tleman, methinks,  proposes  very  moderately. 

Father.  It  shall  be  so  ;  she  shall  be  my  daughter- 
in-law,  though  I  invert  the  order  of  duty,  and 
ask  her  blessing. 

Beau.  Look  you,  sir  :  though  you  have  been  a 
very  ungracious  father,  upon  condition  that  you'll 
promise  to  leave  oft'  gaming,  and  stick  to  your 
whoring  and  drinking,  I  will  treat  with  you. 

Father.  The  truth  on't  is,  I  have  been  to  blame. 
Jack ;  but  thou  shalt  find  me  hereafter  very  obe- 
dient ;  that  is,  provided  I  have  any  terms :  which 
are  these — 

Bean.  Come  on,  then. 

Father.  Three  bottles  of  sack,  Jack,  per  diem, 
without  deduction,  or  false  measure :  two  pounds  of 
tobacco,  per  month  ;  and  that  of  the  best  too. 

Cour.  Truly,  this  is  but  reasonable. 

Father.  Buttock-beef  and  March  beer  at  dinner, 
vou  rogue:  a  young  wench,  of  my  own  choosing,  to 
wait  on  nobody  but  me  always :  money  in  my 
pocket:  an  old  pacing  horse,  and  an  elbow-chair. 

Beau.  Agreed.  You  see,  sir,  already,  I  am  be- 
ginning to  settle  my  family  ;  and  all  this  comes  of 
the  dominion  chance  has  over  us.  By  chance  you 
took  the  charge  of  an  old  father  off"  my  hands,  and 
made  a  chaplain  of  him.  By  the  same  sort  of 
chance  I  have  taken  this  lady  off  from  your  hands, 
and  intend  to  make  her  another  sort  of  domestic. 
What  say  you  sir  ?  are  you  contented  ? 

Theo.  1  cannot  tell  whether  I  am  or  no. 
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Beau.  Then  you  are  not  so  wise  a  man  as  I  took 
you  for.  In  the  mean  time,  for  your  hberty,  you 
must  dispense  with  the  want  of  it,  till  I  have  this 
night  secured  the  safety  of  my  widow.  Your 
friend  Gratian,  because  of  his  wounds,  is  only 
locked  in  his  chamber,  and  may  take  his  rest  as 
otherwise.  For  the  other  part  of  the  family,  I  care 
not  to  make  excuses. 

Thus  still,  with  power  in  hand,  we  treat  of  peace  ; 
But  when  'tis  ratified,  suspicions  cease  ; 
The  conquer'd  to  recruiting  labours  move ; 
Like  me,  the  victor  crowns  his  ease  with  love. 

\_Edeunt  omnes^ 


EPILOGUE. 


IT  is  not  long,  since  in  the  noisy  Pit, 
Tumultuous  faction  sat  the  judge  of  wit ; 
There  knaves  applauded  what  their  blockheads  writ. 

At  a  whig-brothers  play,  the  baivUng  croxvd 
Burst  out  in  shouts,  as  zealous  and  as  loud, 
As  when  some  member  s  stout  election  beer 
Gains  the  mad  voice  of  a  xvhole  drunken  shire. 

And  yet,  even  then,  our  poefs  truth  zvas  tried. 
Though  'tzvas  a  devlish  pull  to  stem  the  tide : 
And  though  he  neer  did  line  of  treason  write, 
Nor  made  one  rocket  on  Queen  Bess's  night. 
Such  was  his  fortune,  or  so  good  his  cause, 
Even  then  he  fail' d  not  wholly  of  applause. 
He  that  could  then  escape,  nozv  bolder  grows : 
Since  the  whig-tide  runs  out,  the  loyal  flows. 
All  you  who  lately  here  presu7Ji*d  to  bawl. 
Take  ivarning  from  your  brethren  at  Guildhall ; 
The  spirit  of  rebellion  there  is  queWd, 
And  here  your  poet's  acts  are  all  repealed : 
Impartial  justice  has  reswnd  again 
Her  axvful  seat,  nor  bears  the  sxvord  in  vain. 
The  stage  shall  lash  the  follies  of  the  times. 
And  the  law's  vens;eance  overtake  the  crimes. 
The  perjurd  wretch  shall  no  protection  gain 
From  his  dishonour  d  robe  and  golden  chain  ; 
But  stand  e.vposd  to  all  tli  insulting  town, 
fVhile  rotten  eggs  bedaub  the  scarlet  gown. 
Pack  hence  betimes,  you  that  were  never  sparing 
To  save  the  land,  and  damn  yourselves,  by  swearing. 
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Should  the  wise  City  now,  to  ease  your  fears, 
Erect  an  office  to  ensure  your  ears, 
ThitJter  such  numrous  shoals  of  witnesses 
And  juries,  conscious  of  their  guilt,  would  press, 
That  to  the  Cliamber  hence  might  more  be  gaind. 
Than  ever  Mother  Cresswellfrom  it  drain  d ; 
And  perjury  to  the  orphans  bank  restore 
Whatever  whoredom  robbed  it  of  before. 
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A  TRAGEDY. 


Qui  pelago  credit  magno,  sefcenore  tollit ; 
Qui  pugnas  et  castra  petit,  prcecingitur  auro  j 
Vilis  adulator  pictojacet  ehrius  ostro; 
Et  qui  sollicilat  nuptas,  ad  prcemia  peccat : 
Sola  pruinosis  horret  facundia  pannis, 
Atque  inopi  lingua  deserias  invocat  aries. 

Pbtron.  Arb.  Sat. 


TO   HER   ROYAL  HIGHNESS 


THE  DUCHESS. 


MADAM, 

After  having  a  great  while  wished  to  write 
something  that  might  be  worthy  to  lay  at  your 
Highness's  feet,  and  finding  it  impossible:  since 
the  world  has  been  so  kind  to  me  to  judge  of  this 
poem  to  my  advantage,  as  the  most  pardonable 
fault  which  I  had  made  in  its  kind ;  I  had  sinned 
against  myself,  if  I  had  not  chosen  this  opportunity 
to  implore  (what  my  ambition  i«  most  fond  of) 
your  favour  and  protection. 

For  though  Fortune  would  not  so  far  bless  my 
endeavours,  as  to  encourage  them  with  your  Royal 
Highness's  presence,  when  this  came  into  the 
world ;  yet  I  cannot  but  declare  it  was  my  design 
and  hopes,  it  might  have  been  your  divertisement 
in  that  happy  season,  when  you  returned  again  to 
cheer  all  those  eyes  that  had  before  wept  for  your 
departure,  and  enliven  all  hearts  that  had  drooped 
for  your  absence  :  when  wit  ought  to  have  paid  its 
choicest  tributes  in,  and  joy  have  known  no  limits, 
then  I  hoped  my  little  mite  would  not  have  beeii 
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rejected  ;  though  my  ill-fortune  was  too  hard  for 
me,  and  I  lost  a  greater  honour,  by  your  Royal 
Highness's  absence,  than  all  the  applauses  of  the 
world  besides  can  make  me  reparation  for. 

Nevertheless,  I  thought  myself  not  quite  un- 
happy, so  long  as  1  had  hopes  this  way  yet  to  re- 
compense my  disappointment  past :  when  I  con- 
sidered, also,  that  poetry  might  claim  right  to  a 
little  share  in  your  favour :  for  Tasso  and  Ariosto, 
some  of  the  best,  have  made  their  names  eternal, 
by  transmitting  to  after-ages  the  glory  of  your 
ancestors  :  and  under  the  spreading  of  that  shade, 
where  two  of  the  best  have  planted  their  laurels, 
how  honoured  should  I  be,  who  am  the  worst,  if 
but  a  branch  might  grow  for  me. 

I  dare  not  think  of  offering  any  thing  in  this  ad- 
dress that  miglit  look  like  a  panegyric ;  for  fear, 
lest,  when  I  have  done  my  best,  the  world  should 
condemn  me  for  saying  too  little,  and  you  yourself 
check  me  for  meddling  with  a  task  unfit  for  my 
talent. 

For  the  description  of  virtues  and  perfections  so 
rare  as  yours  are,  ought  to  be  done  by  as  deliberate, 
as  skilful  a  hand ;  the  features  must  be  drawn  very 
fine  to  be  like ;  hasty  daubing  will  but  spoil  the 
picture,  and  make  it  so  unnatural,  as  must  want 
false  lights  to  set  it  off:  and  your  virtue  can  receive 
no  more  lustre  from  practices,  than  your  beauty 
can  be  improved  by  art ;  which,  as  it  charms  the 
bravest  prince  that  ever  amazed  the  world  with  his 
virtue,  so  let  but  all  other  hearts  inquire  into  them- 
selves, and  then  judge  how  it  ought  to  be  praised. 
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Your  love  too,  as  none  but  that  great  liero  who 
has  it  could  deserve  it,  and,  therefore,  by  a  parti- 
cular lot  from  Heaven,  was  destined  to  so  extraor- 
dinary a  blessing,  so  matchless  for  itself,  and  so 
wondrous  for  its  constancy,  shall  be  remembered  to 
your  immortal  honour,  when  all  otlier  transactions 
of  the  age  you  live  in  shall  be  forgotten. 

But  I  forget  that  I  am  to  ask  pardon  for  the  tault 
I  have  been  all  this  while  committing.  Wherefore, 
I  beg  your  Highness  to  forgive  me  this  presumption, 
and  that  you  will  be  pleased  to  think  well  of  one 
who  cannot  help  resolving,  with  all  the  actions  of 
life,  to  endeavour  to  deserve  it :  nay  more,  I  would 
beg,  and  hope  it  may  be  granted,  that  I  may 
through  yours  never  want  an  advocate  in  his  favour, 
whose  heart  and  mind  you  have  so  entire  a  share 
in  ;  it  is  my  only  portion  and  my  fortune.  I  cannot 
but  be  happy,  so  long  as  I  have  but  hopes  I  may 
enjoy  it,  and  I  must  be  miserable,  should  it  ever 
be  my  ill  fate  to  lose  it. 

This,  with  eternal  wishes  for  your  Royal  High- 
ness's  content,  happiness,  and  prosperity,  in  all 
humility,  is  presented  by 

Your  most  obedient 

And  devoted  servant, 

THO.  OTWAY. 


PROLOGUE. 


TO  you,  great  judges  in  this  writing  age. 
The  sons  of  wit,  and  patrons  of  the  Stage^ 
With  all  those  humble  thoughts,  zvhicli  still  have 

swayd 
His  p)nde,  much  doubting,  trembling,  and  afraid 
Ofxvhat  is  to  his  zvant  of  merit  due. 
And  awed  by  every  eicellence  iji  you, 
The  author  sends  to  beg  you  will  be  kind. 
And  spare  those  many  faults  you  needs  must  find. 
You  to  xvhom  wit  a  common  foe  is  groicn. 
The  thing  ye  scorn  and  publicly  disoxvn  ; 
Though  nozv  perhaps  you  re  here  for  other  ends. 
He  szcears  to  me  ye  otight  to  be  his  friends : 
For  he  ne'er  calV d  ye  ytt  insipid  tools  ; 
JVor  zvrote  one  line  to  tell  ye  you  zvere  fools: 
But  says,  of  wit  ye  have  so  large  a  store. 
So  very  much,  you  never  zvill  have  more. 
He  ne*er  with  libel  treated  yet  the  town. 
The  names  of  honest  men  bedauVd  and  shown  ; 
Nay,  never  once  lampoon  d  the  harmless  life 
Of  suburb  virgin,  or  of  city  wife. 
Satires  tli  effect  of  poetry  s  disease. 
Which,  sick  of  a  lewd  age,  she  vents  for  ease. 
But  nozv  her  only  strife  should  be  to  please  ; 
Since  of  ill  fate  the  baneful  cloud*  s  withdrawn  ; 
And  happiness  agaiji  begins  to  dazvn  ; 
Since  back  with  joy  and  triumpJi  he  is  come. 
That  alzcays  drew  fears  hence,  neer  brought  them 
home  ; 
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Oft  has  he  ploughed  the  boisterous  ocean  o'er. 
Yet  neer  more  xvelcome  to  the  longing  shore. 
Not  when  he  brought  home  victories  before. 
For  then  fresh  laurels  four  is  h'  d  on  his  brow. 
And  he  comes  crozond  with  olive-branches  now  I 
Receive  him !  Oh  receive  him  as  his  friends. 
Embrace  the  blessings  which  he  recommends  ; 
Such  quiet  as  your  Joes  shall  ne'er  destroy  ; 
Then  shake  off  fears,  and  clap  your  hands  for  joy. 


:v^  '\,#«.;jr- 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 


Acasto,  a  Nobleman  retired  from  the  Court,  and 

living  privately  in  the  country. 

Castalio,      >  , . 

T>  1    1  >nis  sons. 

Polydore,    3 

Chamont,  a  young  soldier  of  fortune. 

T>    1-     '      >  servant s  i?i  the  family. 
raulino,      y  j         :j 

Cordelio,  Polydore*s  page. 

Chaplain. 

WOMEN. 

Monimia,  the  Orphan,  left  under  the  guardianship 

of  old  Acasto. 
Serina,  Acasto  s  daughter. 
Florella,  Monimia's  xvoman. 

Scefie,  Bohemia* 
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ACT  I. 
SCENE  I. 


Enter  Paulino  and  Ernesto. 

Paul.  'Tis  strange,  Ernesto,  this  severity 
Should  still  reign  powerful  in  Acasto's  mind. 
To  hate  the  court  where  he  was  bred  and  liv'd. 
All  honours  heap'd  on  him  that  power  could  give. 

Em.  'Tis  true,  he  thither  came  a  private  gentle-, 
man, 
But  young  and  brave,  and  of  a  family 
Ancient  and  noble  as  the  empire  holds. 
The  honours  he  has  gain'd  are  justly  his ; 
He  purchas'd  them  in  war ;  thrice  has  he  led 
An  army  'gainst  the  rebels,  and  as  often 
Return'd  with  victory ;  the  world  has  not 
A  truer  soldier,  or  a  better  subject. 

Paul.  It  was  his  virtue  at  first  made  me  serve 
him  ; 
He  is  the  best  of  masters  as  of  friends  : 
I  know  he  has  lately  been  invited  thither ; 

VOL.  II.  K 
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Yet  still  he  keeps  his  stubborn  purpose,  cries 
He's  old,  and  willingly  would  be  at  rest : 
I  doubt  there's  deep  resentment  in  his  mind 
For  the  late  slight  his  honour  sufFer'd  there. 

Em.  Has  he  not  reason  ?  When,  for  what  he  had 
borne. 
Long,  hard,  and  faithful  toil,  he  might  have  claim'd 
Places  in  honour  and  employment  high, 
A  huffing,  shining,  flattering,  cringing  coward, 
A  canker-worm  of  peace,  was  raised  above  him. 

Paul.  Yet  still  he  holds  just  value  for  the  king. 
Nor  ever  names  him  but  with  highest  reverence. 
'Tis  noble  that 

Em.  Oh  !  I  have  heard  him  wanton  in  his  praise. 
Speak  things  of  him  might  charm  the  ears  of  envy. 

Paul.  Oh  may  he  live  'till  nature's  self  grow  old. 
And  from  her  womb  no  more  can  bless  the  earth ! 
For,  when  he  dies,  farewell  all  honour,  bounty. 
All  generous  encouragement  of  arts. 
For  charity  herself  becomes  a  widow. 

Em.  No,  he  has  two  sons  that  were  ordain'd  to 
be 
As  well  his  virtue's,  as  his  fortune's  heirs. 

Paul.  They're  both  of  nature  mild,  and  full  of 
sweetness. 
They  came  twins  from  the  womb,  and  still  they  live 
As  if  they  would  go  twins  too  to  the  grave : 
Neither  has  any  thing  he  calls  his  own, 
But  of  each  other's  joys  as  griefs  partaking  ; 
So  very  honestly,  so  well  they  love, 
As  they  were  only  for  each  other  born. 

Em.  Never  was  parent  in  an  offspring  happier ; 
He  has  a  daughter  too,  whose  blooming  age 
Promises  goodness  equal  to  her  beauty. 

Paul.  And  as  there  is  a  friendship  'twixt  the  bre- 
thren, 
So  has  her  infant  nature  chosen  too 
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A  faithful  partner  of  her  thoughts  and  wishes. 
And  kind  companion  of  her  harmless  pleasures. 
Ei'n.  You  mean  the  beauteous  orphan,  fair  Mo- 

nimia ! 
Paul.  The  same,  the  daughter  of  the  brave  Cha- 

mont. 
He  was  our  lord's  companion  in  the  wars. 
Where  such  a  wondrous  friendship  grew  between 

them 
As  only  death  could  end  :  Chamont's  estate 
Was  ruin'd  in  our  late  and  civil  discords  ; 
Therefore,  unable  to  advance  her  fortune, 
He  left  his  daughter  to  our  master's  care ; 
To  such  a  care  as  she  scarce  lost  a  father. 

Em.  Her  brother  to  the  emperor's  wars  went  early. 
To  seek  a  fortune,  or  a  noble  fate ; 
Whence  he  with  honour  is  expected  back, 
And  mighty  marks  of  that  great  prince's  favour, 

Paul.  Our  master  never  would  permit  his  sons 
To  launch  for  fortune  in  th'  uncertain  world. 
But  warns  them  to  avoid  both  courts,  and  camps, 
Where  dilatory  fortune  plays  the  jilt  * 

With  the  brave,  noble,  honest,  gallant  man. 
To  throw  herself  away  on  fools  and  knaves. 

Eim.  They  both  have  forward,  generous,  active 

spirits  : 
''Tis  daily  their  petition  to  their  father. 
To  send  them  forth  where  glory's  to  be  gotten ; 
They  cry  they're  weary  of  their  lazy  home. 
Restless  to  do  something  that  fame  may  talk  of. 
To-day  they  chas'd  the  boar,  and  near  this  time 
Should  be  return'd.  '^ 

Paul.  Oh  that's  a  royal  sport ! 

We  yet  may  see  the  old  man  in  a  morning. 
Lusty  as  health  come  ruddy  to  the  field. 
And  there  pursue  the  chase,  as  if  he  meant 
To  o'ertake  time,  and  bring  back  youth  again. 

[^Exeunt. 
K  2 
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Enter  Castalio,  Polydore,  and  Page. 

Cas.  Polydore  !  our  sport 
Has  been  to-day  much  better  for  the  danger ; 
"When  on  the  brink  the  foaming  boar  I  met. 
And  in  his  side  thought  to  have  lodg'd  my  spear. 
The  desperate  savage  rush'd  within  my  force. 
And  bore  me  headlong  with  him  down  the  rock. 

Pol.  But  then 

Cas.  Ay  then,  my  brother,  my  friend  Polydore, 
Like  Perseus  mounted  on  his  winged  steed, 
Came  on,  and  down  the  dangerous  precipice  leap'd 
To  save  Castalio.     'Twas  a  god-like  act. 

Pol.  But  when  I  came,  I  found  you  conqueror. 
Oh  my  heart  danc'd  to  see  your  danger  past ! 
The  heat  and  fury  of  the  chase  was  cold. 
And  I  had  notliing  in  my  mind  but  joy. 

Cas.  So,  Polydore,  methinks  we  might  in  war 
Rush  on  together  ;  thou  shouldst  be  my  guard, 
And  I  be  thine  ;  what  is't  could  hurt  us  then  ? 
Now  half  the  youth  of  Europe  are  in  arms. 
How  fulsome  must  it  be  to  stay  behind. 
And  die  of  rank  diseases  here  at  home  ? 

Pol.  No,  let  me  purchase  in  my  youth  renown,. 
To  make  me  lov'd  and  valu'd  when  I'm  old  ; 
I  would  be  busy  in  the  world,  and  learn. 
Not  like  a  coarse  and  useless  dupghill  weed, 
Fix'd  to  one  spot,  and  rot  just  as  I  grow. 

Cas.  Our  father 
Has  ta'en  himself  a  surfeit  of  the  world. 
And  cries  it  is  not  safe  that  we  should  taste  it ; 
I  own  I  have  duty  very  powerful  in  me ; 
And  though  I'd  hazard  all  to  raise  my  name. 
Yet  he's  so  tender  and  so  good  a  father, 
1  could  not  do  a  thing  to  cross  his  will. 

Pol.  Castalio,  I  have  doubts  within  my  heart, 
Which  you,  and  only  you,  can  satisfy : 
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Will  you  be  free  and  candid  to  your  friend  ? 

Cas.  Have  I  a  thought  my  Polydore  should  not 
know  ? 
What  can  this  mean  ? 

Pol.  Nay,  I'll  conjure  you  too, 

By  all  the  strictest  bonds  of  faithful  friendship, 
To  shew  your  heart  as  naked  in  this  point 
As  you  would  purge  you  of  your  sins  to  Heaven. 

Cas.  I  will. 

Pol.  And  should  I  chance  to  touch  it  nearly,  bear 
it 
With  all  the  suflTrance  of  a  tender  friend  ? 

Cas.  As  calmly  as  the  wounded  patient  bears 
The  artist's  hand,  that  ministers  his  cure. 

Pol.  That's  kindly  said.     You  know  our  father's 
ward. 
The  fair  Monimia ;  is  your  heart  at  peace  ? 
Is  it  so  guarded  that  you  could  not  love  her  ? 

Cas.  Suppose  I  should  ? 

Pol.  Suppose  you  should  not,  brother. 

Cas.  You'd  say  I  must  not. 

Pol.  That  would  sound  too  roughly 

'Twixt  friends  and  brothers  as  we  two  are. 

Cas.  Is  love  a  fault  ? 

Pol.  In  one  of  us  it  may  be : 

What  if  I  love  her  ? 

Cas.  Then  I  must  inform  you 

I  lov'd  her  first,  and  cannot  quit  the  claim. 
But  will  preserve  the  birth- right  of  my  passion. 

Pol.  You  will. 

Cas.  I  will. 

Pol.  No  more,  I've  done. 

Cas.  Why  not  ? 

Pol.  I  told  you  I  had  done  ; 
But  you,  Castalio,  would  dispute  it. 

Cas.  No : 

Not  with  my  Polydore ;  though  I  must  own 
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My  nature  obstinate  and  void  of  sufTrance. 
Love  reigns  a  very  tyrant  in  my  heart, 
Attended  on  his  throne  by  all  his  guards 
Of  furious  wishes,  fears,  and  nice  suspicions, 
I  could  not  bear  a  rival  in  my  friendship, 
I  am  so  much  in  love  and  fond  of  thee. 

Pol.  Yet  you  will  break  this  friendship ! 

Cas.  Not  for  crowns. 

Pol.  But  for  a  toy  you  would,  a  woman's  toy. 
Unjust  CastaUo. 

Cas.  Pr'ythce,  where's  my  fault  ? 

Pol,  You  love  Moniniia. 

Cas.  Yes. 

Pol.  And  you  would  kill  me. 

If  I'm  your  rival. 

Cas.  No,  sure  we're  such  friends. 

So  much  one  man,  that  our  affections  too 
Must  be  united,  and  the  same  as  we  are. 

Pol.  I  doat  upon  Monimia. 

Cas.  Love  her  still ; 

Win,  and  enjoy  her.  . 

Pol.  Both  of  us  cannot. 

Cas.  No  matter 
Whose  chance  it  proves,  but  let's  not  quarrel  for't. 

Pol.  You  would  not  w^d  Monimia,  would  you  : 

Cas.  Wed  her! 
No !  were  she  all  desire  could  wish,  as  fair 
As  would  the  vainest  of  her  sex  be  thought, 
With  wealth  beyond  what  woman's  pride  could 

waste, 
She  should  not  cheat  me  of  my  freedom.     Marry ! 
When  I  am  old  and  weary  of  the  worlds 
I  may  grow  desperate. 
And  take  a  wife  to  mortify  withal. 

Pol.  It  is  an  elder  brother's  duty  so 
To  propagate  his  family  and  name : 
You  would  not  have  yours  die  and  buried  with  you  } 
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Cas.  Mere  vanity,  and  silly  dotage  all ; 
No,  let  me  live  at  large,  and  when  I  die- 


Pol.  Who  shall  possess  th'  estate  you  leave  ? 

Cas.  My  friend. 

If  he  survives  me  ;  if  not,  my  king, 
Who  may  bestow't  again  on  some  brave  man. 
Whose  honesty  and  services  deserve  one. 

Pol.  Tis  kindly  offer'd. 

Cas.  By  yon  Heaven,  I  love 

My  Polydore  beyond  all  worldly  joys, 
And  would  not  shock  his  quiet,  to  be  blest 
With  greater  happiness  than  man  e'er  tasted. 

Pol.  And  by  that  Heaven  eternally  I  swear 
To  keep  the  kind  Castalio  in  my  heart. 
Whose  shall  Monimia  be  ? 

Cas.  No  matter  whose. 

Pol.   Were  you  not  with  her  privately  last  night? 

Cas.  I  was,  and  should  have  met  her  here  again; 
But  th'  opportunity  shall  now  be  thine ; 
Myself  will  bring  thee  to  the  scene  of  love  ; 
But  have  a  care,  by  friendship  I  conjure  thee, 
That  no  false  play  be  offer'd  to  thy  brother. 
Urge  all  thy  powers  to  make  thy  passion  prosper, 
But  wrong  not  mine. 

Pol.  Heaven  blast  me  if  I  do. 

Cas.  If't  prove  thy  fortune,   Polydore,    to   con- 
quer, 
(For  thou  hast  all  the  arts  of  soft  persuasion  !) 
Trust  me,  and  let  me  know  thy  love's  success. 
That  I  may  ever  after  stifle  mine. 

Pol.  Though  she  be  dearer  to  my  soul  than  rest 
To  weary  pilgrims,  or  to  misers  gold. 
To  great  men  power,  or  wealthy  cities  pride. 
Rather  than  wrong  Castalio,  I'd  forget  her. 
For  if  ye  Powers  have  happiness  in  store, 
When  ye  would  shower  down  joys  on  Polydore, 
In  one  great  blessing  all  your  bounty  send. 
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That  I  may  never  lose  so  dear  a  friend. 
[^E,veu7it  Castalio  and  Polydore.     Manet  Page. 

Enter  Monimia. 

3Ion.  So  soon  return'd  from  hunting  ?  This  fair 
day   ^ 
Seems  as  if  sent  t'  invite  the  world  abroad. 
Pass'd  not  Castaho  and  Polydore  this  way  ? 

Page.  Madam,  just  now. 

Mon.  Sure  some  ill  fate's  upon  me. 

Distrust  and  heaviness  sit  round  my  heart. 
And  apprehension  shocks  my  timorous  soul. 
Why  was  I  not  laid  in  my  peaceful  grave 
With  my  poor  parents  !  and  at  rest  as  they  are  ? 
Instead  of  that  I'm  wandering  into  cares. 
Castalio!  O  Castalio!  Thou  hast  caught 
My  foolish  heart ;  and,  like  a  tender  child, 
That  trusts  his  play-thing  to  another  hand, 
I  fear  its  harm,  and  fain  would  have  it  back. 
Come  near,  Cordelio,  I  must  chide  you,  sir. 

Page.  Why,  madam,  have  1  done  you  any  wrong? 

Mon.  I  never  see  you  now  ;  you  have  been  kinder; 
Sate  by  my  bed,  and  sung  me  pretty  songs  : 
Perhaps  I've  been  ungrateful :  here's  money  for  you : 
Will  you  oblige  me  ?  Shall  I  see  you  oftener  ? 

Page.  Madam,  I'd  serve  you  with  my  soul ; 
But  in  the  morning  when  you  call  me  to  you. 
As  by  your  bed  I  stand  and  tell  you  stories, 
I  am  asham'd  to  see  your  swelling  breasts. 
It  makes  me  blush,  they  are  so  very  white. 

Mon.  Oh  men  for  flattery  and  deceit  renown'd  ! 
Thus  when  you're  young  ye  learn  it  all  like  him, 
'Till  as  your  years  increase,  that  strengthens  too, 
T'  undo  poor  maids,  and  make  our  ruin  easy. 
Tell  me,  Cordelio,  for  thou  oft  hast  heard 
Their  friendly  converse,  and  their  bosom  secrets, 
Sometimes  at  least,  have  they  not  talk'd  of  me  ? 
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Page.  Oh  madam !  very  wickedly  they  have  talk'd! 
But  I'm  afraid  to  name  it,  for  they  say 
Boys  must  be  whipp'd  that  tell  their  masters'  secrets. 

Mon.  Fear  not,  Cordelio  !  it  shall  ne'er  be  known; 
For  I'll  preserve  the  secret  as  'tv/ere  mine. 
Polydore  cannot  be  so  kind  as  I. 
I'll  furnish  thee  for  all  thy  harmless  sports 
With  pretty  toys,  and  thou  shalt  be  my  page. 

Page,  And  truly,  madam,  I  had  rather  be  so. 
Methinks  you  love  me  better  than  my  lord. 
For  he  was  never  half  so  kind  as  you  are. 
What  must  I  do  ? 

Mon,  Inform  me  how  thou  hast  heard 

Castalio  and  his  brother  use  my  name. 

Page.  With  all  the  tenderness  of  love. 
You  were  the  subject  of  their  last  discourse. 
At  first  I  thought  it  would  have  fatal  prov'd  ; 
But  as  the  one  grew  hot  the  other  cool'd, 
And  yielded  to  the  frailty  of  his  friend ; 
At  last,  after  much  struggling,  'twas  resolv'd  ■ 

Mon.  What,  good  Cordelio  ? 

Page,  Not  to  quarrel  for  you. 

Mon.  I  would   not  have  them,    by  my  dearest 
hopes, 
I  would  not  be  the  argument  of  strife. 
But  surely  my  Castalio  won't  forsake  me. 
And  make  a  mockery  of  my  easy  love. 
Went  they  together  r 

Page.  Yes,  to  seek  you,  madam. 

Castalio  promis'd  Polydore  to  bring  him 
Where  he  alone  might  meet  you, 
And  fairly  try  the  fortune  of  his  wishes. 

Mon.  Am  I  then  grown  so  cheap,  just  to  be  made 
A  common  stake,  a  prize  for  love  in  jest  ? 
Was  not  Castalio  very  loth  to  yield  it, 
Or  was  it  Polydore's  unruly  passion, 
That  heightened  the  debate  ? 
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Page.  The  fault  was  Polydore's. 

Castalio  play'd  with  love,  and  smiling  shew'd 
The  pleasure,  not  the  pangs  of  his  desire. 
He  said  no  woman's  smiles  should  buy  his  freedom  ; 
And  marriage  is  a  mortifying  thing. 

Mon.  Then  I  am  ruin'd,  if  Castalio's  false. 
Where  is  there  faith  and  honour  to  be  found  ? 
Ye  Gods,  that  guard  the  innocent,  and  guide 
The  weak ;  protect,  and  take  me  to  your  care. 
Oh  but  I  love  him :  there's  the  rock  will  wreck  me  ! 
Why  was  I  made  with  all  my  sex's  softness. 
Yet  want  the  cunning  to  conceal  its  follies  ? 
I'll  see  Castalio,  tax  him  with  his  falsehoods. 
Be  a  true  woman,  rail,  protest  my  wrongs ; 
Resolve  to  hate  him,  and  yet  love  him  still. 

Enter  Castalio  and  Polydore. 

He  comes,  the  conqueror  comes  !  lie  still,  my  heart. 
And  learn  to  bear  thy  injuries  with  scorn. 

Cas.  Madam,  my  brother  begs  he  may  have  leave 
To  tell  you  something  that  concerns  you  nearly  ; 
I  leave  you  as  becomes  me,  and  withdraw. 

Mon.  My  lord  Castalio ! 

Cas.  Madam ! 

Mon.  Have  you  purpos'd 

To  abuse  me  palpably  ?  What  means  tliis  usage  ? 
Why  am  I  left  with  Polydore  alone  ? 

Cas.  He    best    can    tell  you.     Business    of  im- 
portance 
Calls  me  away,  I  must  attend  my  father. 

Mon.  Will  you  then  leave  me  thus? 

Cas.  But  for  a  moment. 

Mon.  It  has  been  otherwise ;  the  time  has  been. 
When  business  might  have  stay'd^  and  I  been  heard. 

Cas.  I  could  for  ever  hear  thee  ;  but  this  time 
Matters  of  such  odd  circumstances  press  me. 
That  I  must  go \^Ex\t. 
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Alon.  Then  go,  and,  ift  be  possible,  for  ever. 
Well,  my  lord  Polydore,  I  guess  your  business. 
And  read  th'ill-natur'd  purpose  in  your  eyes. 

Pol.  If  to  desire  you  more  than  miser's  wealth, 
Or  dying  men  an  hour  of  added  life. 
If  softest  wishes,  and  a  heart  more  true. 
Than  ever  sufter'd  yet  for  love  disdain'd. 
Speak  an  ill  nature,  you  accuse  me  justly. 

Mon.  Talk  not  of  love,  my  lord,  I  must  not  hear 
it. 

Pol.  Who  can  behold  such  beauty,  and  be  silent? 
Desire  first  taught  us  words  :  man,  when  created. 
At  first  alone  long  wander'd  up  and  down. 
Forlorn,  and  silent  as  his  vassal  beasts  ; 
But  when  a  heaven-born  maid,  like  you,  appear  d, 
Strange  pleasures  fiU'd  his  eyes  and  fir'd  his  heart, 
Unloos'd  his  tongue,  and  his  first  talk  was  love. 

Mon.  The  first  created  pair,  indeed,  were  blest; 
They  were  the  only  objects  of  each  other. 
Therefore  he  courted  her  ;  and  her  alone  : 
But  in  this  peopled  world  of  beauty,  where 
There's  roving  room,  where  you  may  court,  and  ruin 
A  thousand  more,  why  need  you  talk  to  me  ? 

Pol.  Oh  !  I  could  talk  to  thee  for  ever  :  thus 
Eternally  admiring,  fix  and  gaze 
On  those  dear  eyes ;  for  every  glance  they  send 
Darts  through  my  soul,  and  almost  gives  enjoyment. 

AIo7i.  How  can  you  labour  thus  for  my  undoing  ? 
I  must  confess,  indeed,  I  owe  you  more 
Than  ever  I  can  hope  or  think  to  pay. 
There  always  was  a  friendship  'twixt  our  families ; 
And  therefore  when  my  tender  parents  died. 
Whose  ruin'd  fortunes  too  expir'd  with  them. 
Your  father's  pity  and  his  bounty  took  me, 
A  poor  and  helpless  orphan,  to  his  care. 

Pol.  'Twas  heaven  ordain'd  it  so,  to  make  me 
happy. 
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Hence  with  this  peevish  virtue,  'tis  a  cheat, 
And  those  who  taught  it  first  were  hypocrites.         ^ 
Come,  these  soft  tender  hmbs  were  made  for  yield^- 
ing. 

Mon.  Here,  on  my  knees,  by  Heaven's  blest  power 
I  swear,  \_Kncels. 

If  you  persist,  I  ne'er  henceforth  will  see  you,  * 

But  rather  wander  through  the  world  a  beggar. 
And  live  on  sordid  scraps  at  proud  men's  doors ; 
For  though  to  fortune  lost,  I'll  still  inherit 
My  mother's  virtues  and  my  father's  honour. 

Pol.  Intolerable  vanity  !  your  sex 
Was  never  in  the  right !  you're  always  false. 
Or  silly ;  even  your  dresses  are  not  more 
Fantastick  than  your  appetites  :  you  think 
Of  nothing  twice  :  opinion  you  have  none. 
To-day  y'oure  nice,  to-morrow  not  so  free ; 
Now  smile,  then  frown  ;  now  sorrowful,  then  glad ; 
Now  pleas'd,  now  not ;  and  all  you  know  not  why ! 
Virtue  you  affect,  inconstancy's  your  practice. 
And  when  your  loose  desires  once  get  dominion, 
No  hungry  churl  feeds  coarser  at  a  feast ; 
Every  rank  fool  goes  down — 

Mon.  Indeed,  my  lord, 

I  own  my  sex's  follies ;  have  them  all. 
And,  to  avoid  its  fault,  must  fly  from  you  : 
Therefore  believe  me,  could  you  raise  me  high 
As  most  fantastic  woman's  wish  could  reach. 
And  lay  all  nature's  riches  at  my  feet, 
I'd  rather  run  a  savage  in  the  woods 
Amongst  brute  beasts,  grow  wrinkled  and  deform'd. 
As  wildness  and  most  rude  neglect  could  make  me, 
80  I  might  still  enjoy  my  honour  safe 
From  the  destroying  wiles  of  faithless  men. —  \_E.vit. 

Pol.  Who'd  be  that  sordid  foolish  thing  calPd 
man, 
To  cringe  thus,  fawn,  and  flatter  for  a  pleasure, 
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Which  beasts  enjoy  so  very  much  above  him  ? 
The  lusty  bull  ranges  through  all  the  field, 
And  from  the  herd  singling  his  female  out, 
Enjoys  her,  and  abandons  her  at  will. 
It  shall  be  so,  I'll  yet  possess  my  love. 
Wait  on,  and  watch  her  loose  unguarded  hours : 
Then  when  her  roving  thoughts  have  been  abroad^ 
And  brought  in  wanton  wishes  to  her  heart ; 
I'the  very  minute  when  her  virtue  nods, 
I'll  rush  upon  her  in  a  storm  of  love_, 
Beat  down  her  guard  of  honour  all  before  me, 
Surfeit  on  joys,  till  even  desire  grow  sick  ; 
Then  by  long  absence  liberty  regain. 
And  quite  forget  the  jjleasure  and  the  pain. 

[E.rit  PoLYDORE  a?id  Page. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE    I. 

Enter  Acasto,  Castalio,    Polydore,  Attendants. 

Jcas.  To-day  has  been  a  day  of  glorious  sport. 
When  you,  Castalio,  and  your  brother  left  me, 
Forth  from  the  thickets  rush'd  another  boar, 
So  large,  he  seem'd  the  tyrant  of  the  woods. 
With  all  his  dreadful  bristles  rais'd  up  high. 
They  seem'd  a  grove  of  spears  upon  his  back  ; 
Foaming  he  came  at  me,  where  I  was  posted. 
Best  to  observe  which  way  he'd  lead  the  chase. 
Whetting  his  huge  long  tusks,  and  gaping  wide, 
As  if  he  already  had  me  for  his  prey ; 
'Till  brandishing  my  well-pois'd  javelin  high, 
With  this  cold  executing  arm,  I  struck 
The  ugly  brindled  monster  to  the  heart. 
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Cas.  The  actions  of  your  life  were  always  won- 

d'rous. 
Acas.  No  flattery,  boy !  an  honest  man  can't  live 

It  is  a  little  sneaking  art,  which  knaves 
Use  to  cajole  and  soften  fools  withal ;  ' 

If  thou  hast  flattery  in  thy  nature,  out  with't, 
Or  send  it  to  a  court,  for  there  'twill  thrive. 
Pol  Why  there  ? 

Acas.  'Tis,  next  to  money,  current  there ; 

To  be  seen  daily  in  as  many  forms 
As  there  are  sorts  of  vanities,  and  men. 
The  superstitious  statesman  has  his  sneer 
To  smooth  a  poor  man  off  with,  that  can't  bribe  him  ; 
The  grave  dull  fellow  of  small  business  sooths 
The  humorist,  and  will  needs  admire  his  wit: 
Who  without  spleen  could  see  a  hot-brain'd  atheist 
Thanking  a  surly  doctor  for  his  sermon. 
Or  a  grave  counsellor  meet  a  smooth  young  lord. 
Squeeze  him  by  the  hand,  and  praise  his  good  com- 
plexion ? 
Pol.  Courts  are   the  places  where  best  manners 
flourish ; 
Where  the  deserving  ought  to  rise,  and  fools 
Make   show.     Why  should   I   vex   and   chafe   my 

spleen 
To  see  a  gaudy  coxcomb  shine,  when  I 
Have  seen  enough  to  sooth  him  in  his  follies, 
And  ride  him  to  advantage  as  I  please  ? 

Acas.  Who  merit,  ought  indeed  to  rise  in  the  world. 
But  no  wise  man  that's  honest  should  expect  it. 
What  man  of  sense  would  rack  his  generous  mind, 
To  practise  all  the  base  formalities 
And  forms  of  business,  force  a  grave  starch'd  face. 
When  he's  a  very  libertine  in's  heart  ? 
Seem  not  to  know  this  or  that  man  in  public. 
When  privately  perhaps  they  meet  together. 
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And  lay  the  scene  of  some  brave  fellow's  ruin. 
Such  things  are  done 

Cas.  Your  lordship's  wrongs  have  been 

So  great,  that  you  with  justice  may  complain  ; 
But  suffer  us,  whose  younger  minds  ne'er  felt 
Fortune's  deceits,  to  court  her  as  she's  fair: 
Were  she  a  common  mistress,  kind  to  all, 
Her  worth  would  cease,  and  half  the  world  grow 
idle. 

Acas.  Go  to,  you're  fools,  and  know  me  not ;  I've 
learnt 
Long  since  to  bear  revenge,  or  scorn  my  wrongs. 
According  to  the  value  of  the  doer. 
You  both  would  fain  be  great,  and  to  that  end 
Desire  to  do  things  worthy  your  ambition. 
Go  to  the  camp,  preferment's  noblest  mart. 
Where  honour  ought  to  have  the  fairest  play,  you'll 

find- 
Corruption,  envy,  discontent,  and  faction. 
Almost  in  every  band  :  how  many  men 
Have  spent  their  blood  in  their  dear  country's  service. 
Yet  now  pine  under  want,  while  selfish  slaves. 
That  even  would  cut  their  throats,  whom  now  they 

fawn  on. 
Like  deadly  locusts  eat  the  honey  up 
Which  those  industrious  bees  so  hardly  toil'd  for  ? 

Cas.  These  precepts  suit  not  with  my  active  mind; 
Methinks  I  would  be  busy. 

PoL  So  would  I, 

Not  loiter  out  my  life  at  home,  and  know 
No  farther  than  one  prospect  gives  me  leave. 

Acas.  Busy  your  minds  then,  study  arts  and  men : 
Learn  how  to  value  merit  though  in  rags. 
And  scorn  a  proud  ill-manner'd  knave  in  ofHce. 

Enter  Serina,  Monimia^  and  Maid» 
Str.  My  lord,  my  father ! 
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Acas.  Blessings  on  my  child. 

My  little  cherub,  what  hast  thou  to  ask  me  ?  f? 

Ser»  I  bring  you,  sir,  most  glad  and  welcome 
news  : 
The  young  Chamont,  whom  you've  so  often  wish'd  for. 
Is  just  arriv'd  and  entering. 

Acas.  By  my  soul 

And  all  my  honours,  he's  most  dearly  welcome ; 
Let  me  receive  him  like  his  father's  friend. 


Ente?^  Chamont. 


'iA 


Welcome,  thou  relict  of  the  best-lov'd  man. 
Welcome  from  all  the  turmoils,  and  the  hazards 
Of  certain  danger,  and  uncertain  fortune ; 
Welcome  as  happy  tidings  after  fears. 

Cham.  Words  would  but  wrong  the  gratitude  I 
owe  you. 
Should  I  begin  to  speak,  my  soul's  so  full,  ./, 

That  I  should  talk  of  nothing  else  all  day. 

Mo7i.  My  brother ! 

Cham.  Oh  my  sister !  let  me  hold  thee 

Long  in  my  arms.     I've  not  beheld  thy  face 
These  many  days ;  by  night  I've  often  seen  thee 
In  gentle  dreams,  and  satisfied  my  soul 
With  fancied  joys,  'till  morning  cares  awak'd  me. 
Another  sister  !  sure  it  must  be  so  ;  : 

Though,  I  remember  well,  I  had  but  one  :  i 

But  I  feel  something  in  my  heart  that  prompts 
And  tells  me  she  has  claim  and  interest  there. 

Acas.  Young  soldier,  you've  not  only  studied  war;^ 
Courtship,  I  see,  has  been  your  practice  too. 
And  may  not  prove  unwelcome  to  my  daughter. 

Cham.  Is  she  your  daughter  ?  then  my  heart  told 
true ! 
And  I'm  at  least  her  brother  by  adoption : 
For  you  have  made  yourself  to  me  a  father. 
And  by  that  patent  I  have  leave  to  love  her.  j/ 
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Ser.  Monimia,  thou  hast  told  me  men  are  false, 
Will  flatter,  feign,  and  make  an  art  of  love: 
Is  Chamont  so  ?  No,  sure  he's  more  than  man, 
Something  that's  near  divine,  and  truth  dwells  in 
^*>*^  him.  i 

Acas.  Thus   happy,  who  would   envy  pompous 
power, 
The  luxury  of  courts,  or  wealtii  of  cities? 
Let  there  be  joy  through  all  the  house  this  day! 
In  every  room  let  plenty  flow  at  large, 
It  is  the  birth-day  of  my  royal  master. 
You  have  not  visited  the  court,  Chamont, 
Since  your  return  ? 

Cham.  I  have  no  business  there  ; 

I  have  not  slavish  temperance  enough 
T"  attend  a  favourite's  heels,  and  watch  his  smiles  ; 
Bear  an  ill  office  done  me  to  my  face, 
And  thank  the  Lord  that  wrong'd  me  for  his  fa- 
vour. ""•  =  "'•' 

Acas.  This  you  could  do.  [To  his  sons, 

''^Cas.  I'd  serve  my  prince. 

Acas.  Who'd  serve  him  ? 

Cas.  I  would,  my  lord. 

Pol.  And  I ;  both  would. 

Acas.  Away. 

He  needs  not  any  servants  such  as  you ! 
Serve  him  !  he  merits  more  than  man  can  do : 
He  is  so  good,  praise  cannot  speak  his  worth  : 
So  merciful;  sure  he  ne'er  slept  in  wrath  ; 
So  just,  that  were  he  hut  a  private  man. 
He  could  not  do  a  wrons?.     How  would  vou  serve 
him  ? 

Cas.  I'd  serve  him  with  my  fortune  here  at  home. 
And  serve  him  with  my  person  in  his  wars, 
Watch  for  him,  fight  for  him,  bleed  for  him. 

Pol.  Die  for  him, 
As  every  true-born  loyal  subject  ought. 

VOL.  II.  L 
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Acas.  Let  me  embrace  you  both.     Now  by  the 
si?uls 
Of  my  brave  ancestors,  Vm  truly  happy  i.;j(£x  ym 
For  this  be  ever  blest  my  marriage-day,         "  •t9H 
Blest  be  your  mothers  memory  that  bore  you,-   J 
And  double  blest  be  that  auspicious  hour 
That  gave  ye  birth.     Yes,  my  aspiring  boys. 
Ye  shall  have  business ;  when  your  master  wants  you. 
You  cannot  serve  a  nobler ;  I  have  serv'd  him  jyH 
In  this  old  body  yet  the  marks  remain    uTsiijD  tiS 
Of  many  wounds.     I've  with  this  tongue  proclaiiri'd 
His  right,  even  in  the  face  of  rank  rebellion ; 
And  when  a  foul-mouth'd  traitor  once  prophan'd 
His  sacred  name,  with  my  good  sabre  drawing iH 
Even  at  the  head  of  all  his  giddy  rout, '  fu  DobiB'^. 
I  rush'd,  and  clove  the  rebel  to  the  chine.   .    > 
BC  ■  .  .\ 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv»  My  lord,  th'  expected  guests  are  just  ar- 

riv'd.  .    v.:..;  ^  u^\ 

Abas.  Go  you,  and  give  them  welcome  and  re- 
ception. 
Cham.  My  lord,  I  stand  in  need  of  your  assist- 
'Ov  o.  ance 

In  something  that  concerns  my  peace  and  honour. 

Acas.  Spoke  like  the  son  of  that  brave  man  I  lov'd : 
So  freely  friendly  we  convers'd  together,  .xv^aix  J 
Whate'er  it  be  with  confidence  impart  itjiii..  I 
Thou  shalt  command  my  fortune  and  my  sword. 
Cham.  I  dare  not  doubt  your  friendship  nor  your 
*  justice. 

Your  bounty  shewn  to  what  I  hold  most  dear. 
My  orphan  sister,  must  not  be  forgotten !  T 

Acas.  Pr'ythee,  no  more  of  that ;  it  grates  my 

nature. 
Cham.  When  our  dear  parents   died,  they  died 
together. 
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One  fate  surpriz'd   them,   and  one  grave  receiv'd 

them : 
My  father  with  his  dying  breath  bequeath'd 
Her  to  my  love :  my  mother,  as  she  hiy  \ 

Languishing  by  him,  call'd  me  to  her  side, 
Took  me  in  her  fainting  arms,  wept  and  embrae'd  me. 
Then  press'd  me  close,  and  as  she  observ'd  my  tears, 
.  Kiss'd  them  away;  said  she,  Chamont,  my  son. 
By  this,  and  all  the  love  I  ever  shew'd  thee, 
Be  careful  of  Monimia,  watch  her  youth. 
Let  not  her  wants  betray  her  to  dishonour ; 
Perhaps  kind  Heaven  may  raise  some  friend.  Then 

sigh'd, 
Kiss'd  me  again  ;  so  blest  us  and  expir  d, 
Pardon  my  grief. 

j4cas.  It  speaks  an  honest  nature. 

Cham.  The  friend  Heaven  rais'd  was  you,  you 
took  her  up. 
An  infant,  to  the  desert  world  expos'd. 
And  prov'd  another  parent. 

Acas,  I've  not  wrong'd  her. 

Cham.  Far  be  it  from  my  fears. 
-^?  Acas.  Then  why  this  argument? 

Cham.  My  lord,  my  nature's  jealous,  and  you'll 

bear  it. 
Acas.  Go  on. 

Cham.  Great  spirits  bear  misfortunes  hardly: 
Good  offices  claim  gratitude ;  and  pride. 
Where  power  is  wanting,  will  usurp  a  little, 
Aiid  make  us  (rather  than  bethought  behind-hand) 
Pay  over-price. 

Acas.  I  cannot  guess  your  drift; 

Distrust  you  me  ? 
',      Cham.  No,  but  I  fear  her  weakness 

May  make  her  pay  a  debt  at  any  rate ; 
And  to  deal  freely  with  your  lordship's  goodness, 
I've  heard  a  story  lately  much  disturbs  me. 

L  2 
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Aeas»  Then  first  charge  her ;  and  if  the  offence 
be  found 
Within  my  reach,  though  it  should  touch  my  110* 
ture,  ^ 

In  my  own  offspring,  by  the  dear  remembrance 
Of  thy  brave  father,  whom  my  heart  rejoic'd  in, 
I'd  prosecute  it  with  severest  vengeance.  [Exit, 

Cham.  I  thank  you  from  my  soul. 

Mon.  Alas,  my  brother! 

What  have  I  done  ?  and  why  do  you  abuse  me  ? 
My  heart  quakes  in  rnc ;  in  your  settled  face 
And  clouded  brow  methinks  I  see  my  fate  :  ,,.. 

You  will  not  kill  me ! 

Cham.  Pr'ythee,  why  dost  talk  so  ? 

Mon.  Look  kindly  on  me  then.     I  cannot  bear 
Severity ;  it  daunts,  and  does  amaze  me : 
My  heart's  so  tender,  should  you  charge  me  rough 
I  should  but  weep,  and  answer  you  with  sobbing. 
But  use  mc  gently  like  a  loving  brother, 
And  search  through  all  the  secrets  of  my  soul, 

Cham.  Fear  nothing,  I  will  shew  myself  a  brother, 
A  tender,  honest,  and  a  loving  brother. 
You've  not  forgot  our  father  ? 

Mon.  I  shall  never. 

Cham.  Then  you'll  remember  too,  he  was  a  man 
That  liv'd  up  to  the  standard  of  his  honour. 
And  priz'd  that  jewel  more  than  mines  of  wealth  : 
He'd  not  have  done  a  shameful  thing  but  once. 
Though  kept  in  darkness  from  the  world,  and  hidden, 
He  could  not  have  forgiven  it  to  himself; 
Tliis  was  the  only  portion  that  he  left  us  ? 
And  I  more  glory  in  it,  than  if  possess'd 
Of  all  that  ever  fortune  threw  on  fools. 
'Twas  a  large  trust,  and  must  be  manag'd  nicely: 
Now  if  by  any  chance,  Monimia, 
You  have  soil'd  this  gem,  and  taken  from  its  value. 
How  will  you  account  with  me  ? 
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Mon*  I  challenge  envy. 

Malice,  and  all  the  practices  of  hell. 
To  censure  all  the  actions  of  my  past 
Unhappy  life,  and  taint  me  if  they  can ! 

Cham.  I'll  tell  thee  then  ;  three  night  ago,  as  \ 
Lay  musing  in  my  bed,  all  darkness  round  me, 
A  sudden  damp  struck  to  my  heart,  cold  sweat 
Dew'd  all  my  face,  and  trembling  seiz'd  my  limbs : 
My  bed  shook  under  mc,  the  curtains  started. 
And  to  my  tortur'd  fancy  there  appear'd 
The  form  of  thee,  thus  beauteous  as  thou  art. 
Thy  garments  flowing  loose,  and  in  each  hand 
A  wanton  lover,  who  by  turns  caress'd  thee 
With  all  the  freedom  of  unbounded  pleasure  : 
I  snatch'd  my  sword,  and  in  the  very  moment 
Darted  at  the  phantom,  straight  it  left  me  ; 
Then  rose  and  call'd  for  lights,  when,  O  dire  omeni 
I  found  my  weapon  had  the  arras  pierc'd. 
Just  where  that  famous  tale  was  interwoven. 
How  the  unhappy  Theban  slew  his  father. 

Mon.  And  for  this  cause  my  virtue  is  suspected  \ 
Because  in  dreams  your  fancy  has  been  ridden, 
I  must  be  tortur'd  waking ! 

Cham.  Have  a  care . 

Labour  not  to  be  justified  too  fast: 
Hear  all,  and  then  let  justice  hold  the  scale. 
What  follow'd  was  the  riddle  that  confounds  me : 
Through  a  close  lane,  as  I  pursu'd  my  journey. 
And  meditated  on  the  last  night's  vision, 
I  spy'd  a  wrinkled  hag,  with  age  grown  double. 
Picking  dry  sticks,  and  mumbling  to  herself; 
Her  eyes  with  scalding  rheum  were  gall'd  and  red  ; 
Cold    palsy    shook    her   head,    her    hands    seem'd 

wither'd, 
And  on  her  crooked  shoulders  had  she  wrapt 
The  tatter'd  remnant  of  an  old  strip'd  hanging. 
Which  serv'd  to  keep  her  carcass  from  the  cold ; 
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So  there  was  nothing  of  a  piece  about  her  ;  '»*^ 

Her  lower  weeds  were  all  o'er  coarsely  patch'd 
With  diif 'rent  colour'd  rags,  black,  red,  white,  yellow, 
And  seem'd  to  speak  variety  of  wretchedness. 
I  ask'd  her  of  my  way,  which  she  inform'd  me  ; 
Then  crav'd  my  charity,  and  bade  me  hasten 
To  save  a  sister :  at  that  word  I  started. 

Mon.  The  common  cheat  of  beggars  every  day ! 
They  flock  about  our  doors,  pretend  to  gifts 
Of  prophecy,  and  telling  fools  their  fortunes. 

Cham.  Oh !  but  she  told  me  such  a  tale,  Monimia, 
As  in  it  bore  great  circumstance  of  truth  ; 
Castalio  and  Polydore,  my  sister. 

AJon.  Hah! 

Cham.  What,  alter'd  !  does  your  courage  fail  you ! 
Now  by  my  father's  soul  the  witch  was  honest ; 
Answer  me,  if  thou  hast  not  lost  to  them 
Thy  honour  at  a  sordid  game. 

Mon.  I  will, 

I  must,  so  hardly  my  misfortune  loads  me. 
That  both  have  offer'd  me  their  loves,  most  true. — 
Cham.  And  'tis  as  true  too,  they  have  both  undone 

thee. 
Mon.  Though  they  both  with  earnest  vows 
Have  prc'ss'd  my  heart,  if  e'er  in  thought  I  yielded 
To  any  but  Castalio 

Cham.  But  Castalio ! 

Mon.  Still  will  you  cross  the  line  of  my  discourse! 
Yes,  I  confess  that  he  has  won  my  soul 
By  generous  love,  and  honourable  vows  : 
Which  he  this  day  appointed  to  complete. 
And  make  himself  by  holy  marriage  mine. 

Cham.  Art  thou  then  spotless?    hast  thou   still 
preserv'd 
Thy  virtue  white  without  a  blot  untainted  :• 

Mon.  When  I'm   unchaste,  may  Heaven  reject 
my  prayers ! 
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Or  more,  to  make  me   wretched,  may  you  know 
it! 

Cham.  Oh  then,  Monimia,  art  thou  dearer  to  me 
Than  all  the  comforts  ever  yet  bless'd  man. 
But  let  not  marriage  bait  thee  to  thy  ruin. 
Trust  not  a  man ;  we  are  by  nature  false. 
Dissembling,  subtle,  cruel,  and  inconstant: 
When  a  man  talks  of  love  with  caution  trust  him  ; 
But  if  he  swears,  he'll  certainly  deceive  thee  : 
I  charge  thee  let  no  more  Castalio  sooth  thee.: 
Avoid  it  as  thou  wouldst  preserve  the  peace 
Of  a  poor  brother,  to  whose  soul  thou'rt  precious. 

Mon.  I  will ! 

Cham.  Appear  as  cold,  when  next  you  n^et,  as 
great  ones, 
When  merit  begs,  then  shalt  thou  see  how  soon 
His  heart  will  cool,  and  all  his  pains  grow  easy. 

Mon.  Yes,  I  will  try  him ;  torture  him  severely ; 
For,  oh  Castalio!  thou  too  much  hast  wrong'd  me. 
In  leaving  me  to  Polydore's  ill  usage. 
He  comes  ;  and  now  for  once,  oh  Love,  stand  neuter. 
Whilst  a  hard  part's  performed!  for  I  must  tempt. 
Wound  his  soft  nature,  though  my  own  heart  aches 

(;>  for't.  [_E.vit, 

Enter  Castalio. 

CrtxJ.  Monimia,  Monimia  ! She's  gone ; 

And  seem'd  to  part  with  anger  in  her  eyes ; 
I  am  a  fool ;  and  she  has  found  my  weakness ; 
She  uses  me  already  like  a  slave 
Fast  bound  in  chains,  to  be  chastis'd  at  will ! 
'Twas  not  well  done  to  trifle  with  my  brother : 
I  might  have  trusted  him  with  all  the  secret, 
Open'd  my  silly  heart,  and  shewn  it  bare. 
But  then  he  loves  her  too ;  but  not  like  me. 
I  am  a  doting  honest  slave,  design'd 
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For  bondage,  marriage-bonds,  which  I  have  sworn 
To  wear:  It  is  the  only  thing  I  e'er  ^M 

Hid  from  his  knowledge  ;  and  he'll  sure  forgive  > 
The  first  transgression  of  a  wretched  friend 
Betray'd  to  love  and  all  its  littjejiojlies,,  .  -^ 

Enter  PoLYDORE  and  Page  at  the  Door. 

Pol.  Here  place  yourself,  and  watch  my  brother 
throughly : 
If  he  should  chance  to  meet  Monimia,  make,h  hnA 
Just  observation  of  each  word  and  action  ; 
Pass  not  one  circumstance  without  remark  :        ^jK>i 
Sir^^'tis  your  office,  do't  and  bring  me  word.  '^ 

[Edit  VohYDOJB,]^ 

t  If, 

Enter  Monimia. 

Cas.  Monimia,  my  angel,  'twas  not  kind        /fO 
To  leave  me  like  a  turtle  here  alone. 
To  droop  and  mourn  the  absence  of  my  mate^,  •>  oT 
When  thou  art  from  me  every  place  is  desert,    tos^l 
And  I,  methinks,  am  savage  and  forlorn;  ||x;T 

Thy  presence  only  'tis  can  make  me  bless'd,  » 

Heal  my  unquiet  mind,  and  tune  my  soul. 
.,  ,Mon.  Oh    the    bewitching   tongues   of  faithless 

men  ! 
'Tis  thus  the  false  hyaena  makes  her  moan. 
To  draw  the  pitying  traveller  to  her  den  ;  \ 

Your  sex  are  so,  such  false  dissemblers  all. 
With  sighs  and  plaints  y'entice  poor  women's  hearts. 
And  all  that  pity  you  are  made  your  prey. 

Cas.  What  means  my  love !  Oh,  how  have  I  d^ 
serv'd  / 

This  language  from  the  sovereign  of  my  joys  ?         i\ 
Stop,  stop  those  tears,  Monimia,  for  they  fall 
Like  baneful  dew  from  a  distemper'd  sky  ; 
I  feel  them  chill  me  to  the  very  heart. 

Mon.  Oh,  you  are  false,  Castalio,  most  forsworn, 
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Attempt  no  farther  to  delude  my  faith. 

My  heart  is  fix'd,  and  you  shall  shak't  no  more. 

Cas.  Who  told  you  so?  what  hell-bred   villain 
durst 
Profane  the  sacred  business  of  my  love  ?  '  ■ 

Mon*  Your  brother,  knowing  on  what  terms  I'm 
here, 
Th*  unhappy  object  of  your  father's  charity. 
Licentiously  discours'd  to  me  of  love, 
And  durst  affront  me  with  his  brutal  passion. 

Cas.  'Tis  I  have  been  to  blame,  and  only  I ; 
False  to  my  brother  and  unjust  to  thee. 
For  oh  !  he  loves  thee  too,  and  this  day  own'd  it, 
Tax'd  me  with  mine,  and  claim'd  a  right  above  me. 

Mon.    And    was    your    love    so    very    tame   to 
shrink. 
Or,  rather  than  lose  him,  abandon  me  ? 

Cas.  I,  knowing  him  precipitate  and  rash. 
To  calm  his  heat,  and  to  conceal  my  happiness, 
Seem'd  to  comply  with  his  unruly  will ; 
Talk'd  as  he  talk'd,  and  granted  all  he  ask'd ; 
Lest  he  in  rage  might  have  our  loves  betray'd. 
And  I  for  ever  had  Monimia  lost. 
"Mon.  Could  you  then?  did  you?  can  you  own 
it  too  ? 
'Twas  poorly  done,  unworthy  of  yourself; 
And  I  can  never  think  you  meant  me  fair. 

Cas.  Is  this  Monimia?  surely  no!  till  now 
I  ever  thought  her  dove-like,  soft,  and  kind. 
Who  trusts  his  heart  with  woman  's  surely  lost: 
You  were  made  fair  on  purpose  to  undo  us. 
Whilst  greedily  we  snatch  i\\  alluring  bait. 
And  ne'er  distrust  the  poison  that  it  hides. 

Mon.  When  love  ill-plac'd  would  find  a  means  to 
break — 

Cas.  It  never  wants  pretences  or  excuse. 
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Mon.  Man,  therefore,  was  a   lord-like  creature 
made; 
Rough  as  the  winds,  and  as  inconstant  too  : 
A  lofty  aspect  given  hi  in  for  command, 
Easily  softened,  when  he  would  betray : 
Like  conquering  tyrants,  you  our  breasts  invade. 
Where  you  are  pleased  to  forage  for  a  while ; 
But  soon  you  find  new  conquests  out,  and  leave 
The  ravag'd  province  ruinate  and  waste. 
If  so,  Castalio,  you  have  serv'd  my  huart, 
I  find  that  desolation's  settled  there, 
And  I  shall  ne'er  recover  peace  again. 

Cas.    Who  can   hear  this,    and   bear  an   equal 
mind ! 
Since  you  will  drive  me  from  you,  I  must  go ; 
But,  oh,  Monimia,  when  thou'st  banish'd  me. 
No  creeping  slave,  though  tractable  and  dull 
As  artful  woman  for  her  ends  would  chuse. 
Shall  ever  dote  as  I  have  done  :  for,  oh ! 
No  tongue  my  pleasure  nor  my  pain  can  tell ; 
'Tis  Heaven  to  have  thee,  and  without  thee  Hell. 

Mon.  Castalio  !  stay  !  we  must  not  part.     I  find 
My  rage  ebbs  out,  and  love  flows  in  apace. 
These  little  quarrels  love  must  needs  forgive. 
They  rouse  up  drowsy  thoughts,  and  wake  my  soul. 
Oh  !  charm  me  with  the  music  of  thy  tongue  ; 
I'm  ne'er  so  blest  as  when  I  hear  thy  vows,  /-f; 

And  listen  to  the  language  of  thy  heart. 

Cas.  Where  am  I !  surely  Paradise  is  round  me ! 
Sweets  planted  by  the  hand  of  Heaven  grow  here. 
And  every  sense  is  full  of  thy  perfection. 
To  hear  thee  speak  might  calm  a  madman's  frenzy;  * 
Till  by  attention  he  forgot  his  sorrows  ; 
But  to  behold  thy  eyes,  the  amazing  beauties 
Might  make  him  rage  again  with  love,  as  I  do. 
To  touch  thee's  Heaven  ;  but  to  enjoy  thee,  oh  ! 
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Thou  nature's  whole  perfection  in  one  piece! 
Sure  framing  thee  Heaven  took  unusual  care. 
As  its  own  heauty  it  design'd  thee  fair ; 
And  form'd  thee  by  the  best-lov'd  angel  there. 


ACT  HI. 
SCENE   I. 

Enter  Polydore  and  Page. 

Pol.  Were  they  so  kind  ?  Express  it  to  me  all 
In  words;  'twill  make  me  think  I  saw  it  too. 

Page.  At  first  I  thought  they  had  been  mortal 
foes : 
Monimia  rag'd,  Castalio  grew  disturb'd ; 
Each   thouglit   the    other    wrong'd,    yet    both    so 

haughty, 
They  scorn'd  submission,  though  love  all  the  while 
The  rebel  play'd  and  scarce  could  be  contain'd. 

Pol.  But  what  succeeded  ? 

Page.  Oh,  'twas  wond'rous  pretty  I 

For  of  a  sudden  all  the  storm  was  past, 
A  gentle  calm  of  love  succeeded  it ; 
Monimia  sigh'd  and  blush'd,  Castalio  swore ; 
As  you,  my  lord,  I  well  remember,  did 
To  my  young  sister  in  the  orange  grove. 
When  I  was  first  preferr'd  to  be  your  page. 

Pol.  Happy  Castalio !  Now,  by  my  great  soul, 
My  ambitious  soul,  that  languishes  to  glory, 
I'll  have  her  yet,  by  my  best  hopes  I  will. 
She  shall  be  mine,  in  spite  of  all  her  arts. 
But  for  Castalio  why  was  I  refused  ? 
Has  he  supplanted  me  by  some  foul  play? 
Traduc'd  my  honour  ?  Death  !  he  durst  not  do't. 
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It  must  be  so  :  we  parted,  and  he  met  her. 
Half  to  compliance  brought  by  me,  surprisM 
Her  sinking  virtue,  'till  she  yielded  quite : 
So  poachers  basely  pick  up^tired  game, 
Whilst  the  fair  hunter's  cheated  of  his  prey. 
Boy!    ^'^-^^^^^  ^^^  ^    ^ 

Page.  My  lord! 

Pol.    Go   to   your   chamber   and   prepare  your 
lute ; 
Find  out  some  song  to  please  me,  that  describes 
Women's  hypocrisies,  their  subtle  wiles. 
Betraying  smiles,  feign'd  tears,  inconstancies. 
Their  painted  outsides,  and  corrupted  minds. 
The  sum  of  all  their  follies  and  their  falsehoods. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Oh,  the  unhappiest  tidings  tongue  e'er  told ! 

FoL  The  matter ! 

Ser.  Oh!  your  father,  my  good  master. 

As  with  his  guests  he  sat  in  mirth  rais'd  high. 
And  chas'd  the  goblet  round  the  joyful  board, 
A  sudden  trembling  seiz'd  on  all  his  limbs ; 
His  eyes  distorted  grew  ;  his  visage  pale  ; 
His  speech  forsook  him  ;  life  itself  seemed  fled  ; 
And  all  his  friends  arc  waiting  now  about  him. 

Enter  Acasto,  leaning  on  two. 

Acas.  Support  me,  give  me  air,  I'll  yet  recover : 
'Twas  but  a  slip  decaying  nature  made ; 
For  she  grows  weary  near  her  journey's  end. 
Where  are  my  sons  ?  Come  near,  my  Polydore; 
Your  brother !  where's  Castalio  ? 

Serv.  My  lord, 

I've  search'd,  as  you  commanded,  all  the  house; 
He  and  Monimia  are  not  to  be  found. 

Acas.  Not  to  be  found !  then  where  are  all  my 
friends  ? 
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Tis  well,— 

I  hope  they'll  pardon  an  unhappy  fault 

My  unmannerly  infirmity  has  made! 

Death  could  not  come  in  a  more  welcome  hour ; 

For  I'm  prepar'd  to  meet  him,  and  methinks 

Would  live  and  die  with  all  my  friends  about  me. 

Enter  Castalio. 

Cas.  Angels  preserve  my  dearest  father's  life. 
Bless  it  with  long  uninterrupted  days ! 
Oh !  may  he  live  till  time  itself  decay, 
Till  good  men  wish  him  dead,  or  I  oft'end  him  ! 

Acas,  Thank  you,  Castalio ;  give  me  both  your 
hands, 
And  bear  me  up,  I'd  walk  :  So,  now,  methinks, 
I  appear  as  great  as  Hercules  himself, 
Supported  by  the  pillars  he  had  rais'd. 

Cas.  My  lord,  your  chaplain. 

Acas.  Let  the  good  man  enter. 

Enter  Chaplain. 

Chap.  Heaven  guard  your  lordship,  and  restore 
your  health. 

Acas.  I  have  provided  for  thee,  if  I  die. 
No  fawning!  'tis  a  scandal  to  thy  office. 
My  sons,  as  thus  united,  ever  live. 
And  for  the  estate,  you'll  find,  when  I  am  dead, 
I  have  divided  it  betwixt  you  both. 
Equally  parted,  as  you  shared  my  love ; 
Only,  to  sweet  Monimia  I've  bequeath'd 
Ten  thousand  crowns,  a  little  portion  for  her. 
To  wed  her  honourably  as  she's  born. 
Be  not  less  friends  because  you're  brothers ;  shun 
The  man  that's  singular,  his  mind's  unsound. 
His  spleen  o'erweighs  his  brains  ;  but,  above  all. 
Avoid  the  politic,  the  factious  fool, 
The  busy,  buzzing,  talking,  harden'd  knave. 
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The  quaint  smooth  rogue,    that   sins   against   his 

reason, 
Calls  saucy  loud  suspicion,  public  zeal, 
And  mutiny,  the  dictates  of  his  spirit. 
Be  very  careful  how  ye  make  new  friends;  A: 

Men  read  not  morals  now  :  it  was  a  custom* 
But  all  are  to  their  fathers*  vices  born,  rvM'i 

And  in  their  mothers'  ignorance  are  bred.  I  o<5 

Let  marriage  be  the  last  mad  thing  ye  do,         hnA 
For  all  the  sins  and  follies  of  the  past. 
If  you  have  children,  never  give  them  knowledge  ; 
'Twill  spoil  their  fortune ;  fools  are  all  the  fashion^ 
If  you've  religion,  keep  it  to  yourselves;  ^n*^^ 

Atheists  will  else  make  use  of  toleration,  ^' 

And  laugh  ye  out  on't :  never  shew  religion, 
Except  ye  mean  to  pass  for  knaves  of  conscience,  A 
And  cheat  believing  fools  that  think  ye  honest. 

Enter  Serina.  H 

Se7\  My  father !  "^ 

Acas.  My  heart's  darling  !  * 

Ser.  Let  my  knees 

Fix  to  the  earth  ;  ne'er  let  my  eyes  have  rest. 
But  wake  and  weep  till  Heaven  restore  my  father  ! 
Acas.  Rise  to   my  arms,  and  thy  kind  prayers 
are  answered  ;  ■.  j,jU. 

For  thou'rt  a  wond'rous  extract  of  all  goodness,"  -^ 
Born  for  my  joy,  and  no  pain's  felt  when  near  thefe. 
Chamont ! 

Enter  Chamont. 

Cham.  My  lord,    may't  prove  not  an   unlucky 
omen  : 
Many,  I  see,  are  waiting  round  about  you, 
And  I  am  come  to  ask  a  blessing  too. 

Acas.  May'st  thou  be  happy  ! 

Cham,  Where? 
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Acas.  In  all  tliy  wishes ! 

Cham.  Confirm  me  so,  and  make  this  fair  one 
mine. 
I  am  unpractis'd  in  the  trade  of  courtship, 
And  know  not  how  to  deal  love  out  with  art ; 
Onsets  in  love  seem  best  like  those  in  war, 
Fierce,  resolute,  and  done  with  all  the  force  ; 
So  I  would  open  my  whole  heart  at  once. 
And  pour  out  the  abundance  of  my  soul. 

Acas.    What   says    Serina  ?    canst    thou    love  a 
soldier? 
One  born  to  honour,  and  to  honour  bred ; 
One  that  has  learn'd  to  treat  ev'n  foes  with  kindness  ; 
To  wrong  no  good  man's  fame,  nor  praise  himself. 

Set\  Oh  !  name  not  love,  for  that's  allied  to  joy. 
And  joy  must  be  a  stranger  to  my  heart. 
When   you're   in   danger.     May    Chamont's   good 

fortune 
Render  him  lovely  to  some  happier  maid ! 
Whilst  I  at  friendly  distance  see  him  blest. 
Praise  the  kind  gods,  and  wonder  at  his  virtues. 

Aca^.  Chamont,  pursue  her,  conquer  and  possess 
her ; 
And,  as  my  son,  a  third  of  all  my  fortune 
Shall  be  thy  lot. 

But  keep  thy  eyes  from  wandering,  man  of  frailty. 
Beware  the  dangerous  beauty  of  the  wanton ; 
Shun  their  enticements  :  ruin,  like  a  vulture. 
Waits    on    their   conquests ;    falsehood    too's    their 

business ; 
They  put  false  beauty  off  to  all  the  world. 
Use  false  endearments  to  the  fools  that  love  them  ; 
And,  when  they  marry,  to  their  silly  husbands 
They  bring  false  virtue,  broken  fame  and  fortune. 

AIou.  Hear  you  that,  my  lord  ? 

Fol.  Yes,    my   fair   monitor ;    old    men   always 
talk  thus. 
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Acas.  Chamont,  you  told  me  some  doubts  that 
press'd  you. 
Are  you  yet  satisfied  that  I'm  your  friend  ?  •* 

Cham.  My  lord,  I  would  not  lose  that  satisfaction 
For  any  blessing  I  could  ever  wish  for.  ,^  t  \(s^ 

As  to  my  fears,  already  I  have  lost  them  ;  ji 

They  ne'er  shall  vex  me  more,  or  trouble  you. 

Acas.  I  thank  you.     Daughter,  you  must  do  so 
too. 
My  friends,  'tis  late,  ^ 

For  my  disorder  seems  all  past  and  over,  * 

And  I,  methinks,  begin  to  feel  new  health. 

Cas.  Would  you  but  rest,  it  might  restore  you 
quite. 

Acas.  Yes,  I'll  to  bed ;  old  men  must  humour 
weakness. 
Let  me  have  music,  then,  to  lull  and  chase 
This  melancholy  thought  of  death  away. 
Good   night,   my   friends!    Heaven  guard   ye  all! 

good  night ! 
To-morrow,  early,  we  11  salute  the  day, 
Find  out  new  pleasures,  and  redeem  lost  time. 

\_E.veunt  all  but  Chamont  and  Chaplain. 

Cham.  Hist,  hist,  sir  Gravity  ;  a  word  with  you.'j^| 

Chap.  With  me,  sir? 

Cham.  If  you're   at   leisure,  sir,  we'll  waste  an 
hour.  i 

*Tis  yet  too  soon  to  sleep,  and  'twill  be  charity 
To  lend  your  conversation  to  a  stranger. 

Chap.  Sir,  you're  a  soldier. 

Cham.  Yes. 

Chap.  I  love  a  soldier. 

And  had  been  one  myself,  but  that  my  parents 
Would  make  me  what  you  see  me;  yet  I'm  honest. 
For  all  that  I  wear  black. 

Cham.  And  that's  a  wonder. 

Have  you  had  long  dependance  on  this  family  ? 


tfn 
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Chap.    I   have   not   thought  it   so,  because  my 
time's 
Spent  pleasantly.     My  lord's  not  haughty  nor  im- 
'''*  perious, 

Nor  I  gravely  whimsical ;  he  has  good-nature,     ''^'^ 
And  I  have  manners  :  ^ 

His  sons,  too,  are  civil  to  me,  because  * 

I  do  not  pretend  to  be  wiser  than  they  are : 
I  meddle  with  no  man's  business  but  my  own  ; 
I  rise  in  a  morning  early,  study  moderately,        ''^"■ 
Eat  and  drink  cheerfully,  live  soberly. 
Take  my  innocent  pleasures  freely,  ^ 

So  meet  with  respect,  and  am  not  the  jest  of  the 
family, 
Cham.  I'm  glad  you  are  so  happy. —  '^ 

A  pleasant  fellow  this,  and  may  be  useful.     [Aside, 
Knew  you  my  father,  the  old  Chamont  ? 

Chap.  I  did ;  and  was  most  sorry  when  we  lost 

him. 
Cham.  Why  ?  didst  thou  love  him  ? 
Chap.  Every   body  lov'd   him ;  besides,  he  was 
my  master's  friend.  ' 

Cham.  I  could  embrace  thee  for  that  very  notion. 
If  thou  didst  love  my  father,  I  could  think 
Thou  would'st  not  be  an  enemy  to  me.  ;-^ 

Chap.  I  can  be  no  man's  foe. 
Cham.  Then  pr'ythee  tell  me, 

Think'st  thou  the  Lord  Castalio  loves  my  sister  ? 
Nay,  never  start.     Come,  come,  I  know  thy  office  ^ 
Opens  thee  all  the  secrets  of  the  family ; 
Then,  if  thou'rt  honest,  use  this  freedom  kindly. 
Chap.  Love  your  sister! 
Cham.  Ay,  love  her. 

Chap,  Sir,  I  never  ask'd  him,^ 

And  wonder  you  should  ask  it  me. 

Cham.  Nay,  but  thou'rt  an  hypocrite ;  is  there 
not  one 

VOL.  II.  M 
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Of  all  thy  tribe  that's  honest  in  your  schools  ? 
The  pride  of  your  superiors  makes  ye  slaves  ^:>.«>a  o€« 
Ye  all  live  loathsome,  sneaking,  servile  lives ;   ^iii3' 
Not  free  enough  to  practise  generous  truth,       '  ''I* 
Though  ye  pretend  to  teach  it  to  the  world.  ^ 

Chap.    I  would  deserve  a  better  thought  from 
you.  ^>rO 

Cham.  If  thou  would'st  have   me  not  contemn 
thy  office 
And  character,  think  all  thy  brethren  knaves. 
Thy  trade  a  cheat,  and  thou  its  worst  professor : 
Inform  me ;  for  I  tell  thee,  priest,  I'll  know. 

Chap.   Either    he   loves  her,    or    he   much  has 
wrong'd  her.  .  r  ;' 

Cham.  How !  wrong'd  her !  have  a  care ;  for  this 
may  lay  hnA 

A  scene  of  mischief  to  undo  us  all.  «j  srril  ysM' 

But  tell  me,  wrong'd  her,  said'st  thou  ?       .  i  ^bM 

Chap.  Ay,   sir ;  wrong'd  Ker. 

Cham.    This  is  a  secret  worth  a  monarch's  for- 
tune ; 
What  shall  I  give  thee  for't?  Thou  dear  physician 
Of  sickly  souls,  unfold  this  riddle  to  me. 
And  comfort  mine 'vviAl^ 

Chap.  I  would  hide  nothing  from  you,  willingly. 

Cham.  Nay,  then  again  thou'rt  honest.   Would'st 
thou  tell  me  ?  o  «  jBfi ' 

Chap.  Yes,  if  I  durst.  '    bffA 

Si    Cham.  Why,  what  affrights  thee  ? 

Chap.  You  do. 

Who  are  not  to  be  trusted  with  the  secret. 

Cham.  Why,  I  am  no  fool.  I  ?  A 

Chap.  So,  indeed,  you  say. 

Cham.  Pr'ythee,  be  serious  then. 

Chap.  You  see  I  am  so. 

And  hardly  shall  be  mad  enough  to-night, 
To  trust  you  with  my  ruin. 
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Cham.  Art  thou,  then. 

So  far  concern  d  in*t  ?  What  has  been  thy  office  ? 
Curse  on  that  formal,  steady,  villain's  face  ! 
Just  so  do  all  bawds  look  ;  nay,  bawds,  they  say. 
Can  pray  upon  occasion,  talk  of  Heaven, 
Turn  up  their  goggling  eye-balls,  rail  at  vice. 
Dissemble,  lie,  and  preach  like  any  priest. 
Art  thou  a  bawd  ? 

Chap.  Sir,  I'm  not  often  us'd  thus. 

Cham.  Be  just  then. 

Chap.  So  I  shall  be,  to  the  trust 

That's  laid  upon  me. 

Cham.  By  the  reverenc'd  soul 

Of  that  great  honest  man  that  gave  me  being. 
Tell  me  but  what  thou  know'st  concerns  my  honour. 
And  if  I  e'er  reveal  it  to  thy  wrong. 
May  this  good  sword  ne'er  do  me  right  in  battle  1 
May  I  ne'er  know  that  blessed  peace  of  mind. 
That  dwells  in  good  and  pious  men,  like  thee ! 
j.Chap.    I   see   your  temper's    mov'd,  and  I   will 

trust  you  ! 
nCham.  Wilt  thou  ? 

Chap.  I  will ;  but  if  it  ever  'scape  you 

Cham.  It  never  shall. 

Chap.  Swear  then. 

Cham.  I  do,  by  all 

That's  dear  to  me,  by  the  honour  of  my  name. 
And  that  dread  power  I  serv^e,  it  never  shall. 

Chap.  Then,  this  good  day,  when  all  the  house 
was  busy, 
When  mirth  and  kind  rejoicing  fiU'd  each  room. 
As  I  was  walking  in  the  grove,  I  met  them. 

Cham.  What,  met  them  in  the  grove  together? 
tell  me 
How:  walking,  standing,  sitting,  lying?  hah? 

Chap.  I,  by  their  own  appointment,  met  them 
there, 

M  1 
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Reteiv'd    their   marriage    vows,    and  joinM    their 
hands. 

Cham.  How !  married  ! 

Chap.  Yes,  sir. 

Cham.  Then  my  souFs  at  peace  t 

But  why  would  you  delay  so  long  to  give  it  ? 

Chap.  Not  knowing  what  reception  it  may  find 
With  old  Acasto ;  may  be  I  was  too  cautious 
To  trust  the  secret  from  me. 

Cham.  What's  the  cause 

I  cannot  guess,  though  'tis  my  sister's  honour. 
I  do  not  like  this  marriage 

Huddled  i'the  dark,  and  done  at  too  much  venture : 
The  business  looks  with  an  unlucky  face. 
Keep  still  the  secret,  for  it  ne'er  shall  'scape  me. 
Not  even  to  them,  the  new-match'd  pair.    Farewell. 
Believe  my  truth,  and  know  me  for  thy  friend,   "' 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Castalio  and  Monimia. 
Cas.  Young  Chamont,   and    the   chaplain!  sure 

'tis  they!  j  '--i-^tx 

No  matter  what's  contriv'd,  or  who  consulted," 
Since  my  Monimia's  mine ;  though  this  sad  look 
Seems  no  good  boding  omen  to  her  bliss ; 
Else,  pr'ythee,  tell  me  why  that  look  cast  down? 
Why  that  sad  sigh,  as  if  thy  heart  were  breaking  ? 
Mon.  Castalio,  I  am  thinking  what  we've  done. 
The  Heavenly  Powers  were  sure  displeas'd  to-day  ? 
For  at  the  ceremony  as  we  stood. 
And  as  your  hand  was  kindly  join'd  with  mine. 
As  the  good  priest  pronounc'd  the  sacred  words, 
Passion  grew  big,  and  I  could  not  forbear ; 
Tears   drown'd  my  eyes,  and  trembling  seiz'd  my 

soul. 
What  should  that  mean  ? 

Cas.  Ol),  thou  art  tender  all ! 
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Gentle  and  kind  as  sympathizing  nature ! 
When  a  sad  story  has  been  told,  I've  seen 
Thy  little  breasts,  with  soft  compassion  swell'd. 
Shove  up  and  down,  and  heave  like  dying  birds ; 
But  now  let  fear  be  banish'd  ;   think  no  more 
Of  danger,  for  there's  safety  in  my  arms  ; 
Let  them  receive  thee  :  Heaven  grows  jealous  now  ; 
Sure  she's  too  good  for  any  mortal  creature ! 
I  could  grow  wild,  and  praise  thee  even  to  mad- 
ness. 
But  wherefore  do  I  dally  with  my  bliss  ? 
The  night's  far  spent,  and  day  draws  on  apace  ; 
To  bed,  my  love,  and  wake  till  I  come  thither. 

Pol.   \_At  the  door.']  So  hot,  my  brother  ? 

Mon.  'Twill  be  impossible  : 

You  know  your  father's  chamber's  next  to  mine. 
And  the  least  noise  will  certainly  alarm  him. 

Cas.  Impossible  ?  impossible  ?  alas ! 
Is't  possible  to  live  one  hour  without  thee? 
Let  me  behold  those  eyes  ;  they'll  tell  me  truth. 
Hast  thou  no  longing?  Art  thou  still  tlie  same 
Cold  icy  virgin  ?  No  ;  thou'rt  alter'd  quite. 
Haste,  haste  to  bed,  and  let  loose  all  thy  wishes. 

Mon.  'Tis  but  one  night,    my  lord  ;   I   pray  be 
rul'd. 

Cas.  Try  if  thou'st  power  to  stop  a  flowing  tide. 
Or  in  a  tempest  make  the  seas  be  calm  ; 
And  when  that's  done,  I'll  conquer  my  desires. 
No  more,  my  blessing.     What  shall  be  the  sign  ? 
When  shall  I  come  ?  For  to  my  joys  I'll  steal 
As  if  I  ne'er  had  paid  my  freedom  for  them. 

Mon.  Just  three  soft  strokes  upon  the  chamber- 
door, 
And  at  that  signal  you  shall  gain  admittance: 
But  speak  not  the  least  word  ;  for  if  you  should, 
'Tis  sureiy  heard,  and  all  will  be  betray'd. 
Cas.  Oh  !  doubt  it  not^  Monimia  ;  our  joys 
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Shall  be  as  silent  as  th'  ecstatic  bliss 
Of  souls  that  by  intelligence  converse : 
Immortal  pleasures  shall  our  senses  drown, 
Thought  shall  be  lost,  and  ev'ry  povv'r  dissolv'd : 
Away,  my  love;  first  take  this  "kiss.     Now  haste. 
I  long  for  that  to  come,  yet  grudge  each  minute  past^ 

\_E.vit  MONIMIA. 

My  brother  wand'ring  too,  so  late,  this  way ! 

Pol.  Castalio ! 

Cas.  My  Polydore,  how  do'st  thou  ? 

How  does  our  father  ?  is  he  well  recover'd  ? 

Pol.   I  left  him  happily  repos'd  to  rest; 
He's  still  as  gay  as  if  his  life  were  young. 
But  how  does  fair  Monimia  ? 

Cas,  Doubtless,  well. 

A  cruel  beauty,  with  her  conquest  pleas'd. 
Is  always  joyful,  and  her  mind  in  health. 

Pol.  Is  she  the  same  Monimia  still  she  was  ? 
May  we  not  hope  she's  made  of  mortal  mould  ?       i'l 

Cas.  She  is  not  woman  else  : 
Though  I'm  grown  weary  of  this  tedious  hoping. 
We've  in  a  barren  desert  stray'd  too  long. 

Pol.  Yet  may  relief  be  unexpected  found. 
And  love's  sweet  manna  cover  all  the  field.  ^' 

Met  ye  to-day  ?  A 

Cas.                 No ;  she  has  still  avoided  nic.        Vl 
Her  brother,  too,  is  jealous  of  her  grown,  d 

And  has  been  hinting  something  to  my  father. 
I  wish  I'd  never  meddled  with  the  matter. 
And  would  enjoin  thee,   Polydore 

PoL     ^  To  what? 

Cas.  To  leave  this  peevish  beauty  to  herself. 

Pol.  What,  quit  my  love?  as  soon  Td  quit  my 
post 
In  fight,  and  like  a  coward  run  away. 
No,  by  my  stars,  I'll  chase  her  till  she  yields 
To  me,  or  meets  her  rescue  in  another.  vk 
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Cas.  Nay,  she  has  beauty  that  might  shake  the 
leagues 
Of  mighty  kings,  and  set  the  world  at  odds : 
But  I  have  wond'rous  reasons  on  my  side. 
That  would  persuade  thee,  were  they  known, 

Pol.  Then  speak  them. 

What  are  they  ?  Came  ye  to  her  window  here 
To  learn  them  now  ?  Castalio,  have  a  eare ; 
Use  honest  dealing  with  your  friend  and  brother. 
Believe  me,  I'm  not  with  my  love  so  blinded. 
But  can  discern  your  purpose  to  abuse  me. 
Quit  your  pretences  to  her. 

Cas.  Grant  I  do  ; 

You  love  capitulations,  Polydore, 
And  but  upon  conditions  would  oblige  me. 

Pol.  You  say   you've   reasons.     Why   are   they 
conceal'd  ? 

Cas.  To-morrow  I  may  tell  you. 
It  is  a  matter  of  such  consequence, 
As  I  must  well  consult  ere  I  reveal : 
But,  pr'ythee,  cease  to  think  I  would  abuse  thee. 
Till  more  be  known. 

Pol.  When  you,  Castalio,  cease 

To  meet  Monimia  unknown  to  me. 
And  then  deny  it  slavishly,  I'll  cease  .'; 

To  think  Castalio  faithless  to  his  friend. 
Did  I  not  see  you  part  this  very  moment  ? 

Cas.  It  seems  you've  watch'd  me,  then  ? 

Pol.  I  scorn  the  office. 

Cas.  Pr'ythee,  avoid  a  thing  thou  may'st  repent. 

Pol,  That  is,  henceforward  making  leagues  with 
you. 

Cas.  Nay,  if  you're  angry,  Polydore,  good  night. 

Pol.    Good  night,    Castalio,    if  you're   in   such 
haste. 
He  little  thinks  I've  overheard  th'  appointment : 
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But  to  his  chamber's  gone  to  wait  awhile. 

Then  come  and  take  possession  of  my  love. 

Tliis  is  the  utmost  point  of  all  my  hopes,  '' 

Or  now  she  must  or  never  can  be  mine. 

Oh !  for  a  means  now  how  to  counterplot, 

And  disappoint  this  happy  elder  brother. 

In  every  thing  we  do,  or  undertake, 

He  soars  above  me,  mount  what  height  I  can. 

And  keeps  the  start  he  got  of  me  in  birth. 

Cordclio! 

Enter  Page. 

Page.         My  lord ! 

Pol.  Come  hither,  boy. 

Thou  hast  a  pretty,  forward,  lying  face, 
And    may'st    in    time   expect   preferment:    can'st 
thou  k 

Pretend  to  secrecy,  cajole  and  flatter  <ol.  <fiO 

Thy  master's  follies,  and  assist  his  pleasures  ?    '     "^ 

Page.  My  lord,  I  could  do  any  thing  for  you. 
And  ever  be  a  very  faithful  boy. 
Command  ;  whate'er's  your  pleasure,  I'll  observe. 
Be  it  to  run,  or  watch  ;  or  to  convey 
A  letter  to  a  beauteous  lady's  bosom;  1 

At  least  I  am  not  dull,  and  soon  should  learn.  bxiA 

Pol.  'Tis  pity,   then,  thou  should'st  not  be  em- 
ploy'd. 
Go  to  my  brother,  he's  in's  chamber  now. 
Undressing,  and  preparing  for  his  rest ; 
Find  out  some  means  to  keep  him  up  a  while  ;       • ' 
Tell  him  a  pretty  story  that  may  please 
His  ear ;  invent  a  tale,  no  matter  what : 
If  he  should  ask  of  me,  tell  him  I'm  gone 
To  bed,  and  sent  you  there  to  know  his  pleasure, 
Whether  he'll  hunt  to-morrow.     Well  said,  Poly- 

dore ; 
Dissemble  with  thy  brother  :  that's  one  point. 


SCENE  I.]  THE  UNHAPPY  MARRIAGE.     169 

But  do  not  leave  him  till  he's  in  his  bed  ; 
Or  if  he  chance  to  walk  again  this  way, 
Follow  and  do  not  quit  him,  but  seem  fond 
To  do  him  little  offices  of  service. 
Perhaps  at  last  it  may  oft'end  him  ;  then 
Retire,  and  wait  till  I  come  in.     Away : 
Succeed  in  this,  and  be  employ'd  again. 

Page,  Doubt  not,  my  lord :  he  has  been  always 
kind 
To  mc  ;  would  often  set  me  on  his  knee  ; 
Then  give  me  sweetmeats,  call  me  pretty  boy. 
And  ask  me  what  the  maids  talk'd  of  at  nights. 

Pol.  Run  quickly  then,  and  prosperous  be  thy 
wishes.  \_Eiit  Page. 

Here  I'm  alone  and  fit  for  mischief;  now  ,^ 

To  cheat  this  brother,  will't  be  honest,  that 
I  heard  the  sign  she  order'd  him  to  give. 
Oh,  for  the  art  of  Proteus,  but  to  change 
The  happy  Polydore  to  blest  Castalio !  i' 

She's  not  so  well  acquainted  with  him  yet, 
But  I  may  fit  her  arms  as  well  as  he. 
Then,  when  I'm  happily  possest  of  more    ^n^ofi^ 
Than  sense  can  think,  all  loosen'd  into  joy, 
To  hear  my  disappointed  brother  come. 
And  give  the  unregarded  signal ;  Oh  ! 
What  a  malicious  pleasure  will  that  be  ! 
Just  three  soft  strokes  upon  the  chamber-door : 
But  speak  not  the  least  word  ;  for,  if  you  should, 
'Tis  surely  heard,  and  we  are  both  betray'd. 
How  I  adore  a  mistress  that  contrives 
With  care  to  lay  the  business  of  her  joys  ! 
One  that  has  wit  to  charm  the  very  soul, 
And  give  a  double  relish  to  delight ! 
Blest  Heavens  assist  me  but  in  this  dear  hour, 
And  my  kind  stars  be  but  propitious  now, 
Dispose  of  me  hereafter  as  you  please. 
Monimia!  Monimia!  [Gives  the  sign. 
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It  is  the  finest,  prettiest  %ont^,  indeed. 
Of  mv  lord  and  my  ladv,  vcmj  know  who,  "* 
That  were  cau^t  toget^ier,  yoo  know  where. 
My  lord,  indeed  it  is. 

Cai.  You  mu«t  be  whipp'd,  youngster,  if  yoo  get 
such 
iSoogs  as  those  are. 
What  means  this  boy's  impertinence,  topflight? 

Page.  Why,  what  must  I  sing,  pray,  my  dear 
lord? 

Cos.  Psalms,  child,  psalms. 

Page.  O  dear  me !  beys  that  go  to  school  learn 
psalm«, 
But  pages,  that  are  better  bred,  sing  lampoons. 

Ca.^.  Well,  leave  me ;  I  am  weary. 

Pave.  Oh  !  but  you  promis'd  me,  last  time  I 
told  you  what  colour  my  Lady  Monimia's  stockings 
were  of,  and  that  she  gartered  them  above  knee, 
that  vou  would  erne  me  a  little  horse  to  go  a  bunt- 
ing  upon,  so  you  did  :  I'll  tell  you  no  more  stories, 
except  vou  keep  your  word  with  me. 

Cas.  Well  go,  you  trifler  ;  and  to-morrow  ask  me. 

Pa^e.  Indeed,  mv  lord,  I   can't  abide  to  leave 
you. 

Cas.  Why,  wert  thou  instructed  to  attend  me  ? 

Pase.  No.  no,   indeed,   indeed,  mv  lord.  I  was 
not ; 
But  I  know  what  I  know. 

Ca.$.  What  dost  thou  know  r  Death  !  what  can 
all  this  mean  ? 

Pacre.  Oh  !   I  know  who  loves  some  body. 

Cas.  What's  that  to  me,  boy  } 

Page.  Nay,  and  I  know  who  loves  you,  too. 

Cog.  That's  a  wonder ;  pr'ythee  tell  it  me. 

Pase.  'Tis "li- 1  know  who 

But  will  you  give  me  the  horse,  then  ? 

Ca^.  I  will,  mv  child. 
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Page.  It  is  my  lady  Monimia,  look  you  :  but 
don't  you  tell  her  I  told  you ;  she'll  give  me  no 
more  play -things,  then.  I  heard  her  s^y^,,a§jShe 
lay  a-bed,  man.  1.    ■  \r,\,..\f- 

Sr£^as.  Talk'd  she  of  me  when  in  her  bed,  Cordelio  ? 

Page.  Yes ;  and  I  sung  her  the  song  you  made, 
too : 
And  she  did  so  sigh,  and  so  look  with  her  eyes  ; 
And  her  breasts  did  so  lift  up  and  down,  I  could 
have  found  in  my  heart  to  have  beat  them,  for  they 
made  me  ashamed. 

Cas.  Hark !  what's  that  noise  ? 
Take  this,  begone,  and  leave  me. 
You  knave,  you  little  flatterer,  get  you  gone. 

\Eccit  Page. 

Surely  it  was  a  noise.     Hist ! -only  fancy. 

For  all  is  hush'd,  as  nature  were  retir'd. 

And  the  perpetual  motion  standing  still  : 

So  much  she  from  her  work  appears  to  cease, 

And  every  warring  element's  at  peace  ; 

All  the  wild  herds  are  in  their  coverts  couch'd  ; 

The  fishes  to  their  banks  or  ooze  repair'd. 

And  to  the  murmurs  of  the  waters  sleep  ; 

The  feeling  air's  at  rest,  and  feels  no  noise. 

Except  of  some  soft  breaths  among  the  trees. 

Rocking  the  harmless  birds  that  rest  upon  theui. 

*Tis  now  that,  guided  by  my  love,  I  go 

To  take  possession  of  Monimia's  arms.  \ 

Sure  Polydore's  by  this  time  gone  to  bed.  ^ 

At  midnight  thus  the  us'rer  steals  untrack'd,        ,  i 

To  make  a  visit  to  his  hoarded  gold. 

And  feasts  his  eyes  upon  his  shining  Mammon. 

[^lOiocka. 
She  hears  me  not ;  sure  she  already  sleeps : 
Her  wishes  could  not  brook  so  long  delay. 
And  her  poor  heart  has  beat  itself  to  rest. 

{^Knocks  again. 
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Monimia !  m^  JuV^cl — hah — >not  yet — 
How  long's  the  softest  moment  of  delay 
To  a  heart  impatient  of  its  pangs,  hke  mine, 
In  sight  of  ease,  and  panting  to  the  goal  ? 

[_Krtocks  again. 
Once  more 

Maid.  Who's  there. 

That  comes  thus  rudely  to  disturb  our  rest  ? 

Cas.  'Tis  I. 

Alaid.  Who  are  you  ?  what's  your  name  ? 

Cas.  Suppose 

Tlie  Loi-d  Casta!  io. 

Maid.  I  know  you  iwt. 

The  Lord  Castalio  has  no  business  here. 

Cas.  Hah  !  have  a  care  !  what  can  this  mean? 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  I  charge  thee  to  Monimia  fly ; 
Tell  her  I'm  here,  and  wait  upon  my  doom. 

Maid.  Whoe'er  ye  are,  ye  may  repent  this  out- 
rage. 
My  lady  must  not  be  disturb'd.     Good  night. 

Cas.  8he  nmst,  tell  her  she  shall ;  go,  I'm  in 
haste. 
And  bring  her  tidings  from  the  state  of  love  ; 
They're  all  in  consultation  met  together. 
How  to  reward  my  truth,  and  crown  her  vows. 

Maid.  Sure  the  man's  mad. 

Cas,  Or  this  will  make  me  so : 

Obey  me,  or,  by  all  the  wrongs  I  suflfer, 
I'll  scale  the  window,  and  come  in  by  force, 
Let  the  sad  consequence  be  what  it  will. 
This  creature's  trifling  folly  makes  me  mad. 

Maid.  My  lady's  answer  is,  you  may  depart ; 
She  says  she  knows  you  :  you  are  Polydore, 
Sent  by  Castalio,  as  you  were  to-day, 
T'aftront  and  do  her  violence  again* 

Cas.  I'll  not  believe't. 

Maid.  You  may,  sir. 
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Cas.  Curses  blast  thee ! 

Maid.  Well,  'tis  a  fine  cool  evening,  and  I  hope 
May  cure  the  raging  fever  in  your  blood. 
Good-night. 

Cas.  And  farewell  all  that's  just  in  womanlbwA 
This  is  contriv'd,  a  studied  trick,  to  abuse 
My  easy  nature,  and  torment  my  mind  ; 
Sure  now  she's  bound  me  fast,  and  means  to  lord  it^ 
To  rein  me  hard,  and  ride  me  at  her  will,  ,^ 

Till,  by  degrees,  she  shape  me  into  fool 
For  all  her  future  uses.     Death  and  torment ! 
'Tis  impudence  to  think  my  soul  will  bear  it. 
Oh,  I  could  grow  even  wild,  and  tear  my  hair : 
*Tis  well,  Monimia,  that  thy  empire's  short ; 
Let  but  to-morrow,  but  to-morrow  come, 
And  try  if  all  thy  arts  appease  my  wrong ; 
Till  when,  be  this  detested  place  my  bed, 

;  [^Lies  down. 

Where  I  will  ruminate  on  woman's  ills, 
Laugh  at  myself,  and  curse  th'  inconstant  sex. 
Faithless  Monimia !  Oh,  Monimia ! 

,      \ii  Uo{  odW 
.  .j;,  Enter  Ernesto. 

Em.  EitheDiiii  Oi.  j 

My  sense  has  been  deluded,  or  this  way     <d)u;]J«^.>  i 
I  heard  the  sound  of  sorrow  ;  'tis  late  night, 
And  none  whose  mind's  at   peace,  would  wander 
now.  irf 

Cas.  Who's  there  ?  ^ 

Em.  A  friend. 

Cas.  If  thou  art  so,  retire, 

And  leave  this  place,  for  I  would  be  alone.       \tx  .oi 

Em.  Castalio!  My  lord,  why  in  this  posture,  ~ 
Stretch'd  on  the  ground?    Your   honest   true   old 

servant, 
Your  poor  Ernesto,  cannot  see  you  thus  ; 
Rise,  I  beseech  you. 
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Cas.  If  thou  art  Ernesto, 

As  by  thy  honesty  thou  seem'st  to  be, 
Once  leave  me  to  my  folly. 

Em. .  I  can't  leave  you. 

And  not  the  reason  know  of  your  disorders. 
Remember  how,  when  young,   I,  in  my  arms. 
Have  often  borne  you,  pleas'd  you  in  your  pleasures, 
And  sought  an  early  share  in  your  affection. 
Do  not  discard  me  now,  but  let  me  serve  you. 

Cas,  Thou  can'st  not  serve  me. 

Ern.  Why  ? 

Cas.  Because  my  thoughts 

Are  full   of  woman  ;  thou,   poor    wretch,  art  past 
them. 

Ern.  I  hate  the  sex. 

Cas.  Then  I'm  thy  friend,  Ernesto. 

[^Rises. 
I'd  leave  the  world  for  him  that  hates  a  woman. 
Woman,  the  fountain  of  all  human  frailty  ! 
What  mighty  ills  have  not  been  done  by  woman  i 
Who  was't  betray 'd  the  capitol  ?  A  woman. 
Who  lost  Mark  Antony  the  world  ?  A  woman. 
Who  was  the  cause  of  a  long  ten  years'  war. 
And  laid  at  last  old  Troy  in  ashes  ?  W^oman, 
Destructive,  damna^  le,  deceitful  woman ! 
Woman  to  man  first  as  a  blessing  given, 
When  innocence  and  love  were  in  their  prime : 
Happy  a  while  in  Paradise  they  lay. 
But  quickly  woman  long'd  to  go  astray; 
Some  foolish  new  adventure  needs  must  prove, 
And  the  first  devil  she  saw,  she  chang'd  her  love ; 
To  his  temptations  lewdly  she  inclin'd 
Her  soul,  and  for  an  apple  damn'd  mankind. 
'J "  ^k-  \_Ejceunt. 
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ACT  IV. 
SCENE    I. 

AcASTo  solus. 


-       •■>,:■■' I 


Acas.  Bless'd  be  the  morning  that  has  brought 
me  health  ; 
A  happy  rest  has  soften'd  pain  away, 
And  ril  forget  it,  though  my  mind's  not  well. 
A  heavy  melancholy  clogs  my  heart,  ^j^v/  -y-i't 

I  droop  and  sigh  I  know  not  why.     Dark  dreams,  ^ 
Sick  fancy's  children,  have  been  over-busy, 
And  all  the  night  play'd  farces  in  my  brains  ; 
Methought  I  heard  the  midnight  raven  cry, 
Wak'd  with  th'  imagin'd  noise,  my  curtains  seem'd 
To  start,  and  at  my  feet  my  sons  appear'd 
Like  ghosts,  all  pale  and  stiff:  I  strove  to  speak. 
But  could  not :  suddenly  the  forms  were  lost. 
And  seem'd  to  vanish  in  a  bloody  cloud  ; 
'Twas  odd,  and  for  the  present  shook  my  thoughts. 
But  was  th'  effect  of  my  distemper'd  blood; 
And  when  the  health's  disturbed,  the  mind's  unruly. 

Enter  Polydore. 

Good  morning,  Polydore. 

Pol.  Heaven  keep  your  lordship. 

Acas.  Have  you  yet  seen  Castalio  to-day  ? 

Pol.  My  lord,  'tis  early  day ;  he's  hardly  risen. 

Acas.  Go,,  call    him    up,  and   meet  me    in   the 
chapel.  \_E.vit  Polydore. 

I  cannot  think  all  has  gone  well  to-night; 
For  as  I  waking  lay  (and  sure  my  sense 
Was  then  my  own)  methought  I  heard  my  son 
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Castalio's  voice  ;  but  it  seem'd  low  and  mournful. 
Under  my  window  too  1  thought  I  heard  it ; 
My  untoward  fancy  could  not  be  deceiv'd 
In  every  thing  ;  and  I  will  search  the  truth  out. 

Enter  Monimia  and  her  Maid. 

Already  up,  Monimia !  you  rose 
Thus  early  sure  to  outshine  the  day  ! 
Or  was  there  any  thing  that  cross'd  your  rest  ? 
They  were  naughty  thoughts  that  would  not  let  you 
sleep. 

Mon.  Whatever  are  my  thoughts,  my  lord,  IVe 
learnt 
By  your  example  to  correct  their  ills,  i  A 

And  morn,  and  evening,  give  up  the  account.  ( 

Acas.  Your  pardon,  sweet  one,  I  upbraid  you  not ; 
Or,  if  I  would,  you  are  so  good  I  could  not. 
Though  I'm  deceiv'd,  or  you're  more  fair  to-day ; 
For  beauty's  heighten'd  in  your  cheeks,  and  all 
Your  charms  seem  up,  and  ready  in  your  eyes. 

Mon.  The  little  share  I  have  *s  so  very  mean. 
That  it  may  easily  admit  addition ; 
Though  you,  my  lord,  should  most  of  all  beware 
To  give  it  too  much  praise,  and  make  me  proud, 

Acas.  Proud  of  an  old  man's  praises !  No,  Mo- 
nimia !  i.vii  .>i:^.t;.<.i 
But  if  my  prayers  can  work  thee  any  good. 
Thou  shalt  not  want  the  largest  share  of  them : 
Heard  you  no  noise  to-night  ? 

Mon.  Noise !  my  good  lord ! 

Acas.  Ay !  about  midnight. 

Mon.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  do'nt  remember  any. 

Acas.  You  must  sure  !  went  you  earl  v  to  your  rest  ? 

Alon.  About  the  wonted  hour.   Why  this  inquiry  ? 

[Aside. 
Acas.  And  went  your  maid  to  bed  too  ? 
Mon.  My  lord,  I  guess  so; 
I've  seldom  known  her  disobey  my  orders. 

VOL.  II.  N 
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Acas.  8ure   goblins   then   or   fairies   haunt  the 
dwelling; 
I'll  have  inquiry  made  through  all  the  house. 
But  I'll  find  out  the  cause  of  these  disorders. 
Good  day  to  thee,  Monimia — I'll  to  chapel. 

"1?r?*r}  {^E.vit  ACASTO. 

jMon.  I'll  but  dispatch  some  orders  to  my  woman. 
And  wait  upon  your  lordship  there. 
I  fear  the  priest  has  play'd  us  false  :  if  so. 
My  poor  Castalio  loses  all  for  me ; 
I  wonder  though  he  made  such  haste  to  leave  me  : 
Was't  not  unkind,  Florella !  surely  'twas ! 
He  scarce  afforded  one  kind  parting  word, 
But  went  away  so  cold :  the  kiss  he  gave  me 
Seem'd  the  forc'd  compliment  of  sated  love. 
T  Would  I  had  never  married ! 

Maid.  Why  ? 

Mon,  Methinks 

The  scene's  quite  alter'd ;  I  am  not  the  same ; 
I've  bound  up  for  myself  a  weight  of  cares. 
And  how  the  burden  will  be  borne  none  knows. 
A  husband  may  be  jealous,  rigid,  false;  ? 

And  should  Castalio  e'er  prove  so  to  me  ;  r, 

80  tender  is  my  heart,  so  nice  my  love,  f 

'Twould  ruin  and  distract  my  rest  for  ever. 
jjf^     Maid,  Madam,  he's  coming. 

Mon.  Where,  Florella?  where? 

Is  he  returning  ?  to  my  chamber  lead  : 
^   I'll  meet  him  there :  the  mysteries  of  our  love 
Should  be  kept  private  as  religious  rites. 
From  the  unhallow'd  view  of  common  eyes. 

[Exit  Monimia  cjw^Maid. 

Enter  Castalio. 
Cas.  Wish'd  morning's  come  !  and  now  upon  the 

jv^sio       plains 
And  distant  mountains,  where  they  feed  their  flocks. 
The  happy  shepherds  leave  their  homely  huts^ 
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And  with  their  pipes  proclaim  the  new-born  day. 
The  lusty  swain  comes  with  his  well  fill'd  scrip 
Of  healthful  viands,  which,  when  hunger  calls. 
With  much  content  and  appetite  he  eats. 
To  follow  in  the  fields  his  daily  toil. 
And  dress  the  grateful  glebe,  that  yields  him  fruits. 
The  beasts  that  under  the  warm  hedges  slept, 
And  weather'd  out  the  cold  bleak  night,  are  up. 
And,  looking  towards  the  neighb'ring  pastures,  raise 
Their  voice,  and  bid  their  fellow-brutes  good-mor- 
row; 
The  cheerful  birds  too,  on  the  tops  of  trees. 
Assemble  all  in  choirs,  and  with  their  notes 
Salute  and  welcome  up  the  rising  sun. 
There's  no  condition  sure  so  curs'd  as  mine ; 
I'm  married !  'Sdeath  !  I'm  sped.     How  like  a  dog 
Look'd  Hercules,  thus  to  a  distaff  chain'd  r 
Monimia !  oh  Monimia. 

Enter  Monimia  and  Maid. 

Mon.  I  come, 

I  fly  to  my  ador'd  Castalio's  arms. 
My  wishes,  lord.     May  every  morn  begin 
Like  this ;  and  with  our  days  our  loves  renew. 

Now  I  may  hope  you  are  satisfied 

[^Looking  languishingly  on  him. 

Cas,                                                               I  am 
Well  satisfied,  hat  thou  art oh 

Mon.  What  r  speak : 

Art  thou  not  well,  Castalio  ?  Come,  lean 
Upon  my  breast,  and  tell  me  w  here's  thy  pain. 

Cas.  'Tis  here !  'tis  in  my  head  ;  'tis  in  my  heart, 
'Tis  every  where ;  it  rages  like  a  madness  j 
And  I  most  wonder  how  my  reason  holds ; 
Nay,  wonder  not,  Monimia :  the  slave 
You  thought  you  had  secur'd  within  my  breast. 
Is  grown  a  rebel,  and  has  broke  his  chain, 

N  2 
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And  now  he  walks  there  Hke  a  lord  at  large. 

Moti.  Am  I  not  then  your  wife,  your  lov'd  Mo- 
nimia  ? 
I  once  was  so,  or  I've  most  strangely  dream't. 
What  ails  my  love  ? 

i,,rCas.  Whate'er  thy  dreams  have  been,? 

Thy  waking  thoughts  ne'er  meant  Castaho  well. 
No  more,  Monimia,  of  your  sex's  arts. 
They're  useless  all :  I'm  not  that  pliant  tool. 
That  necessary  utensil  you'd  make  me,  ' 

I  know  my  charter  better — I  am  man. 
Obstinate  man  ;  and  will  not  be  enslav'd. 

Mon.  You  shall  not  fear  t :  Indeed  my  nature's 
easy,  x^ 

I'll  ever  live  your  most  obedient  wife,  -rlA 

Nor  ever  any  privilege  pretend  j 

Beyond  your  will ;  for  that  shall  be  my  law ;   ^^UM 
Indeed  I  will  not.  t)e9h  mk 

Cas.  Nay,  you  shall  not,  madam  <a'^ 

By  yon  bright  Heaven,  you  shall  not ;  all  the  day, 
I'll  play  the  tyrant,  and  at  night  forsake  thee ;  ^ 
*Till  by  afflictions  and  continued  cares,  -  3 

I've  worn  thee  to  a  homely  household  drudge :         f 
Nay,  if  I've  any  too,  thou  shalt  be  made  '\ 

Subservient  to  all  my  looser  pleasures,  i 

For  thou  hast  vvrong'd  Castalio. 

Mon.  No  more : 

Oh  kill  me  here,  or  tell  me  my  offence, 
I'll  never  quit  you  else  ;  but  on  these  knees. 
Thus  follow  you  all  day,  'till  they're  worn  bare. 
And  hang  upon  you  like  a.  drowning  creature. 
Castalio 

Cas.  Away  ;  last  night,  last  night. 

Mon.  It  was  our  wedding-night. 

Cas.  No  more,  forget  it. 

Mon.  Why  ?  do  you  then  repent  ? 

^^^'  I  do.  ,  jsrfT 
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Mo7i.  Oh  Hcavtfn ! 

And  will  you  leave  me  thus  ?  help,  help,  Florella. 
\_He   drags  her  to   the  door,  and  breaks 
from  her. 
Help  me  to  hold  this  yet  lov'd  cruel  man. 

Oh,  my  heart  breaks I'm  dying,  Oh stand 

off; 
I'll  not  indulge  this  woman's  weakness  ;  still 
Chaf  d,  and  fomented,  let  my  heart  swell  on, 
'Till  with  its  injuries  it  burst,  and  shake 
With  the  dire  blow  this  prison  to  the  earth. 

Maid.  What  sad  mistake  has  been  the  cause  of 
this? 

Mo7i.  Castalio :  Oh,  how  often  has  he  swore, 
Nature  should  change,  the  sun  and  stars  grow  dark. 
Ere  he  would  falsify  his  vows  to  me. 
Make  haste,  confusion,  then  :  sun,  lose  thy  light. 
And,  stars,  drop  dead  with  sorrow  to  the  earth; 
For  my  Castalio's  false.  . 

Maid.  Unhappy  day. 

Mon.  False  as  the  wind,  the  water,  or  the  weather; 
Cruel  as  tigers  o'er  their  trembling  prey. 
I  feel  him  in  my  breast,  he  tears  my  heart, 
And  at  each  sigh  he  drinks  the  gushing  blood ; 
Must  I  be  long  in  pain  ? 

Enter  Chamont. 

Cham.  In  tears,  Monimia! 

Mon.  Whoe'er  thou  art. 
Leave  me  alone  to  my  belov'd  despair. 

Cham.  Lift  up  thy  eyes,  and  see  who  comes  to 
cheer  thee. 
Tell  me  the  story  of  thy  wrongs,  and  then 
See  if  my  soul  has  rest  'till  thou  hast  justice. 

Mon.  My  brother ! 

Cham.  Yes,  Monimia,  if  thou  think'st 

That  I  deserve  the  name,  I  am  thy  brother. 
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Mon.  Oh  Castalio ! 
,   Cham.  Hah! 

Name  me  that  name  again  !  my  soul's  on  fire 
'Till  I  know  all :  there's  meaning  in  that  name. 
I  know  he  is  thy  husband :  therefore  trust  me 
With  all  the  following  truth 

Mon.  Indeed,  Chamont, 

There's  nothing  in  it  but  the  fault  of  nature  : 
I'm  often  thus  seiz'd  suddenly  with  grief, 
I  know  not  why. 

Cham.  You  use  me  ill,  Monimia : 

And  I  might  think  with  justice  most  severely        \  ; 
Of  this  unfaithful  dealing  with  your  brother.  ^'., 

Mon.  Truly  I'm  not  to  blame  :  suppose  I'm  fond,' 
And  grieve  for  what  as  much  may  please  another. 
Should  I  upbraid  the  dearest  friend  on  earth 
For  the  first  fault?   you  would  not  do  so:  would 
you?  ■* 

Chain.  Not  if  I'd  cause  to  think  it  was  a  friend. 

Mon.  Why  do  you  then  call  this  unfaithftil  deal- 

I  ne'er  conceal'd  my  soul  from  you  before : 

Bear  with  me  now,  and  search  my  wounds  no  far- 

thec, 
For  every  probing  pains  me  to  the  heart.  ' 

Cham.  'Tis  sign  there's  danger  and  must  be  pre- 
vented. 
Where's  your  new  husband  ?  still  that  thought  dis- 
turbs you. 
What,  only  answer  me  with  tears  ?  Castalio ! 
Nay,  now  they  stream. 
Cruel  unkind  Castalio  !  Is't  not  so  ? 

Mon.  I  cannot  speak,  grief  flows  so  fast  upon  mc. 
It  chokes  and  will  not  let  me  tell  the  cause.  ''■ 

Cham.  Oh,  my  Monimia,  to  my  soul  thou'rt  dear. 
As  honour  to  my  name :  dear  as  the  light 
To  eyes  but  just  restor'd,  and  heal'd  of  blindness^ 
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Why  wilt  thou  not  repose  within  my  breast 
The  anguish  that  torments  thee  ? 

Mon.  Oh !  I  dare  not, 

Cham.  I  have  no  friend  but  thee :  we  must  con- 
fide 
In  one  another :  two  unhappy  orphans, 
Alas,  we  are ;  and  when  I  see  thee  grieve, 
Methinks  it  is  a  part  of  me  that  suffers. 

Alon.  Oh  shouldst  thou  know  the  cause  of  my 
lamenting, 
I'm  satisfied,  Chamont,  that  thou  would'st  scorn  me;' 
Thou  wouldst  despise  the  abject  lost  Monimia, 
No  more  wouldst  praise  this  hated  beauty ;  but 
When  in  some  cell  distracted,  as  I  shall  be. 
Thou  seest  me  lie ;  these  unregarded  locks 
Matted  like  furies'  tresses ;   my  poor  limbs 
Chain'd  to  the  ground,  and  'stead  of  the  delights 
Which  happy  lovers  taste,  my  keeper's  stripes, 
A  bed  of  straw,  and  a  coarse  wooden  dish 
Of  wretched  sustenance  ;  when  thus  thou  seest  me, 
Pr  ythee,  have  charity  and  pity  for  me. 
Let  me  enjoy  this  thought. 

.,  Cham.  Why  wilt  thou  rack 

My  soul  so  long,  Monimia?  ease  me  quickly  ; 
Or  thou  wilt  run  me  into  madness  first. 

Mon.  Could  you  be  secret  ? 

Cham.  Secret  as  the  grave. 

.    Mon.  But  when  I've  told  you,  will  you  keep  your 

fury 
Within  its  bounds  ?  Will  you  not  do  some  rash 
And  horrid  mischief?  for  indeed,  Chamont, 
You  would  not  think  how  hardly  I've  been  us'd 
From  a  near  friend  :  from  one  that  has  my  soul 
A  slave,  and  therefore  treats  it  like  a  tvrant. 

Chain.  I  will  be  calm ;  but  has  Castalio  wrong'd 
thee  ? 
Has  he  already  wasted  all  his  love  ? 
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What  has  he  done  ?  quickly ;  for  I'm  all  trembling 
With  expectation  of  a  horrid  tale.  i 

Mon.  Oh !  could  you  think  it !  jjorf*  i^hid 

Cham.  What  ?  ^oitTcjafb  ■  vw  <?«"9H 

Mon.  I  fear  he'll  kill  me. 

Cham.  j'^mii  Ycy«Hah! 

Mon.  Indeed  I  do ;  he's  strangely  cruel  to  me. 
Which  if  it  lasts,  I'm  sure  must  break  my  heart. 
Cham.  What  has  he  done?  ;i 

Mon.  Most  barbarously  us'd  me  : 

Nothing  so  kind  as  he,  when  in  my  arms ; 
In  thousand  kisses,  tender  sighs  and  joys,  v 

Not  to  be  thought  again,  the  night  was  wasted  ; 
At  dawn  of  day  he  rose,  and  left  his  conquest. 
But  when  we  met,  and  I  with  open  arms 
Ran  to  embrace  the  lord  of  all  my  wishes. 
Oh  then!  wj  .n 

Cham.       Goon!  >  tit  I 

Mon.  He  threw  me  from  his,  breast. 

Like  a  detested  sin.  r  iieH  ,%r'>K 

Cham.  How  ?'ii!lljv' «  Va**^    wv,     i 

;  Mon.  As  I  hung  too    V, 

Upon  his  knees,  and  begg'd  to  know  the  cause. 
He  dragg'd  me  like  a  slave  upon  the  earth. 
And  had  no  pity  on  my  cries.  .   .    (,,.:,* 

Cham.  How !  did  he 

Dash  thee  disdainfully  away  with  scorn !  '^'"' 

Mon.  He  did ;  and  more  I  fear,  will  ne'er   be 
friends. 
Though  I  still  love  him  with  unbated  passion.        // 
Cham.  What,  throw  thee  from  him  ! 
Mon.  Yes,  indeed  he  did, 

Cham..  So  may  this  arm  ,  ;;  a^ii 

Throw  him  to  th'  earth,  like  a  dead  dog  despis'd ; 
Lameness  and  leprosy,  blindness  and  lunacy, 
Poverty,  shame,  pride,  and  the  name  of  villain 
Light  on  me,  if,  Castalio,  I  forgive  thee. 
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Mon.  Nay,  now,  Chamont,  art  thou  unkind  as 

he  is : 
Didst  thou  not  ])romisc  me  thou  wouldst  be  calm  r 
Keep   my  disgrace  conceal'd  ?   why  shouldst  thou 

kill  him  ? 
By  all  my  love,  this  arm  should  do  him  vengeance. 
Alas,  I  love  him  still,  and  though  I  ne'er 
Clasp  him  again  within  these  longing  arms. 
Yet  bless  him,  bless  him,  Gods !  wheree'er  he  goes. 

Ejiter  AcASTO.  1 

Acas.  Sure  some  ill  fate  is  towards  me ;  in  my 
^■"^    house 
I  only  meet  with  oddness  and  disorder ; 
Each  vassal  has  a  wild  distracted  face ; 
And  looks  as  full  of  business  as  a  blockhead 
In  times  of  danger  :  Just  this  very  moment 
I  met  Castalio 

Cham.  Then  you  met  a  villain. 

j4cas.  Hah! 

Cham.  Yes,  a  villain. 

Acas,  Have  a  care,  young  soldier. 

How  thou'rt  too  busy  with  Acasto's  fame ; 
I  have  a  sword,  my  arm's  good  old  acquaintance. 
Villain  to  thee 

Cham.  Curse  on  thy  scandalous  age. 

Which  hinders  me  to  rush  upon  tliy  throat. 
And  tear  the  root  up  of  that  curs'd  bramble  ! 

Acas.  Ungrateful  ruffian !  sure  my  good  old  friend 
Was  ne'er  thy  father ;  nothing  of  him's  in  thee  : 
What  have  I  done  in  my  unhappy  age. 
To  be  thus  us'd  ?  I  scorn  to  upbraid  thee,  boy. 
But  I  could  put  thee  in  remembrance 

Cham.  Do. 

Acas.  I  scorn  it 

Cham.  No,  I'll  calmly  hear  the  story, 

For  I  would  fain  know  all,  to  see  which  scale 
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Weighs  most — Hah,  is  not  that  good  old  Acasto  ? 
What  have  I  done  r  Can  you  forgive  this  folly  ? 

u4cas.  Why  dost  thou  ask  it  ?  1 . 

Cham.  'Twas  the  rude  o'erflowing 

Of  too  much  passion ;  pray,  my  lord,  forgive  me* 

[^Kneels* 

Acas.  Mock   me  not,  youth ;  I   can   revenge  .a 
wrong. 

Cham,  I  know  it  well ;  but  for  this  thought  of 
mine. 
Pity  a  madman's  frenzy,  and  forget  it. 

Acas.  I  will ;  but  henceforth,  pr'ythee  be  more 
kind.  [Raists  him. 

Whence  came  the  cause  ?  ,  »a 

Cham.  Indeed  I've  fceeri  to  blame. 

But  I'll  learn  better ;  for  you've  been  my  father : 
You've  been  her  father  too— 

[Takes  Monimia  3^  the  hand. 

Acas.  Forbear  the  prologue bV/niBb  ?»Vit»  n\ 

And  let  me  know  the  substance  of  thy  talc. 

Cham.  You  took  her  up  a  little  tender  flower. 
Just  sprouted  on  a  bank,  which  the  next  frost 
Had  nipp'd ;  and,  with  a  careful  loving  hand. 
Transplanted  her  into  your  own  fair  garden, 
Where  the  sun  always  shines  :  There  long  she  iloU:? , 
rish'd,  '    70 

Grew  sweet  to  sense,  and  lovely  to  the  eye, 
'Till  at  the  last  a  cruel  spoiler  came, 
Cropp'd  this  fair  rose,  and  rifled  all  its  sweetness. 
Then  cast  it  like  a  loathsome  weed  away. 

Acas.  You  talk  to  me  in  parables ;  Chamont, 
You  may  have  known  that  I'm  no  wordy  man ; 
Fine  speeches  are  the  instruments  of  knaves 
Or  fools,    that  use   them,   when   they  want   good 

sense  ; 
But  honesty 
Needs  no  disguise  nor  ornament ;  be  plain. 
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Cham,  Your  son — 

jicas,       I've  two,  and  both  I  hope  have  honour. 

Cham,  I  hope  so  too but 

Acas.  Speak. 

Cham,  I  must  inform  you, 

Once  more,  CastaHo— — • 

Aca^.  Still  Castalio  ? 

Cham.  Yes, 

Your  son  Castalio  has  wrongM  Monimia. 

Acas,  Hah !  wrong'd  her  ? 

Cham,  Married  her. 

Acas.  I'm  sorry  for't. 

Cham.  Why  sorry  ? 

By  yon  bless'd  Heaven  there's  not  a  lord 
But  might  be  proud  to  take  her  to  his  heart. 

Acas,  I'll  not  deny  it. 

Cham.  You  dare  not,  by  the  Gods, 

You  dare  not ;  all  your  family  combin'd 
In  one  damn'd  falsehood  to  out-do  Castalio, 
Dare  not  deny  it. 

Acas,  How  has  Castalio  wrong'd  her  ? 

Chain.  Ask   that   of  him :    I    say,    my  sister's 
wrong'd : 
Monimia,  my  sister,  born  as  high 

And  noble  as  Castalio Do  her  justice. 

Or,  by  the  Gods,  I'll  lay  a  scene  of  blood. 
Shall  make  this  dwelling  horrible  to  nature. 
I'll  do't ;  hark  you,  my  lord,  your  son  Castalio, 
Take  him  to  your  closet,  and  there  teach  him  man- 
ners. 

Acas.  You  shall  have  justice. 

Cham.  Nay 1  will  have  justice. 

Who'll  sleep  in  safety  that  has  done  me  wrong  ? 
My  lord,  I'll  not  disturb  you  to  repeat 
The  cause  of  this  ;  I  beg  you  (to  preserve 
Your  house's  honour)  ask  it  of  Castalio. 
Acas.  I  will. 
Cham,         'Till  then  farewell {Exit, 
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Acas.  Farewell,  proud  boy. 

Monimia. 

Mon,        My  lord.  t 

AcaS'.  You  are  my  daughter. 

Mon.  I  am,  my  lord,  if  you'll  vouchsafe  to  own 
me.  '    ' 

Acas»  When  you'll  complain  to  me,  I'll  prove  a 
father.  [^Ea:it, 

Mon.  Now  I'm  undone  for  ever :  who  on  earth 
Is  there  so  wretched  as  Monimia  ? 
First  by  Castalio  cruelly  forsaken  ; 
I've  lost  Acasto  now:  his  parting  frowns 
May  well  instruct  me,  rage  is  in  his  heart ; 
I  shall  be  next  abandon'd  to  my  fortune, 
Thrust  out  a  naked  wand'rer  to  the  world. 
And  branded  for  the  mischievous  Monimia;       j,^ 
What  will  become  of  me  ?  my  cruel  brother 
Is  framing  mischiefs  too,  for  ought  I  know,  ? 

That  may  produce  bloodshed,  and  horrid  murder  :i 
I  would  not  be  the  cause  of  one  man's  death,  'f 

To  reign  the  empress  of  the  earth  ;  nay,  more,  A 
I'd  rather  lose  for  ever  my  Castalio,  j5 

My  dear  unkind  Castalio.  1 

Enter  Polydore.  / 

Pol.  Monimia  weeping ! 

So  morning  dews  on  new-blown  roses  lodge, 
By  the  sun's  amorous  heat  to  be  exhal'd. 
I  come,  my  love,  to  kiss  all  sorrow  from  thee. 
What  mean  these  sighs  ?  and  why  thus   beats  thyii^ 
heart?  / 

Mon.  Let  me  alone  to  sorrow :  'tis  a  cause 
None  e'er  shall  know ;  but  it  shall  with  me  die. 

Pol.  Happy,  Monimia,  he^  to  whom  these  sighs, 
These  tears,  and  all  these  languishings  are  paid ! 
I  am  no  stranger  to  your  dearest  secret ; 
I  know  your  heart  was  never  meant  tor  me. 
■That  jewel's  for  an  elder  brother's  price. 
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Mon.  My  lord ! 

Pol.  Nay,  wonder  not ;  last  night  I  heard 

His  oaths,  your  vows,  and  to  my  torment  saw 
Your  wild  embraces  :  heard  the  appointment  made  : 
I  did,  Monimia,  and  I  curs'd  the  sound. 
Wilt  thou  be  sworn,  my  love  ?  wilt  thou  be  ne'er 
Unkind  again  ? 

Alon.  Banish  such  fruitless  hopes ! 

Have  you  sworn  constancy  to  my  undoing  ? 
Will  you  be  ne'er  my  friend  again  ? 

Pol,  What  means  my  love  ? 

Mon.  Away  ;  what  meant  my  lord  ? 
Last  night? 

Pol.  Is  that  a  question  now  to  be  demanded  ? 
I  hope  Monimia  was  not  much  displeas'd. 

Mon.  Was  it  well  done  to  treat  me  like  a  prosti-:: 
tute, 
T  assault  my  lodging  at  the  dead  of  night,  ,;, 

And  threaten  me  if  I  denied  admittance ': 

You  said  you  were  Castalio \ 

Po/.>wns   jV*f!       ^  By  those  eyes 

It  was  the  same ;  I  spent  my  time  much  better      ^* 
I  tell  thee,  ill-natur'd  fair  one,  I  was  posted  ^^"^ 

To  more  advantage  on  a  pleasant  hill 
Of  springing  joy  and  everlasting  sweetness. 

Mon.  Hah have  a  care — ■ —         ^       ,     "    - 

Pol.  Where  is  the  danger  neliFinel*"^" 

Mon,  I  fear  you're  on  a  rock  will  wreck  your 
quiet,  ^ 

And  drown  your  soul  in  wretchedness  for  ever ; 
A   thousand   horrid   thoughts   crowd   on  my  me- 
mory. 
Will  you  be  kind  and  answer  me  one  question  ? 

Pol,  I'd  trust  thee  with  my  life  on  those  soft 
breasts  ;  ...  ... 

Breathe  out  the  choicest  secrets  of  myheart; 
'Till  I  had  nothing  in  it  left  but  love. 
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Mon.  Nay,  I'll  conjure  you  by  the  Gods,  and 
Angels, 
By  the  honour  of  your  name,  that's  most  concern'd. 
To  tell  me,  Polydore,  and  tell  me  truly. 
Where  did  you  rest  last  night  ? 

^^^'  Within  thy  arms 

I  trmmph'd  :  rest  had  been  my  foe. 

Mon.  'Tis  done 

.  [She  faints, 

Pol,  She  faints !  no  help !  who  waits  ?  a  curse 
Upon  my  vanity,  that  could  not  keep 
The  secret  of  my  happiness  in  silence. 
Confusion  !  we  shall  be  surpris'd  anon. 
And  consequently  all  must  be  betray'd, 

Monimia !  she  breathes Monimia 

Motu  Well 

Let  mischiefs  multiply !  let  every  hour 
Of  my  loath'd  life  yield  me  increase  of  horror ! 
Oh  let  the  sun  to  these  unhappy  eyes 
Ne*er  shine  again,  but  be  eclips'd  for  ever ! 
May  every  thing  I  look  on  seem  a  prodigy. 
To  fill  my  soul  with  terror,  'till  1  quite 
Forget  I  ever  had  humanity. 
And  grow  a  curser  of  the  works  of  nature  ! 
Pol.  What  means  all  this  ? 

Mon.  Oh,  Polydore,  if  all 

The  friendship  e'er  you  vow'd  to  good  Castalio^^^ 
Be  not  a  falsehood,  if  you  ever  lov'd 
Your  brother,  you've  undone  yourself  and  me. 
Pol.  Which  way  can  ruin  reach  the  man  that's 
rich. 
As  I  am,  in  possession  of  thy  sweetness  ? 
Mon.  Oh,  I'm  his  wife. 

Pol'  f  What  says  Monimia !  hah  ! 

Speak  that  again. 

Mon.  I  am  Castalio's  wife. 

Pol.  His  married,  wedded  wife  ? 
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Mon.  Yesterday's  sun 

Saw  it  perform'd. 

PoL  And  then  have  I  enjoy 'd 

My  brother's  wife  ? 

Mon.  As  surely  as  we  both 

Must  taste  of  misery,  that  guilt  is  thine. 

PoL  Must  we  be  miserable  then  ? 

Mon.  Oh! 

Pol.  Oh  I  thou  mayst  yet  be  happy  ? 

Mon.  Couldst  thou  be 

Happy  with  such  a  weight  upon  thy  soul  ? 

Pol.  It  may  be  yet  a  secret :   III  go  try 
To  reconcile  and  bring  Castalio  to  thee, 
Whilst  from  the  world  I  take  myself  away. 
And  waste  my  life  in  penance  for  my  sin. 

Mon.  Then  thou  wouldst  more  undo  me :  heap  a 
load 
Of  added  sins  upon  my  wretched  head: 
Wouldst  thou  again  have  me  betray  thy  brother. 
And  bring  pollution  to  his  arms  ?  curs'd  thought! 
Oh  when  shall  I  be  mad  indeed ! 

Pol.  Nay  then 

Let  us  embrace,  and  from  this  very  moment 
Vow  an  eternal  misery  together. 

Mon.  And  wilt  thou  be  a  very  faithful  wretch  ( 
Never  grow  fond  of  cheerful  peace  again  ? 
Wilt  thou  with  me  study  to  be  unhappy. 
And  find  out  ways  how  to  increase  affliction  ? 

PoL  We'll  institute  new  arts  unknown  before. 
To  vary  plagues,  and  make   them  look   like   new 

ones. 
First,  if  the  fruit  of  our  detested  joy, 
A  child  be  born,  it  shall  be  murder'd 

Mon.  No, 

Sure  that  may  live. 

PoL  Why  ? 

Mon.  To  become  a  thinj 
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More  wretched  than  its  parents,  to  be  branded 
With  all  our  infamy,  and  curse  its  birth. 

Pol.  That's  well  contrived  j  then  thus   let's  to- 
gether. 
Full  of  our  guilt,  distracted  where  to  roam, 
Like  the  first  wretched  pair  expell'd  their  Paradise. 
Let*s  find  some  place  where  adders  nest  in  winter^ 
Loathsome  and  venomous  :  where  poisons  hang 
Like  gums  against  the  walls  ;  where  witches  meet 
By  night,  and  feed  upon  some  pamper'd  imp,  ,  ^ 
Fat  with  the  blood  of  babes  :  there  we'll  inhabit^ 
And  live  up  to  the  height  of  desperation  ; 
Desire  shall  languish  like  a  withering  flower,        m 
And  no  distinction  of  the  sex  be  thought  of. 
Horrors  shall  fright  me  from  those  pleasing  harms. 
And  I'll  no  more  be  caught  with  beauty's  charms. 
But  when  I'm  dying  take  me  in  thy  arms. 

ACT  V.  '''!' 

SCENE    L  i^o 

Castalio  lining  on  the  Ground. 

SONG.  V4..K 

I. 

Come,  all  i^e  youths,  whose  hearts  e^er  bled 

By  cruel  beauty's  pride 
Bring  each  a  garland  on  his  head, 

Let  none  his  sorrows  hide. 
But  hand  in  hand  around  me  move. 
Singing  the  saddest  tales  of  love  ; 

And  see,  when  your  complaints  ye  join. 

If  all  your  wrongs  can  equal  mine. 
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H. 

The  happiest  mortal  once  was  /, 
My  heart  no  sorrows  knew  ; 

Pity  the  pain  with  which  I  die, 

"'    But  ask  not  whence  it  grew. 

Yet  if  a  tempting  fair  you  fold 

That*s  very  lo>vely,  very  kind. 

Though  bright  as  Heaven,  whose  stamp  she  bears, 
Think  of  my  fate,  and  shun  her  snares. 

Cas.  See  where  the  deer  trot  after  one  another, 
Male,  female,  father,  daughter,  mother,  son, 
Brother  and  sister  mingled  all  together ; 
No  discontent  they  know,  but  in  delightful 
Wildness  and  freedom,  pleasant  springs,  fresh  herb- 
,       :-•   age  X,^  iii  .  ,  a 

CaTm  arbours,  lusty  health  and  innocence. 
Enjoy  their  portion  ;  if  they  see  a  man. 
How  will  they  turn  together  all,  and  gaze 

Upon  the  monster 

Once  in  a  season  too  they  taste  of  love : 
Only  the  beast  of  reason  is  its  slave. 
And  in  that  folly  drudges  all  the  year. 

Enter  Acasto. 

Acas.  Castalio!  Castalio! 

Cas.  Who's  there  so  wretched  but  to  name  Cas- 
talio ? 
Acas.  I  hope  my  message  may  succeed. 
Cas.  My  father ! 

'Tis  joy  to  see  you,    though  where  sorrow's  nou- 
rish'd. 
Acas.  I'm  come  in  beauty's  cause ;  you'll  guess 

the  rest. 
Cas.  A  woman  !  if  you  love  my  peace  of  mind, 
Name  not  a  woman  to  mc  ;  but  to  think 

VOL.  II.  O 
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Of  woman  were  enough  to  taint  my  brains, 
*Till  they  ferment  to  madness !  Oh !  my  father. 

Acas.  What  ails  my  boy  ? 

Cas.  A  woman  is  the  thing 

I  would  forget,  and  blot  from  my  remembrance. 

Acas.  Forget  Monimia ! 

Cas.  She  to  choose :  Monimia ! 

The  very  sound's  imgrateful  to  my  sense. 

Acas.  This  might  seem  strange !  but  you,  I*ve 
found,  will  hide 
Your  heart   from   me;    you    dare    not  trust   your 
father.  -. 

Cas.  No  more  Monimia.  '^*i  '*  ■ 

Acas.  Is  she  not  your  wife  ? 

Cas.  So  much  the  worse  :  who  loves  to  hear  of 
wife?  'T 

When  you  would  give  all  worldly  plagues  a  name 
Worse  than  they  have  already,  call  them  wife : 
But  a  new-married  wife's  a  seeming  mischief. 
Full  of  herself:  why,  what  a  deal  of  horror 
Has  that  poor  wretch  to  come,  that  wedded  yester 
day! 

Acas.  Castalio,  you  must  go  along  with  me. 
And  see  Monimia. 

Cas.  Sure,  my  lord  but  mocks  me  : 

Go  see  Monimia !  Pray,  my  lord  excuse  me ; 
And  leave  the  conduct  of  this  part  of  life 
To  my  own  choice. 

Acas.  I  say,  no  more  dispute. 

Complaints  are  made  to  me,  that  you  have  wrong'd 
her. 

Cas.  Who  has  complain'd  ? 

Acas.  Her  brother,  to  my  face,  proclaim'd  her 
wrong'd;  -uv  y-''^ 

And  in  such  terms,  they've  warm'd  me. 

Cas.  What  terms?  Her  brother!  Heaven!  where 
learnt  she  that  ? 
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What,  does  she  send  her  hero  with  defiance  ? 
He  durst  not,  sure,  affront  you  ? 

Acas.  No,  not  much. 

But 

Cas.  Speak,  what  said  he  ? 

Acas.  That  thou  wert  a  villain : 

Methinks  I  would  not  have  thee  thought  a  villain. 

Cas.  Shame  on  th'  ill-manner'd  brute  :  your  age 
secur'd  him  ; 
He  durst  not  else  have  said  so. 

Acas,  By  my  sword, 

I  would  not  see  thee  wrong'd,  and  bear  it  vilely  : 
Though  I  have  past  my  word  she  shall  have  justice. 

Cas,  Justice  !    to  give  her  justice   would  undo 
ij  i)-->rt  her  : 

Think  you  this  solitude  I  now  had  chosen. 
Left  joys  just  opening  to  my  sense,  sought  here 
A  place  to  curse  my  fate  in,  measur'd  out 
My  grave  at  length,  wish'd  to  have  grown  one  piece 
With  this  cold  clay,  and  all  without  a  cause  ? 

Enter  Chamont. 

Cham.  Where  is  the  hero  famous  and  renown'd 
For  wronging  innocence  and  breaking  vows? 
Whose  mighty  spirit,  and  whose  stubborn  heart. 
No  woman  can  appease,  nor  man  provoke. 

Acas.  I  guess,  Chamont,  you  come  to  seek  Cas- 

Cham.  I  come  to  seek  the  husband  of  Monimia. 

Cas.  The  slave  is  here. 

Cham.         I  thought,  ere  now,  to  have  found  you 
Atoning  for  the  ills  you've  done  Chamont;         .  j 
For  you  have  wrong'd  the  dearest  part  of  hirq.    \ 
Monimia,  young  lord,  weeps  in  this  heart; 
And  all  the  tears  thy  injuries  have  drawn 
F'rom  her  poor  eyes,  are  drops  of  blood  from  hence. 

Cas.  Then  you're  Chamont  ? 

o  2 
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Cham.  Yes  ;  and  I  hope  no  stranger 

To  great  Castalio. 

Cas.  I've  heard  of  such  a  man, 

That  has  been  very  busy  with  my  honour : 
I  own  I'm  much  indebted  to  you,  sir  ; 
And  here  return  the  villain  back  again 
You  sent  me  by  my  father. 

Cham.  Thus  I'll  thank  you. 

Acas.  By  this  good  sword,  who  first  presumes  to 

violence  \_Draws  and  interposes. 

Makes  me  his  foe. — Young  man,  it  once  was  thought 

[To  Castalio. 
I  was  fit  guardian  of  my  house's  honour. 

And  you  might  trust  your  share  with  me For 

you,  [To  Chamont. 

Young  soldier,  I  must  tell  you,  you  have  wrong'd 

nme: 
I  promis'd  you  to  do  Monimia  right ; 
And  thought  my  word  a  pledge  I  would  not  forfeit : 
But  you,  I  find,  would  fright  us  to  performance. 
Cas.  Sir,  in   my  younger  years,  with  care  you 
taught  me. 
That  brave  revenge  was  due  to  injur'd  honour; 
Oppose  not,  then,  the  justice  of  my  sword, 
Lest  you  should  make  me  jealous  of  your  love. 
Cham.    Into   thy   father's   arms   thou   fly'st   for 
safety. 
Because  thou  know'st  the  place  is  sanctified 
With  the  remembrance  of  an  ancient  friendship. 

Cas.  I  am  a  villain  if  I  will  not  seek  thee, 
Till  I  may  be  reveng'd  for  all  the  wrongs 
Done  me  by  that  ungrateful  fair  thou  plead'st  for. 
Cham.    She   wrong'd  thee!  by  the  fury  in  my 
heart. 
Thy  father's  honour's  not  above  Monimia's ; 
Nor  was  thy  mother's  truth  and  virtue  fairer. 
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Acas.  Boy,  don't  disturb  the  ashes  of  the  dead 
With  thy  capricious  foUies  :  the  remembrance 
Of  the  lov'd  creature  that  once  fill'd  these  arms 

Cham.  Has  not  been  wrong'd. 

Cas.  It  shall  not. 

Cham.  No,  nor  shall 

Monimia,  tliough  a  helpless  orphan,  destitute 
Of  friends  and  fortune,  though  th'  unhappy  sister 
Of  poor  Chamont,  whose  sword  is  all  his  portion, 
Be  oppressM  by  thee,  thou  proud  imperious  traitor. 

Cas.  Hah !  let  me  free. 

Cham.  Come  both. 

Enter  Serina. 

Scr.  Alas !  alas ! 

The  cause  of  these  disorders,  my  Chamont  ? 
Who  is't  has  wrong'd  thee  ? 

Cas.  Now,  where  art  thou  fled 

For  shelter  ? 

Cham.  Come  from  thine,  and  see  what  safeguard 
Shall  then  betray  my  fears. 

Ser.  Cruel  Castalio, 

Sheath  up  thy  angry  sword,  and  don't  affright  me : 
Chamont,  let  once  Serina  calm  thy  breast ; 
If  any  of  my  friends  have  done  thee  injuries, 
I'll  be  reveng'd,  and  love  thee  better  for't. 

Cas.  Sir,  if  you'd   have  me  think  you  did  not 
take 
This  opportunity  to  shew  your  vanity, 
Let's  meet  some  other  time,  when,  by  ourselves. 
We  fairly  may  dispute  our  wrongs  together. 

Cham.  Till  then,  I  am  Castalio's  friend. 

Cas.  Serina, 

Farewell ;  I  wish  much  happiness  attend  you. 

Ser.    Chamont's    the   dearest   thing   I    have   on 
earth  ; 
Give  me  Chamont,  and  let  the  world  forsake  me. 


ipS  THE  ORPHAN;  OR,  [act  V^ 

Cham.  Witness  the  gods  how  happy  I'm  in  thee ! 
No  beauteous  blossom  of  the  fragrant  spring, 
Though  the  fair  child  of  nature,  newly  born. 
Can  be  so  lovely.     Angry,  unkind  Castalio, 
Suppose  I  should  awhile  lay  by  my  passions. 
And  be  a  beggar  in  Monimia's  cause. 
Might  I  be  heard  ? 

Cas.                          Sir,  'twas  my  last  request 
You  would   (though   you,  I  find,  will  not)  be  sa- 
tisfied : 
So,  in  a  word,  Monimia  is  my  scorn  ; 
She  basely  sent  you  here  to  try  my  fears  ; 
That  was  your  business. 
No  artful  prostitute,  in  falsehoods  practis'd, 
To  make  advantage  of  her  coxcomb's  follies. 
Could  have  done  more Disquiet  vex  her  for't. 

Cham.  Farewell. 

\_Exeunt  Chamont  and  Serina. 

Cas.       Farewell — My  father,  you  seem  troubled. 

Acas,  Would  I'd  been  absent  when  this  boist'rous 
brave 
Came  to  disturb  thee  thus:  I'm  griev'd  I  hinder'd 
Thy  just  resentment But  Monimia 

Cas.  Damn  hen 

'     Acas.  Don't  curse  her. 

Cas.  Did  I?  *^ 

Acas.  Yes.  ^ 

Cas.  I'm  sorry  for't. 

Acas.  Methinks,  as  if  I   guess   the  fault's   but 
small. 
It  might  be  pardon'd. 

Cas.  No. 

Acas.  What  has  she  done  ? 

Cas.  That  she's  my  wife,  may  Heaven  and  you 
forgive  me. 

Acas.  Be  reconcil'd  then.  -^ 

Cas.  No.  ^J 
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Acas.  ■<  I  Go  see  her. 

Cas.  No. 

Acas.  I'll  send  and  bring  her  hither. 

Cas,  No. 

Acas.  For  my  sake, 

Castaho,  and  the  quiet  of  my  age. 

Cas.    Why  will  you   urge   a   thing   my  nature 
starts  at  ? 

Acas.  Pr'ythee,  forgive  her. 

Cas,  Lightnings  first  shall  blast  me, 

I  tell  you,  were  she  prostrate  at  my  feet. 
Full  of  her  sex's  best  dissembled  sorrows,  > 

And  all  that  wondrous  beauty  of  her  own, 
My  heart  might  break,  but  it  should  never  soften. 

Enter  Florella. 

Fio.  My  lord,  where  are  you  ?     Oh,  Castalio! 

Acas.  Hark. 

Cas.  What's  that  ? 

Flo.  Oh,  shew  me  quickly,  where's  Castalio ! 

Cas.  Why,  what's  the  business  ? 

Fio.  Oh,  the  poor  Monimia ! 

Cas.  Hah! 

Acas.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Flo.  Hurried  by  despair. 

She  flies  with  fury  over  all  the  house. 
Through  every  room  of  each  apartment,  crying, 
Where's  my  Castalio  ?  give  me  my  Castalio. 
Except  she  sees  you,  sure  she'll  grow  distracted. 

Cas.  Hah  1  will  she  ?  does  she  name  Castalio  ? 
And  with  such  tenderness  ?  Conduct  me  quickly 
To  the  poor  lovely  mourner.     Oh,  my  father ! 

Acas.  Then  wilt  thou  go?    Blessings  attend  thy 

.  ;  purpose. 

Cas.  I  cannot  hear  Monimia's  soul's  in  sadness. 
And  be  a  man  ;  my  heart  will  not  forget  her. 
But  do  not  tell  the  world  you  saw  this  of  me. 
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Acas.  Delay  not,  then,  but  haste  and  cheer  thy 
love.  --f 

Cas.  Oh,  I  will  throw  my  impatient  arms  about 
^*3  her,  ifourl 

In  her  soft  bosom  sigh  my  soul  to  peace,         Vi^»v 
Till  through  the  panting  breast  she  finds  the  Way^> 
To  mould  my  heart,  and  make  it  what  she  will. 
Monimia  !  Oh  !        [^E.reimt  Acasto  and  Castauo. 

Enter  Monimia. 

Mon.  Stand  off,  and  give  me  room  ! 

I  will  not  rest  till  I  have  found  Castalio, 
My  wishes'  lord,  comely  as  rising  day. 
Amidst  ten  thousand  eminently  known. 
Flowers  spring  up  where'er  he  treads  ;  his  eyes, 
Fountains  of  brightness,  cheering  all  about  him  ! 
When  will  they  shine  on   me  ?         Qh»,  stay,  my 

soul!  t-Bfj  rf'-rlT    "V 

I  cannot  die  in  peace  till  I  have  seen  him. 

Castalio  re-enters. 

Cas.  Who  talks  of  dying  with  a  voice  so  sweet, 
.  "yhat  life's  in  love  with  it  ? 

Mon.  Hark  !  'tis  he  that  answei-s  ; 
So  in  a  camp,  though  at  the  dead  of  night. 
If  but  the  trumpet's  cheerful  noise  is  heard. 
All  at  the  signal  leap  from  downy  rest. 
And  every  heart  awakes  as  mine  does  now. 
Where  art  thou  ? 

Cas.  Here,  my  love. 

Jilon.  No  nearer,  lest  I  vanish. 

Cas.  Have   I   been    in  a  dream,   then,  all   this 
while ! 
And  art  thou  but  the  shadow  of  Monimia ! 
Why  dost  thou  fly  me  thus? 

Mon.    Oh !    were    it    possible   that    we    could 
drown 


SCENE  I.]  THE  UNHAPPY  MARRIAGE.    101 

In  dark  oblivion  but  a  few  past  hours. 
We  might  be  happy. 

Cas.  Is't  then  so  hard,  Monimia,  to  forgive 
A  fault,  where   humble   love,  like   mine,  implores 

thee  ? 
For  I  must  love  thee,  though  it  prove  my  ruin. 
Which  way  shall  I  court  thee  ? 
What  shall  I  do  to  be  enough  thy  slave. 
And  satisfy  the  lovely  pride  that's  in  thee } 
I'll  kneel  to  thee,  and  weep  a  flood  before  thee : 
Yet  pr'ythee,  tyrant,  break  not  quite  my  heart ; 
But  when  my  task  of  penitence  is  done, 
Heal  it  again,  and  comfort  me  with  love. 

j\Io}i.  If  I  am  dumb,  Castalio,   and  want  words, 
To  pay  thee  back  this  mighty  tenderness ; 
It  is  because  I  look  on  thee  with  horror. 
And  cannot  see  the  man  1  so  have  wrong'd. 
'     Cas.  Thou  hast  not  wrong'd  me. 

Mon.  Ah  !  alas,  thou  talk'st 

Just  as  thy  poor  heart  thinks  ;  have  not  I  wrong'd 
thee? 

Cas.  No. 

]\fo?i.  Still  thou  wander'st  in  the  dark,  Castalio  ; 
But  wilt,  ere  long,  stumble  on  horrid  danger. 

Cas.  What  means  my  love  ? 

Mon.  Couldst  thou  but  forgive  me  \ 

Cas.  What? 

Mofi.  For  my  fault  last  night ;  alas !  thou  canst 
not. 

Cas.  I  can,  and  do. 

Mo?i.  Thus  crawling  on  the  earth 

Would  I  that  pardon  meet ;  the  only  thing 
Can  make  me  view  the  face  of  Heaven  with  hope. 

Cas.  Then  let's  draw  near. 

Mon.  Ah,  me ! 

Cas.  So  in  the  fields, 

When  the  destroyer  has  been  out  for  prey. 


m 
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The  scatter'd  lovers  of  the  feather'd  kind,  ,| 

Seeking,  when  danger's  past,  to  meet  again,  // 

Make  moan,  and  call,  by  such  degrees  approach  ; 
Till  joining  thus,  they  bill,  and  spread  their  wings,^ 
Murmuring  love  and  joy,  their  fears  are  over.  1 

Mon.    Yet   have   a   care ;    be    not   too  fond   of 
peace ; 
Lest,  in  pursuance  of  the  goodly  quarry. 
Thou  meet  a  disappointment  that  distracts  thee. 

Cas.  My  better  angel,  then  do  thou  inform  me,t 
What  danger  threatens  me,  and  where  it  lies : 
Why  didst  thou  (pr'ythee,  smile  and  tell  me  why) 
When  I  stood  waiting  underneath  the  window. 
Quaking  with  fierce  and  violent  desires  ; 
The  dropping  dews  fell  cold  upon  my  head, 
Darkness  enclos'd,  and  the  winds  whistled  round 

me  ; 
Which,  with  my  mournful  sighs,  made  such  sad 

music 
As  might  have  mov'd  the  hardest  heart ;  why  wert 

thou 
Deaf  to  my  cries,  and  senseless  of  my  pains? 

Mon.  Did  I  not  beg  thee  to  forbear  inquiry  ? 
Read'st  thou  not  something  in  my  face,  that  speaks 
Wonderful  change,  and  horror  from  within  me  ? 

Cas.  Then  there  is  something  yet  which  I've  not 
known ; 
What  dost  thou  mean  by  horror,  and  forbearance 
Of  more  inquiry  ?  Tell  me,  I  beg  thee,  tell  me ; 
And  don't  betray  me  to  a  second  madness. 

Mon.  Must  i  ? 

Cas.  If,  labouring  in  the  pangs  of  death, 

Thou  wouldst  do  any  thing  to  give  me  ease. 
Unfold  this  riddle,  ere  my  thoughts  grow  wild. 
And  let  in  fears  of  ugly  form  upon  me. 

Alon.  My  heart  won't  let  me  speak  it ;  but  re?- 
member, 
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Monimia,  poor  Monimia,  tells  you  this. 
We  ne'er  must  meet  again 

Cas.  What  means  my  destiny! 

For  all  my  good  or  evil  fate  dwells  in  thee  : 
Ne'er  meet  again  ? 

Mon.  No,  never. 

Cas.  Where's  the  pow'r 

On    earth,    that    dares    not    look    hke    thee,   and 

say  so  ? 
Thou  art  my  heart's  inheritance :  I  serv'd 
A  long  and  painful  slavery  for  thee  ; 
And  who  shall  rob  me  of  the  dear-bought  blessing? 

Mon.  Time  will  clear  all,  but  now  let  this  content 
you : 
Heav'n  has  decreed,  and  therefore  I've  resolv'd 
(With  torment  I  must  tell  it  thee,  Castalio) 
Ever  to  be  a  stranger  to  thy  love ; 
In  some  far  distant  country  waste  my  life ; 
And,  from  this  day,  to  see  thy  face  no  more. 

Cas.  Where  am  I  ?  fiure  I  wander  midst  enchant- 
ment. 
And  never  more  shall  find  the  way  to  rest ; 
But  oh,  Monimia  '  art  thou  indeed  resolv'd 
To  punish  me  with  everlasting  absence  ? 
Why  turn'st  thou  from  me  ?  I'm  alone  already  : 
Methinks  I  stand  upon  a  naked  beach, 
Sighing  to  winds,  and  to  the  seas  complaining. 
Whilst  afar  off  the  vessel  sails  away. 
Where  all  the  treasure  of  my  soul's  embark'd  : 
Wilt  thou   not  turn  ? — Oh,  could   those  eyes   but 

speak, 
I  should  know  all,  for  love  is  pregnant  in  them ; 
They  swell,  they  press  their  beams  upon  me  still : 
Wilt  thou  not  speak?  If  we  must  part  for  ever. 
Give  me  but  one  kind  word  to  think  upon. 
And  please  myself  withal,  whilst  my  heart's  break- 
ing. 

Mon.  Ah,  poor  Castalio !  [Exit  Monimia. 
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Cos.  Pity,  by  the  Gods, 

She  pities  me ;  then  thou  wilt  go  eternally  ?  ^ 

What  means  all  this?  why  all  this  stir  to  plague 
A  single  wretch  ?  If  but  your  word  can  shake 
This  world  to  atoms,  why  so  much  ado 
With  me  ?  think  me  but  dead,  and  lay  me  so. 

Enter  Polydore. 

Pol.  To  live,  and  live  a  torment  to  myself. 
What  dog  would  bear't,  that  knew  but  his  condition  ? 
We  have  little  knowledge,  and  that  makes  us  cow- 
ards. 
Because  it  cannot  tell  us  what's  to  come. 

Cas.  Who's  there  ? 

Pol.  Why,  what  art  thou? 

Can.  My  brother  Polydore  ? 

Pol.  My  name  is  Polydore. 

CaS'  Canst  thou  inform  me — 

Pol.  Of  what? 

Cas.  Of  my  Monimia? 

Pol.  No.     Good-day. 

Cas.  In  haste? 

Methinks  my  Polydore  appears  in  sadness. 

Pol.  Indeed  ;  and  so  to  me  does  my  Castalio. 

Cas.  Do  I  ? 

Pol.  Thou  dost. 

Cas.  Alas !  IVe  wondrous  reason  ; 

I'm  strangely  alter'd,  brother,  since  I  saw  thee. 

Pol.  Why? 

Cas.         Oh,  to  tell  thee  would  but  put  thy  heart 
To  pain  ;  let  me  embrace  thee  but  a  little, 
And  weep  upon  thy  neck  ;  I  would  repose 
Within  thy  friendly  bosom  all  my  follies. 
For  thou  wilt  pardon  them,  because  they're  mine. 

Pol.  Be  not  too  credulous  ;  consider,  first. 
Friends  may  be  false.     Is  there  no  friendship  false  ? 

Cas.  Why  dost   thou   ask   me  that  ?    does   this 
appear 
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Like  a  false  friendship,  when,  with  open  arms 
And  streaming  eyes,  I  run  upon  thy  breast? 
Oh,  'tis  in  thee  alone  I  must  have  comfort. 

Pol.  I  fear,  Castalio,  I  have  none  to  give  thee. 

Cas.  Dost  thou  not  love  me  then  ? 
-    Pol.  Oh,  more  than  life : 

I  never  had  a  thought  of  my  Castalio 
Might  wrong  the  friendship  we  had  vow'd  together. 
Hast  thou  dealt  so  by  me  ? 

Cas.  I  hope  I  have. 

Pol.  Then  tell  me  why  this  mourning,  this  dis- 
order ? 

Cas.  Oh,  Polydore,  I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee: 
Shame  rises  in  my  face,  and  interrupts 
The  story  of  my  tongue. 

Pol.  I  grieve,  my  friend 

Knows  any  thing  which  he's  asham'd  to  tell  me ; 
Or  didst  thou  e'er  conceal  thy  thoughts  from  Poly- 
dore? 

Cas.  Oh,  much  too  oft ;  but  let  me  here  conjure 
thee, 
By  all  the  kind  affection  of  a  brother, 
(For  I'm  asham'd  to  call  myself  thy  friend) 
Forgive  me. 

PoL  Well,  go  on. 

Cas.  Our  destiny  contriv'd 

To  plague  us  both  with  one  unhappy  love! 
Thou,  like  a  friend,  a  constant  generous  friend, 
In  its  first  pangs  didst  trust  me  with  thy  passion. 
Whilst  I  still  smooth'd  my  pain  with  smiles  before 

thee, 
And  made  a  contract  I  ne'er  meant  to  keep. 

Pol.  How! 

Cas.  Still  new  ways  I  studied  to  abuse  thee. 

And  kept  thee  as  a  stranger  to  my  passion. 
Till  yesterday  I  wedded  with  Moniniia. 

Pol.  Ah,  my  Castalio,  was  that  well  done? 


J 
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Cas.  No ;  to  conceal  it  from  thee  was  a  fault. 

Pol.  A  fault !  when  thou  hast  heard  the  tale  I'll 
tell, 
What  wilt  thou  call  it  then? 

Cas.  How  my  heart  throbs ! 

Pol.  First,  for  thy  friendship,  traitor, 
I  cancel't  thus ;  after  this  day,  I'll  ne'er 
Hold  trust,  or  converse,  with  the  false  Castalio 
This,  witness  Heaven. 

Cas.  What  will  my  fate  do  with  me ! 

IVe  lost  all  happiness,  and  know  not  why:  <. 

What  means  this,  brother  ?  i.O 

Pol.  Perjur'd,  treacherous  wretch, 

Farewell. 

Cas.        I'll  be  thy  slave,  and  thou  shalt  use  me 
Just  as  thou  wilt,  do  but  forgive  me.  /? 

Pol.  Never. 

Cas.  O  I  think  a  little  what  thy  heart  is  doing ; 
How,  from  our  infancy,  we,  hand  in  hand. 
Have  trod  the  path  of  life  in  love  together;  l 

One  bed  has  held  us,  and  the  same  desires. 
The  same  aversions,  still  employ'd  our  thoughts  : 
Whene'er  had  I  a  friend,  that  was  not  Polydore's  ?  c 
Or  Polydore  a  foe,  that  was  not  mine  ?  «   **- 

Ev'n  in  the  womb  we  embrac'd,  and  wilt  thou  now. 
For  the  first  fault,  abandon  and  forsake  me  ? 
Leave  me,  amidst  afflictions,  to  myself, 
Plung'd  in  the  gulf  of  grief,  and  none  to  help  me  ? 

Pol.  Go  to  Monimia  ;  in  her  arms  thou'lt  find    i 
Repose  ;  she  has  the  art  of  healing  sorrows. 

Cas.  What  arts  ? 

Pol.    Blind    wretch !    thou   husband !    there's   a 
question; 
Go  to  her  fulsome  bed,  and  wallow  there,  / 

Till  some  hot  rutfian,  full  of  lust  and  wine. 
Come  storm  thee  out,  and  shew  thee  what's  thy 
bargain.  j  /yi\    Kvi 
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Cas,  Hold  there,  I  charge  thee. 

Pol.  Is  she  not  a- 


Cas.  Whore  ? 

Pol.  Ay,  whore  ;    I   think   that  word  needs   no 
explaining. 

Cas.  Alas !  I  can  forgive  ev'n  this  to  thee  ; 
But  let  me  tell  thee,  Polydore,  I'm  griev'd 
To  find  thee  guilty  of  such  low  revenge, 
To   wrong    that   virtue    which    thou    couldst     not 
ruin. 

Pol.  It  seems  I  lie,  then. 

Cas.  Should  the  bravest  man 

That   e'er    wore    conquering   sword,    but    dare   to 

whisper 
What  thou  proclaim'st,  he  were  the  worst  of  liars : 
My  friend  may  be  mistaken. 

Pol,  Damn  the  evasion  ; 

Thou  mean'st  the  worst,  and  he's  a  base-born  vil- 
lain 
That  said  I  lied. 

Cas.  Do,  draw  thy  sword,  and  thrust  it  through 
my  heart. 
There  is  no  joy  in  life  if  thou  art  lost. 
A  base-born  villain ! 

Pol.  Yes ;  thou  never  cam'st 

From  old  Acasto's  loins  ;  the  midwife  put  i 

A  cheat  upon  my  mother  ;  and,  instead 
Of  a  true  brother,  in  the  cradle,  by  me, 
Plac'd  some  coarse  peasant's  cub,  and  thou  art  he. 

Cas.  Thou  art  my  brother,  still. 

Pol.  Thou  liset. 

Cas.  Nay  then: 

[//e  draws. 

Yet,  I  am  calm. 

Pol.  A  coward's  always  so. 

Cas.  Ah ah that  stings  home  :  coward  I 

PoL  Ay,  base-born  coward !  villain  I 
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Cas.  This  to  thy  heart  then,  though  my  mother 
bore  thee.  ♦! 

[Fight. — PoLYDORE  drops  his  swordy  and 
^  runs  on  Castalio's. 

Pol.  Now  my  Castaho  is  again  my  friend. 

Cas»  What  have  I  done!  my  sword  is  in  .tky 

breast.  .s    \. ': 

Pol.  So  I  would  have  it  be,  thou  best  of  men. 
Thou  kindest  brother,  and  thou  truest  friend.       A' 
<i    Cas.  Ye  Gods,  we're  taught,  that  all  your  works 
ij-^v>^i^.  are  justice:  Ittua  eali' 

YouVe  painted  merciful,  and  friends  to  innocence  ^ 
If  so,  then  why  these  plagues  upon  my  head  ?     .;| 
Pol.  Blame  not  the  Heavens ;  here  lies  thy  fate, 
Castalio ; 
They're  not  the  Gods,  'tis  Polydore  has  wrong'd 

,^-\"  thee ; 

I've  stain'd  thy  bed,  thy  spotless  marriage  joysnJX' 
Have  been  polluted  by  thy  brother's  lust,i>  Hinimii 
Cas.  By  thee  ?  ,A  .<. 

Pol.  By  me:  last  night  the  horrid  deed 

Was   done,   when  all    things    slept   but  rage   and 
.-  incest.  ^ 

Cas.  Now,  where's  Monimia  ?  Oh !  ) 


/ 


Enter  Monimia. 

Man.  I'm  here ;  who  calls  me  ?     Methought  X 
heard  a  voice  4o*l  .> 

Sweet  as  the  shepherd's  pipe  upon  the  mountains,! 
When  all  his  little  flock's  at  feed  before  him. 
But  what  means  this  ?  here's  blood. 

Cas.  Ay,  brother's  blood ! 

Art  thou  prepar'd  for  everlasting  pains  ? 

Pol.  O  let  me  charge  thee,  by  th'  eternal  justice. 
Hurt  not  her  tender  life  ! 

Cas.  Not  kill  her?  Rack  me. 

Ye  Powers  above,  with  all  your  choicest  torments, 
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Horror  of  mind,  and  pains  yet  uniiivented. 

If  I  not  practise  cruelty  upon  her. 

And  treat  revenge  some  way  yet  never  known. 

Mon.  That  task  myself  have  finish'd,  I  shall  die 
Before  we  part ;  I've  drank  a  healing  draught 
For  all  my  cares,  and  never  more  shall  wrong  thee. 

PoL  Oh,  she  is  innocent. 

Cas.  Tell  me  that  story, 

And  thou  wilt  make  a  wretch  of  me,  indeed. 

Pol.  Hadst  thou,  Castalio,  us'd  me  like  a  friend. 
This  ne'er  had  happen'd  ;  hadst  thou  let  me  knowa 
Thy  marriage,  we  had  all  now  met  in  joy:         ..oY 
But,  ignorant  of  that. 

Hearing  the  appointment  made,  enrag'd  to  think 
Thou  hadst  out-done  me  in  successful  love, 
I,  in  the  dark,  went  and  supply'd  thy  place ; 
Whilst  all  the  night,  'midst  our  triumphant  joys. 
The  trembling,  tender,  kind,  deceiv'd  Monimia, 
Embrac'd,  caress'd,  and  call'd  me  her  Castalio. 

Cas.  And  all  this  is  the  work  of  my  own  fortune : 
None  but  myself  could  e'er  have  been  so  curst. 
My  fatal  love,  alas !  has  ruin'd  thee. 
Thou  fairest,  goodliest  frame  the  gods  e'er  made^ 
Or  ever  human  eyes  and  hearts  ador'd  ! 
I've  murder'd,  too,  my  brother. 
Why  wouldst  thou  study  ways  to  damn  me  further, 
And  force  the  sin  of  parricide  upon  me  ? 

Pol.  'Twas  my  own  fault,  and  thou  art  innocent. 
Forgive  the  barbarous  trespass  of  my  tongue ; 
'Twas  a  hard  violence  ;  I  could  have  died 
With  love  of  thee,  ev'n  when  I  us'd  thee  worst ;     ' 
Nay,  at  each  word  that  my  distraction  utter'd. 
My  heart  recoil'd,  and  'twas  half  death  to   speak 
them. 

Mon.  Now,  my  Castalio,  the  most  dear  of  men. 
Wilt  thou  receive  pollution  to  thy  bosom. 
And  close  the  eyes  of  one  that  has  betray'd  thee  ? 

VOL.  JI.  P 
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Cas.  Oh,  I'm  th'  unhappy  wretch,  whose  cursed 

fate  i 

Has   weigh'd    thee    down    into    destruction   with 

him ; 
Why  then  thus  kind  to  me? 

Mon.  When  I'm  laid  low  in  the  grave,  and  quite 

forgotten, 
May'st  thou  be  happy  in  a  fairer  bride ; 
But  none  can  ever  love  thee  like  Monimia. 
When  I  am  dead,  as  presently  I  shall  be, 
(For  the  grim  tyrant  grasps  my  heart  already) 
Speak  well  of  me  ;  and  if  thou  find  ill  tongues 
Too  busy  with  my  fame,  don't  hear  me  wrong'd ; 
'Twill  be  a  noble  justice  to  the  memory 
Of  a  poor  wretch  once  honour'd  with  thy  love. 
How  my  head  swims !  'Tis  very  dark  !    Good-night. 

[Dies* 
Cas.  If  I    survive  thee ! — what  a   thought  was 

that! 
Thank  Heaven,  I  go  prepar'd  against  that  curse. 

Enter  Chamont,  disarmed,  and  seized  by  Acasto 

and  Servants. 

Cham.  Gape,    Hell,  and  swallow   me  to   quick 
damnation, 
If  I  forgive  your  house,  if  I  not  live 
An  everlasting  plague  to  thee,  Acasto, 
And  all  thy  race.     Ye  have  overpower'd  me  now. 
But  hear  me,  Heaven ! — Ah !  here's  the  scene  of 

death  ; 
My  sister,  my  Monimia!  breathless!  now. 
Ye  Pow'rs  above,  if  ye  have  justice,  strike, 
Strike  bolts   through  me,  and  through  the  curs'd 
Castalio. 
Acas.  My  Polydore. 
Pol.  .     Who  calls? 

Acas.  How  cam'st  thou  wounded  ? 
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Cas.    Stand    off,    thou    hot-brain'd,    boisterous, 
noisy  ruffian. 
And  leave  me  to  my  sorrows. 

Cham.  By  the  love 

I  bore  her  living,  I  will  ne'er  forsake  her. 
But  here  remain  till  my  heart  burst  with  sobbing. 

Cas,  Vanish,  I  charge  thee,  or 

[Draws  a  dagger, 

Cham.  Thou  canst  not  kill  me; 

That  would  be  kindness,  and  against  thy  nature. 

Acas.  What  means  Castalio  ?  Sure  thou  wilt  not 
pull 
More  sorrows  on  thy  aged  father's  head. 
Tell  me,  I  beg  you,  tell  me  the  sad  cause 
Of  all  this  ruin. 

Pol.  That  must  be  my  task  ; 

But  'tis  too  long  for  one  in  pain  to  tell ; 
You'll,  in  my  closet,  find  the  story  written 
Of  all  our  woes.     Castalio's  innocent. 
And  so's  Monimia;  only  I'm  to  blame  : 
Inquire  no  farther. 

Cas.  Thou,  unkind  Chamont, 

Unjustly  hast  pursued  me  with  thy  hate. 
And  sought  the  life  of  him  that  never  wrong'd  thee  ; 
Now,  if  thou  wilt  embrace  a  noble  vengeance. 
Come  join  with  me,  and  curse. 

Cham.  What  ? 

Cas.  First  thyself. 

As  I  do,  and  the  hour  that  gave  thee  birth ; 
Confusion  and  disorder  seize  the  world. 
To  spoil  all  trust  and  converse  amongst  men  ; 
'Twixt  families  engender  endless  feuds. 
In  countries  needless  fears,  in  cities  factions. 
In  states  rebellion,  and  in  churches  schism : 
'Till  all  things  move  against  the  course  of  nature  ; 
Till  form's  dissolv'd,  the  chain  of  causes  broken, 
And  the  originals  of  being  lost. 

p  2 
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Acas.  Have  patience. 

Cas.  Patience !  preach  it  to  the  winds^ 

To  roaring  seas,  or  raging  fires  ;  the  knaves 
That  teach  it  laugh  at  ye,  when  ye  believe  them. 
Strip  me  of  all  the  common  needs  of  life, 
Scald  me  with  leprosy,  let  friends  forsake  me, 
I'll  bear  it  all ;  but,  curs'd  to  the  degree 
That  I  am  now,  'tis  this  must  give  me  patience : 
Thus  I  find  rest,  and  shall  complain  no  more< 

[Stabs  himself' 

Pol.  Castalio!  Oh! 

Cas.  I  come. 

Chamont,  to  thee  my  birth-right  I  bequeath : 
Comfort  my  mourning  father,  heal  his  griefs  ;  ,     4 
[AcASTofoints  into  the  arms  of  a  Servant! 
For  I  perceive  they  fall  with  weight  upon  him. 
And,  for  Monimia's  sake,  whom  thou  wilt  find 
I  never  wrong'd,  be  kind  to  poor  Serina.  / 
Now  all  I  beg  is,  lay  me  in  one  grave, 
Thus,  with  my  love.     Farewell,  I  now  am — —no- 
thing. \l)ies. 

Cham.  Take  care  of  good  Acasto,  whilst  I  go 
To  search   the    means    bv   which   the   fates   have 

plagu'd  us. 
*Tis  thus  that  Heaven  its  empire  does  maintain; 
It  may  afflict,  but  man  must  not  complain. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


.,\to)S\ 


'^  TO  A 


EPILOGUE. 


«»• 


YOU'VE  seen  one  Orphan  ruin'd  here,  and  I 
May  be  the  next,  if  old  Acasto  die: 
Should  it  prove  no,  Tdfain  amongst  you  find 
Who  *tis  would  to  the  fatherless  be  kind. 
To  whose  protectio7i  might  I  safely  go? 
Is  there  amongst  you  no  good-nature  ?  No. 
JVJiat  should  I  do  ?  should  I  the  godly  seek. 
And  go  a  conventiding  twice  a  week  ? 
Quit  the  lewd  stage,  and  its  profane  pollution. 
Affect  each  form  and  saint-like  institution. 
So  draw  the  brethren  all  to  contribution  ? 
Or  shall  I  (as  I  guess  the  poet  may 
fVithiii  these  three  days)  fairly  run  away  ? 
No,  to  some  city  lodgings  I'll  retire. 
Seem  very  grave,  and  privacy  desire : 
Till  I  am  thought  some  heiress  rich  in  land^. 
Fled  to  escape  a  cruel  guardian* s  hands  ; 
JFhich  may  produce  a  story  xvorth  the  telling 
Of  the  next  sparks  that  go  a  fortune-stealing. 
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A  TRAGEDY. 


Qui  color  alius  erat  nunc  est  conirarius  alio. 
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TO  THE 


LORD  VISCOUNT  FALKLAND. 


MY  LORD, 

W  HEN  first  it  entered  into  my  thoughts  to 
make  this  present  to  your  Lordship,  I  received 
not  only  encouragement,  but  pleasure  ;  since,  upon 
due  examination  of  myself,  I  found  it  was  not  a 
bare  presumption,  but  my  duty  to  the  remembrance 
of  many  extraordinary  favours  which  I  have  received 
at  your  hands. 

For  heretofore  having  had  the  honour  to  be  near 
you,  and  bred  under  the  same  discipline  with  you, 
I  cannot  but  own,  that,  in  a  great  measure,  I  owe 
the  small  share  of  letters  I  have  to  your  Lordship. 
For  your  Lordship's  example  taught  me  to  be 
ashamed  of  idleness ;  and  I  first  grew  in  love  with 
books,  and  learned  to  value  them,  by  the  wonderful 
progress  which,  even  in  your  tender  years,  you 
made  in  them;  so  that  learning  and  improvement 
grew  daily  more  and  more  lovely  in  my  eyes,  as 
they  shone  in  you. 

Your  Lordship  has  an  extraordinary  reason  to  be 
a  patron  of  poetry,  for  your  great  father  loved  it. 


218  DEDICATION. 

May  your  Lordship's  fame  and  employments  grow 
as  great  or  greater  than  his  were ;  and  may  your 
virtues  find  a  poet  to  record  them,  equal,  if  possible, 
to  that  great  genius  [Mr.  Waller]  which  sung  of 
him. 

My  slender  humble  talent  must  not  hope  for  it ; 
for  you  add  a  judgment  which  I  must  always 
submit  to,  to  a  general  goodness  which  I  never,  to 
its  worth,  can  value  :  and  who  can  praise  that  well 
which  he  knows  not  how  to  comprehend  ? 

Already  the  eyes  and  expectations  of  men  of  the 
best  judgment  are  fixed  upon  you:  for,  wheresoever 
you  come,  you  have  their  attention  when  present, 
and  their  praise  when  you  are  gone  :  and  I  am  sure 
(if  I  obtain  but  your  Lordship's  pardon)  I  shall 
have  the  congratulation  of  all  my  friends,  for  having 
taken  this  opportunity  to  express  myself. 

Your  Lordship's 

Most  humble  servant, 

THO.  OTWAY. 


PROLOGUE. 


IN  ages  past  (when  will  those  times  renew  ?) 
When  empires  flourished,  so  did  poets  too. 
When  great  Augustus  the  world's  empire  held, 
Horace  and  Ovid's  happy  averse  exceUd, 
Ovid^s  soft  genius,  and  his  tender  arts 
Of  moving  nature  melted  hardest  hearts. 
It  did  th^  imperial  beauty,  Julia,  move 
To  listen  to  the  language  of  his  love. 
Her  father  honour  d  him :  and  on  her  breast. 
With  ravish' d  sense  in  her  embraces  presto 
He  lay  transported,  fanciful  and  blest. 
Horace* s  lofty  genius  boldlier  reard 
His  manly  head,  and  through  all  nature  steer'' d  ; 
Her  richest  pleasures  in  his  verse  refined. 
And  wrought  them  to  the  relish  of  the  mind. 
He  lash'd,  with  a  t)^ue  poet's  fearless- rage. 
The  villanies  and  follies  of  the  age. 
Therefore,  Meccetias,  that  great  fav  rite,  raised 
Him  high,  and  by  him  he  was  highly  prais'd. 
Our  Shakspeare  wrote,  too,  in  an  age  as  blest, 
The  happiest  poet  of'  his  time,  and  best  ; 
A  gracious  prince  s  favour  cheered  his  muse, 
A  constant  favour  he  ne'er  fear  d  to  lose. 
Therefore  he  wrote  zvith  fancy  unconfnd. 
And  thoughts  that  were  immortal  as  his  mind. 
And  from  the  crop  of  his  luxuriant  pen. 
E'er  since  succeeding  poets  humbly  glean. 
Though  much  the  most  unworthy  of  the  throng. 
Our  this  day's  poet  fears  hes  done  him  wrong. 
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Like  greedy  beggars  that  steal  sheaves  away, 
YoiCUjind  hes  rifled  him  of  half  a  play. 
Amidst  his  baser  dross  y oil  II  see  it  shine 
Most  beautiful i  amazing,  and  divine. 
To  such  low  shifts,  of  late,  are  poets  worn. 
Whilst  we  both  tvifs  and  Casafs  absence  mourn* 
Oh  !  when  will  he  and  poetry  return  ? 
When  shall  we  there  again  behold  him  sit, 
'Midst  shining  boxes  and  a  courtly  pit. 
The  lord  of  hearts,  and  president  of'  wit? 
When  that  blest  day  (quick  may  it  come)  appears. 
His  cares  once  banisKd,  and  his  nations  fears. 
The  joyful  Muses  on  their  hills  shallsing 
Triumphant  songs  of  Britain  s  happy  king. 
Plenty  and  peace  shall  flourish  in  our  isle, 
And  all  things  like  the  English  beauty  smile. 
You,  critics,  shall  forget  your  natural  spite. 
And  poets  with  unbounded  fancy  write : 
E'en  this  days  poet  shall  be  alter  d  quite. 
His  thoughts  more  loftily  and  freely  flow  ; 
And  he  himself,  xvhilst  you  his  verse  allow. 
As  much  transported  as  hes  humbled  nozv. 
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MEN. 

Caius  Marius. 

Sylla. 

Marius,  junior. 
Granius. 
Metellus. 
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Quintus  Pompeius. 
Cinna. 

Sulpitius. 
Ancharius,  a  Senator. 

Priest. 

Apothecary. 

Son  to  Q.  Pompeius. 

Guards,  Lictors,  Ruffians,  S^c* 


WOMEN, 


Lavinia. 
Nurse. 
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ACT  I. 
SCENE     I. 


Within.']  Liberty!  Liberty!  Marius and Sulpitius! 
Liberty!  Liberty!  Liberty!  S^c. 

Enter  Metellus,  Antonius,  Cinna,  and  Senators. 

Metel.  When  will  the   tutelar   Gods  of  Rome 
awake 
To  fix  the  order  of  our  wayward  state. 
That  we  may  once  more  know  each  other ;  know 
The  extent  of  laws,  prerogatives,  and  dues  ; 
The  bounds  of  rules  and  magistracy  ;  who 
Ought  first  to  govern,  and  who  must  obey? 
It  was  not  thus  when  godlike  Scipio  held 
The  scale  of  power  ;  he  who  with  temp' rate  poise 
Knew  how  to  guide  the  people's  liberty 
In  its  full  bounds,  nor  did  the  nobles  wrong, 
For  he  himself  was  one 

Cin,  He  was  indeed 
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A  noble  born ;  and  still  in  Rome  there  are  '^  t«ilT 
Most  worthy  patrons  of  her  ancient  honour,  lo**! 
Such  as  are  fit  to  fill  the  seat  of  power,  '  oiadW 
And  awe  this  riotous  unruly  rabble,  oii  bo  A 

That  bear  down  all  authority  before  them.  I 

Were  we  not  sold  to  ruin.  iV 

Met  el.  Ciiina,  there    .   > 

Thou'st  hit  my  mark  :  we  are  to  ruin  sold  ;  "O 
In  all  things  sold  ;  voices  are  sold  in  Rome  :     'ioVt 
And  yet  we  boast  of  liberty.     Just  Gods  !        <K 
That  guardians  of  an  empire  should  be  chosen  I^Jl 
By  the  lewd  noise  of  a  licentious  rout !        mo  ft  O 
The  sturdiest  drinker  makes  the  ablest  statesman'. 
A?it.  Would  it  not  anger  any  true  born  Roman, 
To  see  the  giddy  multitude  together,  -i 

Never  consulting  who  'tis  best  deserves,  '    ?^ 

But  who  feasts  highest  to  obtain  their  suifragp  ?  H 
As  'tis  not  many  years  since  two  great  men  i  aioQ. 
In  Rome  stood  equal  candidates  together,  oi  bnA 
For  high  command :  In  every  house  was  riot.'  ^(8 
To-day  the  drunken  rabble  reel'd  to  one ;  *^1IO 
To-morrow  they  were  mad  again  for  t'other; 
Changing  their  voices  with  their  entertainment : 
And  none  could  guess  on  whom  the  choice  would 

settle;  '   '■ 

'Till  at  the  last  a  stratagem  was  thought  of.  * 

A  mighty  vessel  of  Falernian  wine 
Was  brought  into  the  Forum  crown'd  with  wreaths 
Of  ivy,  sacred  to  the  jolly  god.  <v 

The  monster-people  roar'd  aloud  for  joy :  T 

When  straight  the  candidate  himself  appears         ' 
In  pomp  to  grace  the  present  he  had  made  them. 
The  fools  all  gap'd.     Then  when  awhile  he  had 
With  a  smooth  talc  tickled  their  asses'  ears, 
He  at  both  ends  tapp'd  his  butt,  and  got  the  consul- 
ship. 
Cin.  This  curse  we  owe  to  Marius's  pride, 
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That  made  him  first  most  basely  bribe  the  people 
For  consul  in  the  war  against  Jugurtha : 
Where  he  went  out,  Mctellus,  your  lieutenant. 
And  how  the  kindness  was  return'd,  all  know. 
I  never  lov'd  his  rough  untoward  nature, 
And  wonder  such  a  weed  got  growth  in  Rome. 

Metel.  What  says  ray  Cinna  ? 

Cin.  That  I  like  not  Marius^ 

Nor  love  him 

Metel.  There  Rome's  better  genius  spoke. 

Let  us  consult,  and  weigh  this  subject  well. 
O  Romans,  here's  the  thorn  that  galls  us  all. 
Our  harass'd  state  is  crippled  with  the  weight 
Of  his  ambition  :  we're  not  safe  in  Marius. 
Do  I  not  know  his  rise,  his  low  beginning, 
From  what  a  wretched  despicable  root 
His  greatness  grew  ?  Gods !  that  a  peasant's  brat^ 
Born  in  the  outmost  cottages  of  Arpos, 
And  foster'd  in  a  corner,  should  by  bribes, 
By  covetousness,  and  all  the  hateful  means 
Of  working  pride,  advance  his  little  fate 
So  high,  to  vaunt  it  o'er  the  lords  of  Rome ! 

Anto.  Ambition,  raging  like  a  daemon  in  him. 
Distorts  him  to  all  ugly  forms,  she  has  need  to  use : 
In  his  first  start  of  fortune,  O  how  vile 
Were  his  endeavours  and  submissions  then ! 
When  suing  to  be  chosen  first  edilis. 
He  was  by  general  vote  repuls'd,  yet  bore  it ; 
And  in  the  same  day  shamefully  return'd, 
T'obtain  the  second  office  of  that  name. 
Equal  was  his  success,  deny'd  in  both: 
Yet  could  he  condescend  at  last  to  ask 
The  prjjtoi-ship,  and  but  with  bribes  got  that. 
Yet  this  is  he  that  has  disturb'd  the  world, 
Rome's  idol,  and  the  darling  of  her  wishes. 

Aletel.  I  must  confess  it  burdens  much  my  age. 
To  see  the  man  I  hate  thus  ride  my  country: 

VOL.  II.  Q 
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For,  Romans,  I  have  mighty  cause  to  hate  him. 

I  was  the  first  {and  I  am  well  rewarded) 

That  lent  my  hand  to  raise  his  feeble  state.  ^ 

When  first  I  made  him  tribune  by  my  voice, 

I  thought  there  might  be  something  in  his  nature 

That  promis'd  well.     His  parents  were  most  honest, 

And  ser\'d  mv  father  iustlv  in  their  trust. 

Then  as  his  fortunes  grew,  when  I  was  consul. 

And  went  a^^ainst  Ju^urtha  inta  Africk, 

I  took  him  with  me  one  of  my  lieutenants. 

'Twas  there  his  pride  first  shewed  itself  in  actions, 

Oppress'd  my  friends,  and  robb"d  me  of  mv  honour. 

Cin.  The  stor\-'s  famous.     Base  ingratitude. 
Dissimulation,  cruelty,  and  pride, 
111  manners,  ignorance,  and  all  the  ills 
Of  one  base  bom,  in  Marius  are  join'd. 

MeteL  E'en  age  can't  heal  the  rage  of  his  am- 
bition.. 
Six  times  the  consul's  office  has  he  borne : 
How  well,  our  present  discords  best  declare. 
Yet  now  again,  when  time  has  worn  him  low, 
Consum'd  with  age,  and  bv  diseases  press'd, 
He  courts  the  people  to  be  once  more  chosen, 
To  lead  the  war  against  king  Mithridates. 

Ant.  For  this  each  day  he  rises  with  the  sun, 
And  in  the  field  of  Mars  appears  in  arms. 
Excelling  all  our  youth  in  warlike  exercise ; 
He  rides  and  tilts,  and  when  the  prize  he  has  won.. 
He  brings  it  back  with  triumph  into  Rome, 
And  there  presents  it  to  the  sordid  rabble ; 
Who  shout  to  Heaven,  and  cry.  Let  Marius  live. 

Jlettl.  He  shall  not  have  it,  by  the  Gods  he  shall 
not. 
There  is  a  Roman,  noble,  just  and  valiant, 
S Vila's  his  name,  sprung  from  the  ancient  stock 
Of  the  Cornelii,  bred  from  his  youth  in  war, 
Flusii'd  with  success,  and  of  a  spirit  bold, 
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And,  more  than  all,  hates  Marius,  still  has  cross'd 
His  pride,  and  clouded  e'en  his  brightest  triumphs  : 
He's  consul  now.     Then  let  us  all  resolve, 
And  fix  on  him,  to  check  this  havocker. 
That  with  his  kennel  of  the  rabble  hunts 
Our  senate  into  holes,  and  frights  our  laws. 

Cm.  Agreed  for  Sy  11a. 

All  All  for  Sylla. 

Metel.  Nay, 

This  monster  Marius,  who  has  us'd  me  thus. 
E'en  now  would  wed  his  family  with  mine. 
And  asks  my  daughter  for  his  hated  offspring. 
But,  for  my  wrongs,  Lavinia  shall  be  Sylla's, 
My  eldest  born  ;  and  the  best  of  all 
My  fortune  I  will  confirm  on   him,  to  crush  the 

pride 
Of  this  base-born,  hot-brain'd,  plebeian  tyrant. 

A7it.  Now  Rome's  last  stake  of  liberty  is  set. 
And  must  be  push'd  for  to  the  teeth  of  fortune. 

Cin.  Then  Caius  Marius  shall  not  have  the  con- 
sulship. 

Metel.  No,  I  would  rather  be  Sulpitius'  slave. 
That  furious  headlong  libertine  Sulpitius, 
That  mad  wild  bull  whom  Marius  lets  loose 
On  each  occasion  when  he'd  make  Rome  feel  him, 
To  toss  our  laws  and  liberties  in  th'  air. 

Ayit.  That  lawless  tribune  then  must  be  rcduc'd, 
Unhing'd  from  off  the  power  that  holds  him  up. 
His  band  of  full  six  hundred  Roman  knights. 
All  in  their  youth,  and  pamper'd  high  with  riot. 
Which  he  his  guard  against  the  senate  calls  ; 
Tall  wild  young  men,  and  fit  for  glorious  mischiefs. 

Metel.  Fear   nothing;  let   but   Sylla  once  have 
power, 
And  then  see  how  like  day  he'll  break  upon  them  : 
And  scatter  all  those  goblins  of  the  night, 
Confusion's  night :  where  in  the  dark  disorders 

a  2 
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Of  a  divided  state,  men  know  not  where 

Or  how  to  walk,  for  fear  they  lose  their  way. 

And  stumble  upon  ruin.     Mark  the  race 

Of  Sylla's  life  ;  observe  but  what  has  past. 

How  still  he  has  borne  a  face  against  this  Marius, 

And  kept  an  equal  stretch  with  him  for  glory. 

Cin.  He  has  in  the  capitol  an  image  set 
Of  gold,  in  honour  of  his  own  achievement; 
Wherein's  described  how  the  Numidian  king 
Gave  up  Jugurtha  prisoner  to  Sylla, 
And  all  in  spite  of  Marius.     Oh  now. 
If  you  are  truly  Roman  nobles,  wake. 
Resume  your  rights,  and  keep  your  Sylla  consul. 
Courage,  nobility,  and  innate  honour. 
Justice  unbiabs'd,  the  true  Roman  spirit, 
Presence  of  mind,  and  resolute  performance 
Meet  all  in  Sylla. 

Metel.  Let's  all  agree  for  Sylla. 

^^l-  All  for  Sylla. 

[E.veunt. 

Enter  Caius  Marius,  Marius  Junior,  and 

Granius. 

Caius  Mar.  There  Rome's  daemons  go. 
Like  witches  in  ill  weather,  in  this  storm 
And  tempest  of  the  state  they  meet  in  corners. 
And  urge  destruction  higher :  for  this  end 
They've  rais'd  their  imp,  their  dear  familiar  Sylla, 
To  cross  my  way  and  stop  my  tide  of  glory. 
If  I  am  Caius  Marius,  if  I*m  he 
That  brought  Jugurtha  chain'd  in  triumph  hither; 
If  I  am  he  that  led  Rome's  armies  out. 
Spent  all  my  years  in  toil  and  cruel  war, 
Chill'd  my  warm  youth  in  cold  and  winter-camps, 
'Till  I  brought  settled  peace  and  plenty  home. 
Made  her  the  court  and  envy  of  the  world ; 
Why  does  she  use  me  thus? 
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Mar.  jun.  Because  she's  ruVd 

By  lazy  drones  that  feed  on  others'  labours. 
And  fatten  with  the  fruits  they  never  toil'd  for ; 
Old  gouty  senators  of  crude  minds  and  brains, 
That  always  are  fermenting  mischief  up, 
And  style  their  private  malice  publick  safety- 


Gra.  One  discontented  villain  leads  a  state 
To  madness.     There's  that  bell-wether  of  mutiny 
And  damn'd  sedition,  Cinna,  of  a  life 
And  manners  sordid  ;  one  whose  gain's  his  god ; 
And  to  that  cursed  end  he'd  sacrifice 
His  country's  honour,  liberty,  or  peace  : 
Nay,  had  he  any,  even  his  very  Gods. 

Cuius  Mar.  He  has  taken    Rome    e'en   in   the 
nicest  minute, 
And  easily  debauch'd  her  to  his  ends, 
When  she  was  over-cloy'd  with  happiness. 
Wantonly  full,  and  longing  after  change. 
For  Sylla  too,  a  boy,  a  woman's  play-thing, 
She  has  relinquish'd  me,  and  flouts  my  age. 
Constant  ill  fortune  wait  upon  her  for't. 
And  wreck  her  fate  as  low  as  first  I  found  it. 
When  it  lay  trembling  like  a  hunted  prey. 
And  hungry  ruin  had  it  in  the  wind ; 
When  barbarous  nations,  of  a  race  unknown, 
From  undiscover'd  Northern  regions  came. 
To  lay  her  waste,  and  sweep  her  from  the  earth ; 
Till  I,  I  Marius  rose,  the  soul  of  all  ^ 

The  hope  she  had  left,  and  with  unwearied  toil. 
Dangers  each  hour,  and  nevcr-sleeping-care, 
(A  burden  for  a  God)  oppos'd  myself 
'Twixt  her  and  desolation,  gorg'd  the  maw 
Of  death  with  slaughter'd  numbers  of  her  foes, 
Restor'd  her  peace,  and  made  her  name  rcnown'd. 

Mar.  jun.  The  glory  of  that  war    must  be  re 
member'd,  \ 

When  Rome,  like  her  old  mother  Troy,  shall.  lie     ' 
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In  ashes Full  three  hundred  thousand  men, 

All  sons  of  fortune,  born  and  bred  in  fields, 
Whose  trade  was  war,  and  camps  their  habitation, 
Hung  like  a  swarm  of  mischiefs  on  the  hills 
Of  Italy,  and  threatened  fate  to  Europe. 

Gra.  They  came  in  tribes,  as  if  to  take  posses- 
sion, 
And  seem'd  a  people  whom  the  hand  of  fate 
Had  scourg'd  by  famine  from  a  barren  land ; 
Of  visage  foul  and  ugly,  pinch'd  and  chapp'd 
By  bitter  frosts  and  winter-winds ;  yet  fierce 
As  hungry  lions  of  the  desert. 
Their  wives  with  loads  of  children  at  their  backs. 
Bold  manly  hags,  whom  shame  had  long  forsook. 
And  vagrant  hving  had  inur'd  to  ill, 
Follow'd  in  troops  like  furies. 

Mar.  jun.  And  all  was  done  too  when  that  dolt 
Metellus 
Shrunk  like  a  worm,  and  Sylla  scarce  was  heard  of. 

Caius  Mar.  That  curs'd  Metellus  still  has  been 
my  plague. 
And  ever  done  me  most  deliberate  wrong ; 
Because,  like  a  tame  hawk,  I  scorn'd  to  fly 
Just  at  his  quarters,  and  attend  his  lure. 
Because  I  grew  too  great  for  him  in  wars. 
And  serv'd  his  country  well,  he  hates  me.     Twice 
Have  I  already  offer'd  him  alliance. 
And  ask'd  Lavinia,  Marius,  for  thy  bed. 
Beggary  catch  me  when  again  I  court  him. 
Why  sigh'st  thou^,  boy  ?  still  at  th'  unlucky  name 
Of  that  Lavinia,  I  have  observ'd  thee  thus 
With  thy  looks  fix'd,  as  if  thy  fate  had  seiz'd  thee. 

Mar.  Jun.  Why  did  you  name  Lavinia  ?  would 
she  had  ne'er 
Been  born,  or  that  Metellus  had  not  got  her. 

Caius  Mar.  Forget  her,  Marius ;  she's  a  dainty 
bit. 
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A  delicate,  for  none  but  Sylla's  taste. 

The  fav'rite  Sylla,  the  idol  that's  set  up 

To  blast  thy  hopes  and  cloud  thy  father's  glories. 

Consider  that,  my  Marius,  and  forget  her. 

Mar.  jun.    Forget  her?     Oh!    she   has   beauty 
might  ensnare 
A  conqueror's  soul,  and  make  him  leave  his  crowns 
At  random,  to  be  scuffled  for  by  slaves. 
Forget  her  ?  Oh !  teach  me,  great  parent,  teach  me, 
Read  me  each  day  a  lecture  of  the  wrongs 
Done  you  by  that  inglorious  patrician, 
Till  my  heart  know  no  longings  but  revenge, 
And  quite  forget  Lavinia  e'er  dwelt  there. 
Methinks  'twould  not  be  hard,  e'en  midst  the  senate, 
To  strike  this  thiaugh  him  in  his  consul's  chair. 
Tumble  him  thence,  and  mount  it  in  his  stead. 

Cuius  Mar.  Oh !  name  not  him  and  consulship 
together. 
Sylla  and  consul  ?  set  them  far  apart 
As  East  from  West,  for  as  they  now  are  met, 
It  bodes  confusion,  Rome,  to  thee  and  thine. 

Gra.  I'd  rather  see  Rome  but  one  funeral  pile. 
And  all  her  people  quitting  her  like  bees. 
Driven  by  sulphur  from  their  hives  ; 
Much  rather  see  her  senators  in  chains 
Dragg'd  through   the   streets. to  death,  and  slaves 

made  lords. 
Than  see  that  vain  presumptuous  upstart's  pride 
Succeed  to  lead  the  armies  you  have  bred. 

Caius  Mar.  'Tis  such  a  wrong  as  even  tortures 
thought. 
That   we,     who    have    been    her    champion   forty 

years. 
Fought  all  her  battles  with  renown'd  success. 
And  never  lost  her  yet  a  man  in  vain. 
Should,  now  her  noblest  fortune  is  at  stake. 
And  Mithridates'  sword  is  drawn,  be  thrown 
Aside,  like  some  old  broken  batter'd  shield  •, 
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To  see  my  laurels  wither  as  I  rust : 

And  all  this  manag'd  by  the  cursed  craft, 

Petulant  envy,  and  malignant  spite 

Of  that  old  barking  senate's  dog,  Metellus. 

Strike  me,  just  Gods,  with  thunder  to  the  earth. 

Lay  my  grey  hairs  low  in  the  cave  of  death. 

Rather  than  live  in  mem'ry  of  such  shame. 

Qra.  Perish  Metellus  first,  and  all  his  race, 

Caius  Mar.  There  spoke  the  soul  of  Marius.    By 
the  head 
Of  Jove, 

I  hate  him  worse  than  famine  or  diseases. 
Perish  his  family,  let  inveterate  hate 
Commence  between  our  houses  from  this  moment ; 
And  meeting  never  let  them  bloocMess  part. 
Go,  Granius,  bid  Sulpitius  straight  be  ready 
To  meet  me  with  his  guards  upon  the  Forum. 
By  all  the  Gods,  I'll  chase  this  daemon  out. 
That  rages  thus  in  Rome ;  or  let  her  blood 
To  that  degree,  till  she  grow  tame  enough 
To  tremble  at  the  rod  of  my  revenge. 
Why  didst  not  thou  applaud  me  for  the  thought  f 
Take  me  in  thy  arms,  and  cherish  my  old  heart  ? 
It  had  been  a  lucky  omen.     Art  thou  dumb  ?       -^ 

Mar.  jun.  As  dumb  as  solemn  sorrow  ought  to 
be, 
Could  my  griefs  speak,  the  talc  would  have  no  end. 
Must  I  resolve  to  hate  Metellus'  race, 
Yet  know  Lavinia  took  her  being  thence  ? 
Lavinia  !  Oh  !  there's  music  in  the  name. 
That  softening  me  to  infant  tenderness. 
Makes  my  heart  spring  like  the  first  leaps  of  life. 

Caius  Mar.  Then  thou  art  lost :  If  thou  art  man 
and  Roman; 
If  thou  hast  virtue  in  thee,  or  canst  prize 
Thy  father's  honour,  scorn  her  like  a  slave. 
Hell!  love  her?  damn  her :  there's  Metellus  in  her. 
In  every  line  of  her  bewitching  face. 
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There's  a  resemblance  tells  whose  brood  she  came 

of; 
I'd  rather  see  thee  in  a  brothel  trapp'd, 
And  basely  wedded  to  a  ruthan's  whore. 
Than    thou   shouldst    think  to  taint   my   generous 

blood 
With  the  base  puddle  of  that  o'er-fed  gownman. 
Lavinia  ? 

Mar.jim.      Yes,  Lavinia:  is  she  not 
As  harmless  as  the  turtle  of  the  woods  ? 
Fair  as  the  summer-beauty  of  the  fields  ? 
As  o])ening  flowers  untainted  yet  with  winds, 
The  j)ride  of  nature,  and  the  joy  of  sense  ? 
Why  first  did  you  bewitch  me  else  to  weakness  ? 
When  from  the  sacrifice  we  came  together. 
And  as  by  her's  our  chariot  drove  along, 
These  were  your  words  :  that,  Marius,  that  is  she 
That  must  give  liappincss  to  thee  and  Rome, 
Confirming  in  thy  arms  my  wish'd-for  peace 
With  old  Metelhis,  and  break  Sylla's  heart.  >. 

Caius  Mar.  Then  she  was  charming. 

Mar.  Jun.  Oh  !  I  found  her  so. 

I  look'd  and  gaz'd,  and  never  miss'd  my  heart, 
It  fled  so  pleasingly  away.     But  now 
My  soul  is  all  Lavinia*s,  now  she's  fix'd 
Firm  in  my  heart  by  secret  vows  made  there, 
Th'  indelible  record  of  faithful  love. 
You'd  have  me  hate  her!     Can  my  nature  change? 

Create  me  o'er  aoain and  I  mav  be 

That  haughty  master  of  myself  you'd  have  me: 
But  as  I  am,  the  slave  of  strong  desires, 
That  keep  me  struggling  under;  though  I  see 
The  hopeless  state  of  my  unhappy  love  ; 
With  torment,  like  a  stubborn  slave  that  lies 
Chain'd    to   the   floor,    stretch'd   helpless    on    his 

back, 
I  look  to  liberty^  and  break  my  heart. 
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.BiiCaius  Mar.   Has   she   yet  heard  your  love,  or 
granted  hers  ? 
Mar.  jun.  If  eyes  may  speak  the   language  of 
the  heart. 
If  tenderest  glances,  sighs  and  sudden  blushes 
May  be  interpreted  for  love  in  one 
So  young,  so  fair,  and  innocent  as  she, 

Our  souls  can  ne'er  be  strangers 

Caius  Mar.  No  more,  I'll  have  Lavinia  nam'd 
no  more. 
When  next  thou  nam'st  her,  let  it  be  with  infamy. 
Tell  me  she  has  whor'd,  or  fled  her  father's  house 
With  some  coarse  slave  to  a  secret  cell  of  lust. 
And  then  I'll  bless  thee. 

Mar.  jmi.  I  shall  obey.     Gods,  from  your  skies 
look  down. 
And  find  like  me  one  wretched,  if  you  can. 
No,  sir,  I'll  speak  that  hateful  name  no  more. 
But  be  as  curs'd  as  you  can  wish  your  son. 

Enter  Sulpitius. 

Caius  Mar.  Oh  Sulpitius  I 
Thou  darling  of  my  ambition,  art  thou  come  ? 
What  news  ? 

Sul.  I've  left  a  present  at  your  house. 

The  head  of  a  Metellus,  a  gay,  tall. 
Young  thing,  that  was  in  time  t'have  been  a  lord. 
But  he's  but  worm's  meat  now. 

Caius  Mar.  My  best  Sulpitius, 

Thou  always  comfort'st  me.     See  here  a  man, 
A  stranger  to  my  blood  as  well  as  fortune ; 
But  merely  of  his  choice  my  honour's  friend : 
What  mighty  things  would  he  not  do  for  me  ? 
Couldst  thou,  when   honour  call'd  thee,  whine  for 
love  ? 

Sul.  How  ?  my  young  son  of  war  in  love  ?  with 
whom  ? 
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Mar.  jim.  A  woman,  sir. — I  must  not  speak  her 
name. 

Sul.  If  it  be  hopeless  love,  use  generous  means. 
And  lay  a  kinder  beauty  to  the  wound. 
Take  in  a  new  infection  to  the  heart, 
And  the  rank  poison  of  the  old  will  die 

ATar.jim.  A  plantain-leaf  is  excellent  for  that. 

Sul.  For  what  ? 

Mar.jun.      For  broken  shins. 

Sul.  Why  ?  art  thou  mad  ? 

Mar.jun.    Not  mad,  but   bound   more   than  a 
madman  is, 
Confin'd  to  limits,  kept  without  my  food, 
Whipp'd  and  tormented. — Pr'ythee,do  not  wake  me; 
Let  me  dream  on 

Sul.  Oh!  the  small  queen  of  fairies 
Is  busy  in  his  brains ;  the  Mab  that  comes 
Drawn  by  a  little  team  of  smallest  atoms 
Over  men's  noses  as  they  lie  asleep, 
In  a  chariot  of  an  empty  hazel-nut, 
Made  by  a  joiner-squirrel :  in  which  state 
She  gallops  night  by  night  through  lover's  brains ; 
And  then  how  wickedly  they  dream,  all  know. 
Sometimes  she  courses  o'er  a  courtier's  nose. 
And  then  he  dreams  of  begging  an  estate ; 
Sometimes  she  hurries  o'er  a  soldier's  neck. 
And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  foreign  throats ; 
Of  breaches,  ambuscados,  temper'd  blades. 
Of  good  rich  winter-quarters,  and  false  masters. 
Sometimes  she  tweaks  a  poet  by  the  ear. 
And  then  dreams  he 
Of  panegyricks,  flattering  dedications, 
And  mighty  presents  from  the  Lord  knows  who. 
But  wakes  as  empty  as  he  laid  him  down. 
She  has  been  with  Sylla  too,  and  he  dreams  now 
Of  nothing  but  a  consulship. 

Cuius  Mar.  A  rattle ! 
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Give  tlie  fantastick  giddy  boy  a  rattle ; 

The  puling  fondling  should  not  want  a  play -thing. 

A  consulship  ? 

Sul.  By  all  the  Gods,  he'll  shake  it. 
He  has  drawn  a  force  from  Capua  here  to  Rome, 
As  if  he  meant  destruction  or  success  : 
The  rabble  too  are  drunk  with  him  already .- 


Cams  Mar.  Alarum  all  our  citizens  to  arms 
That  are  my  friends.     Draw  you  your  guards  to- 
gether, 
And  take  possession  of  the  Forum.     Thou, 
Liglorious  boy,  behold  my  face  no  more, 
Till  thou'st  done  something  worthy  of  my  name. 

Mar.  jun.  First  perish   Rome,   and   all  I   hold 
most  dear. 
Rather  than  let  me  feel  my  father's  hate • 

Caius  Mar.  Why,  that's  well  said 

Sul.  My  troops  are  all  together. 

All  ready  on  the  Forum  :  but  the  Heavens 
Play  tricks  with  us.     Our  ensigns,  as  they  stood 
Display'd  before  our  troops,  took  fire  untouch'd. 
And  burnt  to  tinder. 

Three  ravens  brought  their  young  ones  in  the  streets, 
Devouring  them  before  the  people's  eyes, 
Then  bore  the  garbage  back  into  their  nests. 
A  noise  of  trumpets  rattling  in  the  air 
Was  heard,  and  dreadfid  cries  of  dying  men. 

Caius  Mar.  It  was  the  Roman  genius  that  thus 
warns 
Mc,  her  old  friend,  not  to  let  slip  my  fate. 
Ambition!  oh,  ambition!  if  I've  done 
For  thee  things  great  and  well— -shall  fortune  now 
Forsake  me  ?  '^/  <>i 

Hark  thee,  Sulpitius,  if  it  come  to  blows,  ''' 

Let  not  a  hair  of  that  Metellus  'scape  thee. 
Who'd  strip  my  age  of  its  most  dear-bought  honours. 
Else  why  have  I  thus  bustled  in. the  world, 
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Through  various  and  uncertain  fortune  hurl'dy 

But  to  be  great,  unequall'd,  and  alone  ? 

Which  only  he  can  be  who  still  spurs  on, 

As  swift  at  last  as  when  he  first  begun.  [^E.veutit. 


ACT  II. 
SCENE    I. 

Enter  Metellus  a)id  Nurse. 

Metel.  I  cannot  rest  to-night :  ill-boding  thoughts 
Have  chas'd  soft  sleep  from  iny  unsettled  brains. 
This  seems  Lavinia's  chamber,  and  she  up. 
Rest  too  to-night  has  been  a  stranger  here. 
Lavinia!  my  daughter,  hoa?  where  art  thou  ? 

Nurse.  Now  by  my  maidenhead  (at  twelve  years 
old  I  had  one) 
Come,  what,  lamb?  what,  lady- bird?  Gods  forbid. 
Wiiere's  this  girl  Lavinia? 

Enter  Lavinia. 

Lav.  How  now  ?  who  calls  ? 

Nurse.  Your  father,  child. 

Lav.  Fm  here.     Your  lordship's  pleasure. 

Metel.  Why  up  at  this  unlucky  time  of  night. 
When  nought  but  loathsome  vermin  are  abroad, 
Or  witches  gathering  pois'nous  herbs  for  spells 
By  the  pale  hght  of  the  cold  waning  moon  ? 

Lav.  Alas !  I  could  not  sleep :  in  a  sad  dream, 
Methought,  I  saw  one  standing  by  my  bed. 
To  warn  me  I  should  have  a  care  of  sleep. 
For  'twould  be  baneful 

Metel.  Dreams  give  childrcn  fears. 

Lav.  At  which  I  rose  from  my  uneasy  pillows 
And  to  my  closet  went,  to  pray  the  Gods 
To  avert  the  unlucky  omen. 
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Met  el,  'Twas  well  done.' 

Nurse,  give  us  leave  a  while  :  I  must  impart 
Something  to  my  Lavinia.     Yet  stay. 
And  hear  it  too.     Thou  know'st  Lavinia's  age. 

Nurse.  Faith,  I  know  her  age  to  an  hour. 

Met  el.  She's  bare  sixteen. 

Nurse,  I'll  lay  sixteen  of  my  teeth  of  it ;  and  yet 
no  disparagement,  I  have  but  six,  she's  not  sixteen. 
How  long  is't  now  since  Marius  triumph'd  last  ? 

Metel.  No   matter,     woman ;    what  is   that   to  * 
thee? 

Nurse.  Even  or  odd,  of  all  days  in  the  year, 
since  Marius  entered  Rome  in  triumph,  'tis  now 
even  thirteen  years.  Young  Marius  then  too  was 
but  a  boy.  My  Lais  and  she  were  both  of  an  age. 
Well,  Lais  is  in  happiness,  she  was  too  good  for  me. 
But  as  I  was  saying,  a  month  hence  she'll  be  six- 
teen. *Tis,  since  Marius  triumph'd,  now  full  thirteen 
years,  and  then  she  was  weaned.     Sure  I  shall  never 

forget  it  of  all   days Upon  that  day  (for  I  had 

then  laid  wormwood  to  my  breast,  sitting  in  the  ■ 
sun  under  the  dove-house  wall)  my  lady  and  you  * 
were  at  the  show.     Nay,  I  do  bear  a  brain !  But, 
as  I  said  before,  when  it  did  taste  the  wormwood  on  l 
my  nipple,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty  fool !  to  see  it 
techy  and  fall  out  with  the  nipple.     Shout,  quoth 
the  people  in  the  streets.     'Twas  no  need,  I  trow, 
to  bid  me  trudge.     And  since  that  time  it  is  thirteen 
years  ;  and  then  she  could   stand  alone,  nay,  she 
could  run  and  waddle  all  about:  for  just  the  day 
before  she  broke  her  forehead,  and  then  my  husband  ^ 
(peace  be  with  him,  he  was  a  merry  man)  took  up 
the  baggage.     Ay,  quoth  he,  dost  thou  fall  upon  thy  i 
face?  thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  hast  more  * 
wit ;  wilt   thou    not,  Vinny  ?  and  by   my  fackins,  ' 
the  pretty  chit  left  crying,  and  said,  Ay. — I  war- 
rant an  I  should  live  a  thousand  years,    I  should 
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not  forget  it.  Wilt  thou  not,  Vinny,  quoth  he ;  and 
pretty  fool,  it  stopped,  and  said,  Ay. 

Metel.  Enough   of  this ;  stop    thy  impertinent 
chat. 

Nurse.  Yes,  my  lord :  yet  I  cannot  choose  but 
laugh,  to  think   it  should   leave   crying,  and  say. 

Ay And  yet  in  sadness  it  had  a  bump  on  its 

brow  as  big  as  a  cockril's  stone,  a  parlous  knock, 
and  it  cried  bitterly.  Ay,  quoth  my  husband,  fall'st 
upon  thy  face  ?  thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou 
com'st  to  age,  wilt  thou  not,  Vinny?  Look  you 
now,  it  stinted,  and  said,  Ay 

Metel.  Intolerable  trifling  gossip,  peace. 

Nurse.  Well ;  thou  wast  the  prettiest  babe  that 
e'er  I  nursM.  Might  I  but  live  to  see  thee  married 
once,  I  should  be  happy.     It  stinted,  and  said.  Ay — 

Metel.  What  think  you  then   of  marriage,  myi\ 
Lavinia  ?  it  was  the  subject  that  I  came  to  treat  of. 

Lav.  It  is  a  thing  I  have  not  dreamt  of  yet. 

Nurse.  Thing  ?  the  thing  of  marriage  ?  were  I 
not  thy  nurse,  1  would  swear  thou  hadst  suck'd  thy 
wisdom  from  thy  teat.     The  thing  ? 

Metel.  Think  of  it  now  then,  for  I  come  to  make 
Proposals  may  be  worthy  of  your  wishes. 
They  are  for  Sylla,  the  young,  the  gay,  the  hand- 

'ju{>  .ijiosome, 
Noble  in  birth  and  mind,  the  valiant  Sylla. 

Nurse.  A  man,  young  lady,  lady,  such  a  man 
as  all  the  world — why,  he's  a  man  of  wax. 

Metel.  Consider,  child,  my  hopes  are  all  in  thee. 
And  now  old  age  gains  ground  so  fast  upon  me, 
'Mongst  all  its  sad  infirmities,  my  fears 
For  thee  are  not  the  smallest. 
Tlierefore  I've  made  alliance  with  this  Sylla, 
A  high-born  lord,  and  of  the  noblest  hopes 
That  Rome  can  boast,  to  give  thee  to  his  arms  ; 
So  in  the  winter  of  my  age  to  find 
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Rest  from  all  worldly  cares,  and  kind  rejoicing; 
In  the  warm  sunshine  of  thy  happiness. 

Lav.  If  happiness  be  seated  in  content. 
Or  that  my  being  bless'd  can  make  you  so. 
Let  me  implore  it  on  my  knees.     I  am 
Your  only  child,  and  still,  through  all  the  course 
Of  my  past  life  have  been  obedient  too  : 
And  as  you've  ever  been  a  loving  parent, 
And  bred  me  up  with  watchful  tenderest  care. 
Which  never  cost  me  hitherto  a  tear ; 
Name  not  that  Sylla  any  more,  indeed 
I  cannot  love  him. 

MeteL  Why? 

Lav.  Indeed  I  cannot. 

MeteL  Oh  early  disobedience  !  by  the  Gods, 
Debauch'd  already  to  her  sex's  folly, 
Perverseness,  and  untoward  headstrong  will  ! 

Lav.  Think  me  not  so ;  I  gladly  shall  submit 
To  any  thing ;  nay,  must  submit  to  all ; 
Yet  think  a  little,  or  you  sell  my  peace. 
The  rites  of  marriage  are  of  mighty  moment : 
And  should  you  violate  a  thing  so  sacred 
Into  a  lawful  rape,  and  load  my  soul 
With  hateful  bonds,  which  never  can  grow  easy, 
How  miserable  am  I  like  to  be  ? 

MeteL  Has  then  some  other  taken  up  your  heart, 
And  banish'd  duty  as  an  exile  thence  ? 
What  sensual  lewd  companion  of  the  night 
Have  you  been  holding  conversation  with. 
From  open  windows  at  a  midnight  hour. 
When  your  loose  wishes  would  not  let  you  sleep  ? 

Lav.  If  I  should  love,  is  that  a  fault  in  one 
So  young  as  I  ?  I  cannot  guess  the  cause. 
But  when  you  first  nam'd  Sylla  for  my  love. 
My  heart  shrunk  back  as  if  you'd  done  it  wrong ; 
If  I  did  love,  I'd  tell  you — if  I  durst. 
Oh  Marius ! 
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Metel.         Hah ! 

Lav.  'Twas  Marius,  sir,  I  nam'd, 

That  enemy  to  you  and  all  your  house. 
'Twas  an  unlucky  omen  that  he  first 
Demanded  me  in  marriage  for  his  son. 
Yet,  sir,  believe  me,  I  as  soon  could  wed 
That  Marius,  whom  I've  cause  to  hate,  as  Sylla. 

MtteL  No  more  ;  by  all  the  gods,  'twill  make  me 
mad. 
That  daily,  nightly,  hourly,  every  way 
My  care  has  been  to  make  thy  fortune  high  ; 
And  having  now  provided  thee  a  lord 
Of  noblest  parentage,  of  fair  demesnes. 
Early  in  fame,  youthful,  and  well  allied. 
In  every  thing  as  thought  could  wish  a  man. 
To  have  at  last  a  wretched  puling  fool, 
A  whining  suckling,  ignorant  of  her  good. 
To  answer  '  I'll  not  wed,  I  cannot  love.' 
If  thou  art  mine,  resolve  upon  compliance. 
Or  think  no  more  to  rest  beneath  my  roofs. 
Go,  try  thy  risk  in  fortune's  barren  field. 
Graze  where  thou  wilt,  but  think  no  more  of  me. 
Till  thy  obedience  welcome  thy  return. 

Lav.  Will  you  then  quite  cast  off  your  poor  La- 
vinia, 
And  turn  me  like  a  vagrant  out  of  doors. 
To  wander  up  and  down  the  streets  of  Rome, 
And  beg  my  bread  with  sorrow  ?  Can  I  bear 
The  proud  and  hard  revilings  of  a  slave. 
Fat  with  his  master's  plenty,  when  I  ask 
A  little  pity  for  my  pinching  wants  ? 
Shall  I  endure  the  cold,  wet,  windy  night. 
To  seek  a  shelter  under  dropping  eves, 
A  porch  my  bed,  a  threshold  for  my  pillow, 
Shiv'ring  and  starv'd  for  want  of  warmth  and  food, 
fSwell'd  with  my  sighs,  and  almost  chok'd  with  tears. 
Must  I  at  the  uncharitable  gates 

VOL.  II.  R 
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Of  proud  great  men  implore  relief  in  vain? 
Must  I,  your  poor  Lavinia,  bear  all  this, 
Because  I  am  not  mistress  of  my  heart, 
Or  cannot  love  according  to  your  liking  ? 

Metel.  Art  thou  not  mistress  of  thy  heart  then  ? 

Lav.  No ; 

'Tis  given  away. 

Metel.  To  whom  ? 

La'v.  I  dai'G  riot  tell. 

But  I'll  endeavour  strangely  to  forget  him, 
If  you'll  forget  but  Sylla. 

Metel.  Thou  dost  well. 

Conceal  his  name  if  thou'dst  preserve  his  life : 
For  if  there  be  a  death  in  Rome  that  might 
Be  bought,  it  should  not  miss  him.    From  this  hour 
Curs'd  be  thy  purposes,  most  curs'd  thy  love. 
And,  if  thou  marriest,  in  thy  wedding  night 
May  all  the  curses  of  an  injur'd  parent 
Fall  thick,  and  blast  the  blessings  of  thy  bed. 

Lav.  What  have  you  done  ?    alas !    sir,  as  you 
spoke, 
Methought  the  fury  of  your  words  took  place. 
And  struck  my  heart,  like  lightning,  dead  within  me. 
Gone  too  ?  [Exit  Metellus. 

Is  there  no  pity  sitting  in  the  clouds 
That  sees  into  the  bottom  of  my  grief? 
Alas !  that  ever  Heaven  should  practise  stratagems 
Upon  so  soft  a  subject  as  myself! 
What  say'st  thou  ?  hast  thou  not  a  word  of  joy  ? 
Some  comfort,  nurse,  in  this  extremity. 

Nurse.  Marry  :  and  there's  but  need  on't :  ods 
my  life,  this  dad  of  ours  was  an  arrant  wag  in  his 
young  days  for  all  this.  Well,  and  what  then  ? 
Marius  is  a  man,  and  so  is  Sylla.  Oli !  but  Marius's 
lip !  and  then  Sylla's  nose  and  forehead  1  but 
then  Marius's  eye  again,  how  'twill  sparkle,  and 
twinkle,  and  roll,  and  sleer?     But  to  see  Sylla  a 
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horseback !  but  to  see  Marius  walk  or  dance !  such 
a  leo",  such  a  foot,  such  a  shajje,  such  a  motion.  Alia ! 
— Well,  Marius  is  the  man,  must  be  the  man,  and 
shall  be  the  man. 

Lav.  He's  by  his  father's  nature  rough  and  fierce. 
And  knows  not  yet  the  follies  of  my  love : 
And  when  he  does,  perhaps  may  scorn  and  hate  me. 

Nurse.  Yes,  yes,  he's  a  rude,  unmannerly,  ill- 
bred  fellow.  lie's  not  the  flower  of  courtesy  ;  but 
I'll  warrant  him  as  orcntle  as  a  lamb.  Go  thy  ways, 
child,  serve  God.  What  ?  a  father's  an  old  man,  and 
old  men  they  say  will  take  care.  But  a  young  man ! 
girl,  ah  I  a  young  man !  there's  a  great  deal  in  a 
young  man,  and  thou  shalt  have  a  young  man. 
What !  I  have  been  thy  nurse  these  sixteen  years, 
and  I  should  know  what's  good  for  thee  surely.  Oh ! 
ay — a  young  man ! 

Lav.  Now  pr'ythee,  leave  me  to  myself  a  while. 

\_E.vit  Nurse. 
'Tis  hardly  yet  within  two  hours  of  day. 

Sad  nights  seem  long I'll  down  into  the  garden. 

The  queen  of  night 

Shines  fair  with  all  her  virgin  stars  about  her. 

Not  one  amongst  them  all  a  friend  to  me  : 

Yet  by  their  hght  awhile  I'll  guide  my  steps : 

And  think  what  course  my  wretched  state  must  take. 

Oh,  Marius !  [E.vit  Lavinia. 

SCENE  II. 

A  walled  Garden  belonging  to  Metellus's  house. 

Enter  Marius  J««/or. 

Mar.  Jan.    How  vainly  have  I  spent  this  idle 
night ! 
E'en  wine  can't  heal  the  ragings  of  my  love. 

R  2 
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This  sure  should  be  the  mansion  of  Lavinia ; 
For  in  such  groves  the  deities  first  dwelt. 
Can  I  go  forward  when  my  heart  is  here  ? 
Turn  back,  dull  earth,  and  find  thy  centre  out. 

^Enters  the  Garden, 

Enter  Granius  and  Sulpitius. 

Gra.  This  way — he  went — ^Why,  Marius!  bro- 
ther Marius  ! 

Sul.  Perhaps  he's  wise  and  gravely  gone  to  bed. 
There's  not  so  weak  a  drunkard  as  a  lover ; 
One  bottle  to  his  lady's  health  quite  addles  him. 

Gra.  He  ran  this  way,  and  leap'd  this  orchard- 
wall. 
Call,  good  Sulpitius. 

Sul.  Nay,  I'll  conjure  too. 

Why,  Marius  !  humours  !  passion  !  madman !  lover ! 
Appear  thou  in  the  likeness  of  a  sigh. 
Speak  but  one  word,  and  I  am  satisfied. 
He  hears  not,  neither  stirs  he  yet.     Nay  then 
I  conjure  thee  by  bright  Lavinia's  eyes, 
By  her  high  forehead,  and  her  scarlet  lip. 
By  her  fine  foot,  straight  leg,  and  quivering  thigh. 
And  the  demesnes  tliac  there  adjacent  lie. 
That  in  thy  likeness  thou  appear  to  us. 

Gra.    Hold,    good    Sulpitius,    this    will    anger 
him 

Sul.  This  cannot  anger  him.    'Twould  anger  him 
To  raise  a  spirit  in  his  lady's  arms, 
Till  she  had  laid  and  charm'd  it  down  again. 

Gra.  Let's  go ;  he  has  hid  himself  among  these 
trees. 
To  dye  his  melancholic  mind  in  night : 
Blind  in  his  love,  and  best  befits  the  dark. 

Sul.  Pox  on  this  love,  this  little  scarecrow  love. 
That  frights  fools  with  his  painted  bow  of  lath 
Out  of  their  feeble  sense. 


SCENE  II.]  CAIUS  MARIUS.  245 

Gra.  Stop  there — let's  leave  the  subject  and  its 
slave  ; 
Or  burn  Metellus'  house  about  his  ears. 

SuL  This  morning  Sylla  means  to  enter  Rome : 
Your  father  too  demands  the  consulship, 
Yet  now  when  he  should  think  of  cutting  throats, 
Your  brother's  lost ;  lost  in  a  maze  of  love^ 
The  idle  truantry  of  callow  boys. 
I'd  rather  trust  my  fortunes  with  a  daw. 
That  hops  at  every  butterfly  he  sees, 
Than  have  to  do  in  honour  with  a  man 
That  sells  his  virtue  for  a  woman's  smiles.  [^E.veunt. 

Enter  Marius  jimior  in  the  Garden. 

Mar,  jun.  He  laughs  at  wounds  that  never  felt 
their  smart. 
What  light  is  that  which  breaks   through  yonder 
shade  ?  [Lavinia  in  the  Balcony. 

Oh !  'tis  my  love. 

She  seems  to  hang  upon  the  cheek  of  night. 
Fairer  than  snow  upon  the  raven's  back. 
Or  a  rich  jewel  in  an  Ethiop's  ear. 
Were  she  in  yonder  sphere,  she'd  shine  so  bright. 
That  birds    would    sing,    and  think  the  day  were 
breaking. 

Lav.  Ah  me ! 

Mar.jun.  She  speaks. 
Oh !  speak  again,  bright  angel ;  for  thou  art 
As  glorious  to  this  night,  as  sun  at  noon 
To  the  admiring  eyes  of  gazing  mortals, 
When  he  bestrides  the  lazy  pacing  clouds, 
And  sails  upon  the  bosom  of  the  air. 

Lav.  O  Marius,  Marius  !  wherefore  art  thou  Ma- 
rius ? 
Deny  thy  family,  renounce  thy  name  : 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  sworn  my  love, 
And  I'll  no  longer  call  Metellus  parent. 
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Mar.jun.  JbJhall  I  hear  this,  and  yet  keep  silence  ? 
Lav.  No. 

'Tis  but  thy  name  that  is  my  enemy. 
Thou  wouldst  be  still  thyself,  though  not  a  Marius, 
Belov'd  of  me,  and  charming  as  thou  art. 
What's  in  a  name  ?  that  which  we  call  a  rose. 
By  any  other  name  would  smell   \-.  sweet. 
So  Marius,  were  he  not  Marius  caii'd, 
Be  still  as  dear  to  my  desiring  eyes. 
Without  that  title.     Marius,  lose  thy  name. 
And  for  that  name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee. 
Take  all  Lavinia. 

Mar.jun.  At  thy  word  I  take  thee. 

Call  me  but  thine,  and  joys  will  so  transport  me, 
I  shall  forget  myself,  and  quite  be  chang'd. 

Lav.  Who  art  thou,  that  thus  hid  and  veil'd  in 
night. 
Hast  overheard  my  follies  i 

Mar.jun.  By  a  name 

I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am. 
My  name,  dear  creature,  is  hateful  to  myself: 
Because  it  is  an  enemy  to  thee. 

Lav.  Marius  ?  how  cam'st  thou  hither  ?  tell,  and 
why  ? 
The  orchard-walls  are  high,  and  hard  to  climb. 
And  the  place  death,  considering  who  thou  art, 
If  any  of  our  family  here  find  thee. 
By  whose  directions  didst  thou  find  this  place  ? 
Mar.jun.  By  Love,  that  first  did  prompt  me  to 
inquire. 
He  lent  me  counsel,  and  I  lent  him  eyes. 
I  am  no  pilot ;  yet  wert  thou  as  far 
As  the  vast  shore  wash'd  by  the  farthest  sea, 

I'd  hazard  ruin  for  a  prize  so  dear 

Lav.  Oh  Marius!  vain  are  all  such  hopes  and 
wishes. 
The  hand  of  Heav'n  has  thrown  a  bar  between  us, 
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Our  house's  hatred  and  the  fate  of  Rome, 
Where  none  but  Sylla  must  be  happy  now. 
All  bring  him  sacrifices  of  some  sort. 
And  I  must  be  a  victim  to  his  bed. 
To-night  my  father  broke  the  dreadful  news  ; 
And  when  I  urg'd  him  for  the  right  of  love. 
He  threaten'd  me  to  banish  me  his  house, 
Naked  and  shiftless  to  the  world.     Wouldst  thou, 
Marius,  receive  a  beggar  to  thy  bosom  ? 

Mar.jun.  Oh  !  were  my  joys  but  fix'd  upon  that 
point, 
I'd  then  shake  hands  with  Fortune  and  be  friends ; 
Thus  grasp  my  happiness,  embrace  it  thus. 
And  bless  th'  ill  turn  that  gave  me  to  thy  arms. 

Lav.  Thou  know'st  the  mask  of  night  is  on  my 
face. 
Else  should  I  blush  for  what  thou'st  heard  me  speak. 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form  ;  fain,  fain  deny 
The  things  I've  said  ;  but  farewell  all  such  follies. 
Dost  thou  then  love  ?  I  know  thou'lt  say  thou  dost ; 
And  I  must  take  thy  word,  though  thou  prove  false. 

Mar.jun.  hy  yon  bright  Cynthia's  beams  that 
shines  above. 

Lav.  Oh  !  swear  not  by  the  moon,  th'  inconstant 
moon, 
That  changes  monthly,  and  shines  but  by  seasons. 
Lest  that  thy  love  prove  variable  too. 

Mar.jun.  What  shall  I  swear  by  ? 

Lav.  Do  not  swear  at  all. 

Or,  if  thou  wilt,  swear  by  thy  gracious  self. 
Who  art  the  god  of  my  idolatry. 
And  I'll  believe  thee. 

Mar.jun.  Wiiness,  all  ye  Powers. 

Lav.  Nay,  do  not   swear ;  although   my  joy  be 
great, 
I'm  hardly  satisfied  with  this  night's  contract: 
It  seems  too  rash,  too  unadvis'd  and  sudden, 
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Too  like  the  lightning,  which  doth  cease  to  be 
Ere  one  can  say  it  is.     Therefore  this  time 
Good  night,  my  Marius.     May  a  happier  hour 
Bring  us  to  crown  our  wishes. 

Mar.jun.  Why  wilt  thou  leave  me  so  unsatisfied  ? 

Lav.  What  wouldst  thou  have  ? 

Mar.jun.  Th'  exchange  of  love  for  mine. 

Lav.  I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didst  request  it; 
And  yet  I  wish  I  could  retrieve  it  back. 

Mar.jun.  Why  ? 

Lav.  But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again. 
My  bounty  is  as  boundless  as  the  sea, 
My  love  as  deep  :  the  more  1  give  to  thee, 
The  more  I  have :  for  both  are  infinite. 
I  hear  a  noise  within.     Farewell,  my  Marius ; 
Or  stay  a  little,  and  I'll  come  again. 

Mar.jun.  Stay  !  sure  for  ever. 

Lav.  Three  words,  and,  Marius,  then  good  night 
indeed. 
If  that  thy  love  be  honourably  meant, 
Thy  purpose  marriage,  send  me  word  to-morrow. 
And  all  my  fortunes  at  thy  feet  I'll  lay. 

Nurse  \zvithin.~\   Madam ! 

Lav.  I  come  anon.    But  if  thou  mean'st  not  well, 
I  do  beseech  thee 

Nurse  \^vithin.~\  Madam  !  madam  ! 

Lav.  By  and  by,  I  come. 
To  cease  thy  suit  and  leave  me  to  my  griefs. 
To-morrow  I  will  send [^Emt. 

Mar.jun.  So  thrive  my  soul.     Is  not  all  this  a 
dream. 
Too  lovely,  sweet,  and  flattering  to  be  true  ? 

Re-enter  Lavinia. 

Lav.  Hist,  Marius,  hist.    Oh  for  a  falc'ner's  voice. 
To  lure  this  tassel  gentle  back  again. 
Restraint  has  fears,  and  may  not  speak  aloud 
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Else  I  would  tear  the  cave  where  Echo  lies, 

With  repetition  of  my  Marius. 

Mar.jun.  It  is  my  love  that  calls  me  back  again. 
How  sweetly  lovers  voices  sound  by  night ! 
Like  softest  music  to  attending  ears. 
Lav.  Marius. 
Mar.jun.       My  dear. 

Lav.  At  what  o'clock  to-morrow, 

JShall  I  send  to  thee  ? 

Mar.jun.  At  the  hour  of  nine. 

Lav.  1  will  not  fi\il :  'tis  twenty  years  till  then— 
I  have  forgot  why  I  did  call  thee  back. 

Mar.jun.  Let  me  here  stay  till  thou  remember'st 

why. 
Lav.  The  morning's  breaking ;  I  would  have  thee 
gone ; 
And  yet  no  farther  than  a  wanton's  bird. 
That  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand, 
To  pull  it  by  its  fetters  back  again. 
Mar.jun.  Would  I  were  thine. 
Lav.  Indeed  and  so  would  I : 

Yet  I  should  kill  thee  sure  with  too  much  cherishing. 

No  more Good  night. 

Mar.jun.        There's  such  sweet  pain  in  parting, 
That  I  could  hang  for  ever  on  thy  arms, 
And  look  away  my  life  into  thy  eyes. 
Lav.  To-morrow  will  come. 
Mar.jun.  So  it  will.     Good  night. 

Heaven  be  thy  guard  ;  and  all  its  blessings  wait 

thee \^E.vit  Lavinia. 

To-morrow  !  'tis  no  longer :  but  desires 
Are  swift,  and  longing  love  would  lavish  time. 
To-morrow  !  Oh,  to-morrow  !  till  that  come. 
The  tedious  hours  move  heavily  away, 
And  each  long  minute  seems  a  lazy  day. 
Already  light  is  mounted  in  the  air, 
Striking  itself  through  every  element. 
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Our  party  will  by  this  time  be  abroad. 

To  try  the  fate  of  Marius  and  Rome. 

Love  and  renown  sure  court  me  thus  together. 

Smile,  smile,  ye  Gods,  and  give  success  to  both. 

SCENE  in. 

The  Forum* 

Enter  four  Citizens. 

3  Cit.  Well,  neighbours,  now  we  are  here,  what 
must  we  do  ? 

1  Cit.  Why,  you  must  give  your  vote  for  Caius 
Marius  to  be  consul :  and  if  any  body  speaks  against 
you,  knock  them  down. 

2  Cit.  The  truth  on't  is,  there's  nothing  like  a 
civil  government,  where  good  subjects  may  have 
leave  to  knock  brains  out  to  maintain  privileges. 

3  Cit.  Look  you but  what's  this  Sylla  ?  this 

Sylla  ?    I've  heard  great  talk  of  him. He's  a 

damnable  fighting  fellow   they  say ;  but  hang  him 
he's  a  lord. 

1  Cit.  Aye,  so  he  is,  neighbours  :  and  I  know  not 
why  any  one  should  be  a  lord  more  than  another.  I 
care  not  for  a  lord  :  what  good  do  they  do  ?  nothing 
but  run  in  our  debts,  and  lie  with  our  wives 

4  Cit.  Why,  there's  a  grievance  now.  I  have 
three  boys  at  home,  no  more  mine  than  Rome's 
mine.  They  are  all  fair  curled-hair  Cupids  ;  and  I'm 
an  honest,  black,  tawny,  kettle-faced  fellow. — I'll 
have  no  lords. [Drums  and  trumpets. 

1  Cit.  Hark !  hark !  Drums  and  trumpets !  drums 
and  trumpets  !  they  are  coming.  Be  you  su«re  you 
roar  out  for  a  Marius :  and  do  as  nmch  mischief  as 
you  can. 
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Enter  Caius  Marius  and  his  Sons ;  Marius  borne 
upon  the  shouidet^s  oj'  two  RomiDi  Slaves ;  Sulpi- 
Tius  at  the  head  oj  the  Guards.  [Tiumpets, 

Sul.  Hearken,  ye  men  of  Rome  :  I,  I,  Sulpitius, 
Your  tribune,  and  protector  of  your  freedom. 
By  virtue  of  that  office  lierc  have  call'd  you 
To  choose  a  consul.     Mithridates,  king 
Of  Pontus,  has  begun  a  war  upon  us, 
Invaded  our  allies,  our  edicts  violated, 
And  threatens  Rome  itself.  Whom  will  you  choose 
To  lead  you  forth  in  this  most  glorious  war? 
Marius,  or  8ylla  ? 

All  Cit.  A  Marius  !  a  Marius  !  a  Marius ! 
Caius  Mar.  Countrymen, 
And  fellow-citizens,  my  brethren  all, 
Or,  if  it  may  be  thought  a  dearer  name, 
My  sons,  my  children,  glory  of  my  age  ; 
I  come  not  hither  arm'd  to  force  your  suffrage, 
As  Sylla  does  to  enter  Rome  with  power, 
As  if  he  meant  a  triumph  o'er  his  country. 
I  have  not  made  a  party  in  the  senate. 
To  bring  you  into  slavery,  or  load 
Your  necks  with  the  hard  yoke  of  lordly  power. 
I  am  no  noble,  but  a  free-born  man, 
A  citizen  of  Rome,  as  all  you  arc, 
A  lover  of  your  liberties  and  laws. 
Your  rights  and  privileges.     Witness  here 
These  wounds,  which  in  your  service  I  have  got, 

And  best  plead  for  me 

All  Cit.  Marius!  Marius!  Marius!     No  Sylla  1 
no  Sylla!  no  Sylla! 

Sul.  No  more  remains,  most  honourable  consul. 
But  that  straight  you  mount  the  seat  tribunal— 
Lictors,  bring  your  rods, 
Axes,  and  fasces,  and  present  them  here. 
Hail,  Caius  Marius,  consul  of  the  war. 


-a 


252  THE  HISTORY  AND  FALL  OF  [act  ii. 

Trumpet.      Enter  Metellus,  Cinna,  Antonius, 
QuiNTUS  PoMPEiuSj  his  Son,  <§T.  Guards. 

Metel.  See,  Romans,  there  the  ruin  of  your  free- 
dom. 
The  blazing  meteor  that  bodes  ill  to  Rome, 
Oppression,  tyranny,  avarice,  and  pride. 
All  centre  in  that  melancholic  brow. 
If  your  are  mad  for  slavery,  long  to  try 
The  weight  of  absolute  chains,  once  more  proclaim 

him, 
And  shout  so  loud  till  Mithridates  hear, 
And  laucfh  to  think  vour  throats  fit  for  his  sword. 
Take  me,  take  all  your  senators,  and  drag 

Us  headlong  to  the  Tiber, plunge  us  in. 

And  bid  adieu  to  liberty  for  ever 

Then  turn  and  fall  before  your  new-made  god ; 
Bring  your  estates,  your  children,  and  your  wives. 
And  lay  them  at  the  feet  of  his  ambition. 
This  you  must  do,  and  well  it  will  become 
Such  slaves,  who  sell  their  charters  for  a  holiday. 

Cit.  No  Marius  !  no  Marius  ! 

Metel.  Quintus  Pompeius,  in  the  senate's  name. 
As  consul,  we  command  thee  to  demand 
Justice  of  Marius,  and  proclaim  him  traitor. 

Q.  Pom.  Descend  then,   Marius,  traitor  to  the 
state 
And  liberty  of  Rome,  and  hear  thy  sentence. 

Cams  Mar.  Now,  by  the  gods,  this  cause  is  wor- 
thy of  me, 
Worthy  my  fate. 

Is  this  the  right  and  liberty  of  Rome, 
To  pull  its  lawful  consul  from  his  seat 
Unjudg'd,  and  brand  him  with  the  mark  of  traitor: 
Draw  all  your  swords,  all  you  that  are  my  friends.  J 
Sulpitius,  damn  the  rabble,  lot  them  fall 
Like  common  dross,  with  that  well  spoken  fool. 
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That  popular  clack  ;  or  let  us  sell  our  fates 
So  dear,  that  Rome  may  sicken  with  our  fall. 

All  Cit.  No  Marius  !  no  Marius !  down  with  him, 
down  with  him 

SuL  Ha  !  what  art  thou  ? 

Q.  Pom.'s  Son.  The  consul's  son. 

SuL  A  worm ; 

A  thin  skin  full  ot  dirt ;  and  thus  I  tread  thee 
Into  thy  mother  earth. \_Kills  him. 

Caius  Mar.  Drag  hence  that  traitor. 

And  bring  me  straight  his  head  upon  thy  dart. 
The  fate  of  Rome's  begun. 

Q.  Pom.  Our  children  murder'd. 

Thus  massacred  before  our  eyes !  Come  all 
That  love  Pompeius,  and  revenge  his  loss. 

Sul.  Fall  on. 

All  Cit.  No  Marius !  no  Marius !  Liberty !  Li- 
berty !  &c.  \llicy  jight ,  Marius  conquers. 

Cuius  Mar.  Thanks  for  this  good  beginning,  Gods. 
These  slaves, 
These  wide-mouth'd  brutes,  that  bellow  thus  for 

freedom, 
Oh !  hotv  they  ran  before  the  hand  of  power^ 
Flying  for  shelter  into  every  brake ! 
Like  cowardly  fearful  sheep  they  break  their  herd. 
When  the  wolf's  out  and  ranging  for  his  prey. 
Sulpitius,  thy  guards  did  noble  service. 

SuL  Oh  !  they  are  fellows  fit  for  you  and  I, 
Fit  for  the  work  of  power :  say  the  word, 
Not  one  amongst  them  all  but  vvhat  shall  run. 
Take  an  old  grumbling  senator  by  the  beard, 
And  shake  his  head  off  from  his  shrinking  shoulders. 

Cains  Mar,  Sylla,  I  hear,  is  at  the  gates  of  Rome. 
Proclaim  straight  liberty  to  every  slave 
That  will  but  own  the  cause  of  Caius  Marius. 
Horror,  confusion,  and  inverted  order. 
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Vast  desolation,  slaughter,  death,  and  ruin 
Must  have  their  courses,  ere  this  ferment  settle. 
'  Thus  the  great  Jove  above,  who  rules  alone, 
'  When  men  forget  his  godlike  power  to  own, 

*  Uses  no  common  means,  no  common  ways, 

*  But  sends  forth  thunder,  and  the  world  obeys. 

\_Ea'eutit. 


ACT  HL 

SCENE    L 

Enter  Sulpitius,  Granius,  and  all  the  Guards. 

Sal.  Rome  never  saw  a  morning  sure  like  this : 
Now  she  begins  to  know  the  rod  of  power ; 
Her  wanton  blood  can  smart. 
Were  I  the  consul,  not  a  head  in  Rome, 
That  had  but  thoughts  of  Sylla,  should  stand  safe. 

Gra.  Slaughter  should  have  continued  with  the 
day. 
Mercy  but  gives  sedition  time  to  rally. 
Every  soft,  pliant,  talking,  busy  rogue. 
Gathering  a  flock  of  hot-brain'd  fools  together, 
Can  preach  up  new  rebellion.     Till  the  heads 
Of  all  those  heavenly-inspired  knaves  be  crush'd, 
No  power  can  be  safe 

Sul.  Much  will  this  day 

Determine  ;  Sylla's  now  before  the  walls, 
And  all  his  forces  ready  for  command. 
Four  thousand  slaves  have  taken  hold  on  freedom, 
And  come  on  proclamation  to  our  side. 

Gra.  Where  should  my  brother  be?  He  came  not. 
home 
To-night. 
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Sul.         Think  of  him  as  a  wretch  that's  dead, 
Stabb'd  with  an  eye,  run  through  the  brains  with  love. 

Gra.  He  talk'd  of  sending  Sylla  a  defiance. 

Sul.  Writ  with  a  pen  made  of  a  Cupid's  tjuill. 

Gra.  Why,  what  is  Sylla  r 

Sul.  A  most  courageous  captain  at  a  congee ; 
He  fights  by  measure,  as  your  artists  sing. 
Keeps  distance,  time,  })roportion,  rests  his  rests. 
One,  two,  and  the  third  in  your  guts. 
Oh  !  he's  the  very  butcher  of  a  button. 

G?'a.  Would  I  could  see  my  brother.  That  damn'd 
love 
Of  women  ruins  noblest  purposes. 

Sill.  That  sex  was  first  in  mockery  of  us  made. 
They  arc  the  false  deceitful  glasses,  where 
We  gaze  and  dress  ourselves  to  all  the  shapes 
Of  folly.     What  is't  woman  cannot  do  ? 
She'll  make  a  statesman  quite  forget  his  cunning, 
And  trust  his  dearest  secrets  to  her  breast, 
Where  fops  have  daily  entrance  :  make  a  priest. 
Forgetting  the  hypocrisy  of  his  office. 
Dance  and  show  tricks,  to  prove  his  strength  and 

brawn : 
Make  a  projector  quibble,  an  old  judge 
Put  on  false  hair,  and  paint :  and,  after  all. 
Though  she  be  known  the  lewdest  of  her  sex. 
She'll  make  some  fool  or  other  think  she's  honest. 
Your  father  promis'd  me  to  meet  me  here. 
I  wonder  he  delays  so  long. 

Gra.  He  comes : 

And  with  him  too  my  brother. 

Sul.  See  your  general. 

Salute  him,  all  my  fellow-soldiers.  \^Shout» 

Filter  Caius  Marius,  atid  Mariv sju?iior. 

Caius  Alar.  This, 

Sulpitius,  looks  like  power.     Granius,  here 
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Receive  thy  brother  to  thy  arms,  and  bless  him :    ^^ 
He's  done  a  thing  most  worthy  of  our  name,         ^^'^j^ 
Sent  a  defiance  into  Sylla's  camp,  mqlu8 

Challenging  forth  the  stoutest  champion  there,     ^  , ^ 
In  vindication  of  his  father's  cause,  »^?j^ 

And  not  an  outlaw  there  dares  send  his  answer.     .  ^ 
Once  more,  Sulpitius,  are  the  people  ours,  p^ 

Enrag'd  with  Sylla's  coming  arm'd,  to  force  \ 

The  city.     At  the  Celimontane  gate 
He's  posted  now  :  let's  send  him  straight  commands 
In  the  name  of  the  senate  and  the  Roman  people,     ^^ 
To  advance  no  farther,  till  the  state  of  Rome 
Be  heard  in  public,  and  my  choice  confirm'd, 
Or  he  continued  consul. 

Sul,  That  would  be 

But  to  prolong  necessity ;  for  Rome 
Must  bleed  :  and  since  the  rabble  now  is  ours. 
Keep  the  fools  hot,  preach  dangers  in  their  ears,        ^^ 
Spread  false  reports  of  the  senate,  working  uPr^,^,  {,„/ 
Their  madness  to  a  fury  quick  and  desperate. 
Till  they  run  headlong  into  civil  discords. 
And  do  our  business  with  their  own  destruction. 
Granius,  go  thou. 

Send  word  to  Sylla  that  he  lay  down  arms. 
And  render  up  himself  to  Rome. 

Mar.jun.  There's  still 

A  dangerous  wheel  at  work,  a  thoughtful  villain, 
Cinna,  who  has  rais'd  his  fortune  by  the  jars 
And  discords  of  his  country :  like  a  fly 
O'er  flesh,  he  buzzes  about  itching  ears. 
Till  he  has  vented  his  infection  there, 
To  fester  into  rancour  and  sedition. 
Would  he  were  safe. 

Cuius  Mar.  And  safe  he  shall  be:  let  him  be  ^ 

proscrib'd,  ^  j 

The  fine  upon  his  head  its  weight  in  gold.  y^ 

Would  I  could  buy  Metellus's  as  cheap.  \^, 
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I  have  a  tender  foolishness  within  me 
May  sometimes  get  the  better  of  my  rage. 
Sulpitius,  therefore,  keep  me  warm  ;  still  ply 
My  ebbing  fury  with  the  thoughts  of  Sylla, 
Th'  ungrateful  senate,  and  Metellus'  pride  ; 
And  let  not  any  thing  may  make  me  dreadful 
Be  left  undone.     Now  to  our  troops  let's  hasten. 
And  wait  for  Sylla's  answer  at  our  arms. 

[^E.veunt  Caius  Marius  and  Granius. 
Sul.  Is  not  this  better,  now,  than  whining  love  ? 
Now  thou  again  art  Marius,  son  of  arms, 
Thy  father's  honour,  and  thy  friend's  delight. 

Enter  Nurse  and  Clodius. 

Mar.jun.  Sulpitius,    what  comes    here?  a  sail, 

Sulpitius  ? 
Sul,  A  tatter'd  one,  and  weather-beaten  much. 
Many  a  hoist' rous  storm  has  she  been  toss'd  in. 
And  many  a  pilot  kept  her  to  the  wind. 
Nui^sc.  Clodius. 
Clo.  Madam. 

-     Sul.  Madam! 

Nurse,  My  fan,  Clodius. 

Sul.  Ay,  good  Clodius,  to  hide  her  face. 

Nurse,  Good-morrow,  gentlemen. 

Sul,  Good-even,  fair  gentlewoman. 

Nurse,  Fair  gentlewoman  !  Really,  'tis  very  hot. 

Sul,  It  should  be  so,   by  your  ladyship's  parch'd 

face. 
Nurse.  Marry,  come  up,  my  gossip:  whose  man 

are  you  ? 
Sul.  A  woman's  man,  my  Sybil :  would'st  thou 
try 
My  strength  in  feats  of  amorous  engagement, 
Lead  me  among  the  beauteous,  where  they  run 
Wild  in  their  youth,  and  wanton  to  their  vvildness  ; 
Where  I  may  clioose  the  foremost  of  the  herd, 

VOL.  II.  S 
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And  bear  her  trembling  to  some  bank,  bedeck'd 
With  sweetest  flowers,  such  as  joy  would  choose 
To  dwell  in  ;  throw  my  inspir'd  arms  about  her. 
And  press  her,  till  she  thought  herself  more  bless'd 
Than  lo,  panting  with  the  joys  of  Jove.  s^^i 

Nurse.  Panting !  joys !  and  Jove!  Now,  by  my 
troth,  'tis  very  pretty.  But,  gentlemen,  can  any  of 
you  tell  where  I  may  find  young  Marius? 

Mar.  jun,'  Yes,  I  can  tell  you,  madam.  I  am  he. 
Sul.  Hah!  by  this  light,  a  bawd.     So  ho! 
Come,  let's  away.     I  hate  a  morning  bawd. 

That  stinks  of  last  night's  oflice 

\^Exit  SuLPiTius. 
Nurse.  Pray,  sir,  what  saucy  fellow's  he  that's 

gone? 
Mar.jun.  A  gentleman,  nurse,  that  loves  to  hear 
himself  talk ;  and  will  speak  more  in  a  minute  than 
he'll  stand  to  in  a  month. 

Nurse.  An  he  speak  any  thing  against  me,  I'll 
take  him  down,  an  he  were  lustier  than  he  is,  and 
twenty  such  Jacks,  or   I'll  find   those  that   shall. 

But  now,  sir,  I  wish  you  much  joy 1  hear  you 

are 

Mar.jun,  Married;  this  day  the  blessed  deed 
was  done. 
When  the  unhappy  discords  first  took  flame 
Betwixt  my  father  and  the  senate ;  then 
A  holy  priest  of  Hymen,  whom  with  gold 
I  brib'd  to  yield  us  privately  his  oflice, 
.Join  d  our  kind  hands,  and  now  she's  ever  mine. 

Nurse.  Well:  'fore  God,  I  am  so  vex'd,  that 
every  part  about  me  quivers.  But  pray,  sir,  a 
word  :  and,  as  I  told  you,  my  young  lady  bade  me 
find  you  out.  What  she  bade  me  say,  I'll  keep  to 
myself.  But  first  let  me  tell  you,  if  you  have  led 
her  into  a  fool's  paradise,  as  they  say  ;  for  the  gen- 
tlewoman is  young,  and,  therefore,  if  you  should 
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deal  doubly  with   her,  though  you  don't  look  Hke 
a  gentleman  that  would  use  double  dealing  with 

a  lady. 

Mar.jun.    Commend    me   to   thy  lady,  I   pro- 
test  

V    Nurse.  Good  heart,  and  i'faith,  I  will  tell  her  as 

^'  much. 

Lord !  lord !  she  will  be  a  joyful  woman. 

Mar.jun.  Bid  her  devise  this  evening  to  receive 
Me  at  her  window  :  here  is  for  thy  pains — 

[Gives  money* 
Nurse.  No,  truly,  sir ;  not  a  drachma. 
Mar.jun.  Away;  I  say  you  shall. 
Nurse.  This  evening,   say  you  ?  well,   she  shall 
be  there. 

Mar.  jun.    And  stay,   kind   nurse,   behind  the 
garden-wall. 
Within  this  hour  my  man  shall  meet  thee  there. 
And  bring  thee  cords  made  like  a  tackling-ladder ; 
Which,  to  the  blessed  mansion  of  my  joy. 
Must  be  my  conduct  in  the  secret  night. 
Farewell — ^be  true,  and  I'll  reward  thy  pains. 

Nurse.  Now  Heavens  bless  thee Hark  you, 

sir. 
Mar.jun.  What  say'st  thou,  nurse? 
Nurse.  Nothing,   but   that  my  mistress  is   the 
sweetest   lady. — Lord!    lord !    when   'twas   a   little 

prating  thing — Oh  ! there's  a  spark,  one  Sylla, 

that  would  fain  have  a  finger  in  the  pie but  she, 

good  soul,  had  as  lieve  hear  of  a  toad,  a  very  toad, 
as  hear  of  him.  I  anger  her  sometimes,  and  tell  her 
Sylla  is  the  propcrer  man. — But  I'll  warrant  you, 
when  I  say  so,^  she  looks  as  pale  as  any  clout  in  the 

varsal  world.     Well,  you'll  be  sure  to  come. 

Alar.  jun.  As  sure  as  truth. 
~^  Nurse.  Well,  when   it    was  a   little  thing,  and 
tw'd  to  lie  with  me,  it  would  so  kick,  so  sprawl,  and 

s  2 


26o  THE  HISTORY  AND  FALL  OF  [act  hi. 

so  play and  then  I  would  tickle  it,  and  then  it 

would  laugh,  and  then  it  would  play  again.  When 
it  had  tickling  and  playing  enough,  it  would  go  to 
sleep  as  gentle  as  a  lamb.  I  shall  never  forget  it — 
Then  you'll  be  sure  to  come. 

Mar*jun.  Can  I  forget  to  live? 

Nurse.  Nay,  but  swear,  though. 

Mar.jun.  By  this  kiss,  which  thou  shalt  carry 
to  Lavinia. 

Nurse.  Oh!  dear  sir,  by  no  means.  Indeed  you 
shall  not.  I  have  been  6xm\i\x\^  aqua  xiitce.  Oh! 
those  eyes  of  yours ! 

Mar.jun.  Till  night,  farewell' 

Nurse.  Till  night ;  I'll  say  no  more,  but  da,  da. 
Come,  Clodius.     Ah  !  those  eyes  ! 

[_E.veunf  Nurse  and  Clodius. 

Mar.jun.  What  pains  she  takes  with  her  officious 
folly ! 
How  happy  is  the  evening-tide  of  life. 
When  phlegm  has  quench'd  our  passions,  trifling 

out 
The  feeble  remnant  of  our  silly  days 
In  follies,  such  as  dotage  best  is  pleased  with. 
Free  from  the  wounding  and  tormenting  cares 
That  toss  the  thoughtful,  active,  busy  mind? 
Though  this  day  be  the  dearest  of  my  life. 
There's  something  hangs  most  heavy  on  my  heart. 
And  my  brain's  sick  with  dulness. 

Enter  Caius  Marius. 

Caius  Mar.  Where's^  this  loiterer. 

This  most  inglorious  son  of  Caius  Marius  ? 
With  folded  arms  and  downcast  eyes  he  stands, 
The  marks  and  emblem  of  a  woman's  fool. 

Mar.jun.  My  father. 

Caius  Mar.  Call  me  by  some  other  name  ; 

Disgrace  me  not :  I'm  Marius  ; 
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And  surely  Marius  has  small  right  in  thee. 
Would  Sylla's  soul  were  thine,  and  thine  were  his. 
That  he,  as  thou  hast  done,  now  glory  calls. 
Might  run  for  shelter  to  a  woman's  arms. 
And  hide  him  in  her  bosom  like  a  babe. 

Mar.jun.  Then  I'm  a  coward. 

Caius  Mar.  Art  thou  not  ? 

Mar.jun.  I  am. 

That  thus  can  bear  reproaches,  and  yet  live. 
Durst  any  man  but  you  have  call'd  me  so  ? 
Oh,  let  me  fall,  embrace  and  kiss  your  feet. 
You've  rais'd  a  spirit  in  me  prompts  my  heart 
To  such  a  work  as  fame  ne'er  talk'd  of  yet. 
How'll  you  dispose  Lavinia  ? 

Caius  Mar,  Let  her  fall. 

As  I  would  all  her  family  and  name. 
Forgotten  that  they  either  ever  gave 
Thy  father's  head  dishonour,  or  thee  pain. 

Mar.  jun.   'Twas  an    unlucky   sentence.     She's 
scarce  more 
Metellus'  daughter  now  than  your's:  our  hands 
Were  by  a  priest  this  morning  join'd.  May  Heaven 
Avert  th'  ill  omen,  and  preserve  my  father. 

Caius  Mar.  Married  !  say  ruined,  lost,  and  curst. 

Mar.jun.                                               You've  torn 
The  secret  from  me,  and  I  wait  your  doom. 

Caius  Alar.    Go  where  I  never  more  may  hear 
thee  nam'd ; 
Go  farthest  from  me  ;  get  thee  to  Metellus, 
Fall  on  thy  knees,  and  henceforth  call  him  parent. 
I've  yet  one  son,  that  siirely  won't  forsake  me  : 
Else  in  this  breast  I  sliall  have  glorious  thoughts, 
That  will  at  least  give  lustre  to  my  ruin. 
Farewell — my  once  best  hopes,  now  greatest  shame. 

Mar.jun.  Condemn  me  rather  to  the  worst  of 
deaths, 
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Or  send  me  chain'd  to  Sylla,  like  a  slave, 
Than  banish  me  the  blessing  of  your  presence. 
I've  thought,  and  bounded  all  my  wishes  so. 
To  die  for  you  is  happiness  enough  ; 
'Twould  be  too  much  t'enjoy  Lavinia  too. 
Caius  Mar.  Again  Lavinia ! 
Mar'.jun.  Yes,  this  coward  slavc_, 

This  most  inglorious  son  of  Caius  Marius, 
Though  wedded  to  the  brightest  beauty,  rais'd 
To  th'  highest  expectation  of  delight, 
E'en  in  this  minute,  when  love  prompts  his  heart. 
And  tells  what  mighty  pleasures  are  preparing. 
Is  master  of  a  mind  unfetter'd  yet. 

Caius  Mar.  What  canst  thou  do  ? 

Mar.jun.  This  night  I  should  have  gone, 

And  ta'en  possession  of  Lavinia's  bed. 
But,  by  the  Gods,  these    eyes  no  more  shall  see 
her,  >» 

Till  I've  done  something  that's  above  reward. 
And  you  yourself  present  her  to  my  arms. 

Caius  Mar.  Why  dost  thou  talk  thus  to  me  ? 

Mar.jun.  Hark!  [Trumpets. 

The  trumpets  sound,  and  business  is  at  hand. 
It  seems  as  if  our  guards  upon  the  walls 
Were  just  engag'd,  and  Sylla  come  upon  them. 
The  gods  have  done  me  justice. 

Caius  Mar.  Get  thee  gone. 

And  leave  me  to  my  fate  ; 
Though  maimM  and  wounded,  and  unfit  for  war. 

Mar.jun.  I'll  follow  you 

Caius  Mar.  Thou  shalt  not. 

Mar.jun.  By  the  Gods  I  will. 

Caius  Mar.  How  ?  disobev'd,  then  ? 
-    Mar.jun.  Bid  a  courser,  spurr'd. 

Stop  in  his  full  career  ;  bid  tides  run  back. 
Or  sailing  ships  stand  still  before  the  wind,        hnA 

\6i  hfi^iqB 
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Or  winds  themselves  not  blow  when  Jove  provokes 
them. 
Caius  Mar.  Away,  and  do  not  tempt  my  fury 

farther. 
Mar.jun.  Why  ?  would  you  kill  me  ? 
Caius  Mar,  No,  I  hope  thou  art  reserv'd  yet  for 
A  better  fate. 

Mar.jun.     Thanks,  Heaven! 
These  few  kind  words  shew  I'm  not  quite  unhappy. 
Caius  Mar.  Then  do  not  contradict  my  will  in 
this, 
But  part ;  and  when  our  hands  next  meet  again, 

Be't  in  the  heart  of  Sylla  or  Metcllus 

\_EMt. — Trumpets  again. 
Mar.jun.  Sound  higher,  ye  shrill  instruments  of 
war, 
And  urge  its  horrors  up,  till  they  become. 
If  possible,  as  terrible  as  mine. 
Oh,  my  Lavinia !  though  this  night  I  fall. 
At  my  return  I  shall  be  doubly  happy. 
Such  trials  the  great  ancient  heroes  past. 
Who  little  present  happiness  could  taste. 
Yet  did  great  actions,  and  were  Gods  at  last. 

lExit. 


SCENE  II. 

Metellus's  House. 

Enter  Lavinia. 

Lav.  Gallop  a-pace,  ye  fiery-footed  steeds, 
TowVds  Phoebus'  lodging.     Such  a  charioteer 
As  Phaeton  would  lash  you  to  the  west. 
And  bring  in  cloudy  night  immediately. 
Spread  thy  close  curtains,  love-performing  night. 
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jTo  sober-suited  matron  all  in  black ; 
That  jealous  eyes  may  wink,  and  Marius  ^-f 

;Leap  to  these  arms  untalk'd  of,  and  unseen.  e 

'Oh  !  give  me  Marius  ;  and  when  he  shall  die,       ^^ 
Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  stars, 
And  he  will  make  the  face  of  Heaven  so  fine. 
That  all  the  world  shall  grow  in  love  with  night, 
And  pay  no  worship  to  the  gaudy  sun. 
Oh !  I  have  bought  the  mansion  of  a  love, 

But  not  possess'd  it. Tedious  is  this  day, 

As  is  the  night  before  some  festival 

To  an  impatient  child  that  has  new  robes, 

Enter  Nurse  and  Clodius. 

And  may  not  wear  them.     Welcome,  nurse  :  what 

news  ? 
How  fares  the  lord  of  all  my  joys,  my  Marius  ? 

Nurse.  Oh!  a  chair!  a  chair!  no  questions,  but 
a  chair !  So. 

Lav.  Nay,  pr'ythee,   nurse,  why  dost  thou  look 
so  sad  ? 
Oh  !  do  not  spoil  the  music  of  good  tidings 
With  such  a  melancholic  wretched  face. 

Nurse.  Oh !  I  am  weary,  very  weary.  Clodius, 
my  cordial-bottle.  Fye!  how  my  bones  ache  !  what 
a  jaunt  have  I  had  ! 

Lav.  Do  not  delay  me  thus,  but  quickly  tell  me. 
Will  Marius  come  to-night  ?  Speak,  will  he  come  ? 

Nurse.  Alas !  alas !  what  haste  !  oh !  cannot  you 
stay  a  little  ?  oh ;  do  not  you  see  that  I'm  out  of 
breath?  oh!  this  phthisic!  Clodius,  tlie  cordial. 

Lav.  Th'  excuse   thou  mak'st   for   this   unkind 
delay 
Is  longer  than  the  tale  thou  hast  to  tell. 
Is  thy  news  good  or  bad  ?  answer  to  that. 
Say  cither,  and  I'll  stay  the  circumstance. 

NuroC.  Well,  you  have  made  a  simple  choice : 
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you  know  not  how  to  choose  a  man.  Yet  his  leg 
excels  all  men's.  And,  for  a  hand,  and  a  foot,  and 
a  shape,  though  they  are  not  to  be  talk'd  of — yet 
they  are  past  compare.  What,  have  you  dined 
within  ? 

Lav.  No,  no  ;  what  foolish  questions  dost  thou 
ask ! 
What  says  he  of  his  coming  ?  what  of  that  ? 

Nui'se.  Oh  !  how  my  head  aches.!  what  a  head 
have  I  ! 
It  beats  as  if  it  would  fall  in  twenty  pieces.  }< 

My  back,  o't'other  side !  ah  !  my  back  !  my  back  f 
Beshrew  your  heart  for  sending  me  about 
To  catch  my  death.     This  back  of  mine  will  break. 

[Drinks* 

Lav.  Indeed  I'm  sorry  if  thou  art  not  well. 
But  pr'ythee  tell  me,  nurse,  what  says  my  love  ? 

Nurse.  Why,  your  love  says  like  an  honest  gen- 
tleman, and  a  kind  gentleman,  and  a  handsome — 
and,  I'll  warrant,  a  virtuous  gentleman.  \JDrinks.'] 
Well what  ?  Where's  your  father? 

Lav.  Where's  my  father  ?  why,  he's  at  the  se- 
nate. 
How  oddly  thou  reply 'st ! — 
Your  love  says  like  an  honest  gentleman, 
Where  is  your  father  ? 

Nurse.  Oh,  good  lady,  dear! 

Are  you  so  hot  ?  marry,  come  up,  I  trow. 
Is  this  a  poultice  for  my  aching  bones  ? 
Henceforward,  do  your  messages  yourself. 

Lav.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  be  not  angry,  nurse;  I  meant 
No  ill.     Speak  kindly  ;  will  my  Marius  come  ? 

Nurse.  Will  he?  will  a  duck  swim  ? 

Lav.  Then  he  will  come. 

Nu7^se.  Come  ?  why,  he  will  come  upon  all  four, 
f  but   he'll  come.     Go,    get  you  in,    and  say   your 
prayers  ;  go. 
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Lav.  For  blessings  on  my  Marius  and  thee. 
Nurse.  Well,  it  would  be  a  sad  thing,  though — 
Lav.  What? 

Nurse.  If  Marius  should  not  come  now for 

there's  old  doings  at  the  gates  ;  they  are  at  it,  ding 
dong.  Tantarara,  go  the  trumpets  ;  shout,  cry  the 
soldiers ;  clatter,  go  the  swords.  I'll  warrant  I  made 
no  small  haste — 

Lav.  And  is  my  Marius  there  ?  alas,  my  fears ! 

{Trumpets. 
The   noise  comes  this  way.     Guard  my  love,  ye 

Gods ! 
Or  strike  me  with  your  thunder  when  he  falls. 

\Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

The  Forum. 

Enter  Caius  Marius,  Marius  Jutiior,  Granius> 
SuLPiTius,  Catulus,  (Sj-c.  Guards,  Lictors,  on 
one  side:  Metellus,  Sylla,  Q.  Pompeius, 
Guards,  on  the  other. — Trumpets  sound  a  March* 

Metel.  Oh,  thou  God, 
Deliverer  of  Rome,  most  blest  of  men ! 
See  here  the  fathers  of  thy  bleeding  country 
Prostrate  for  refuge  at  thy  feet :  see  there 
The  terror  of  our  freedom,  and  thy  foe, 
The  persecutor  of  thy  friends,  the  scourge 
Of  truth  and  justice,  and  the  plague  of  Rome. 

Caius  Mar.  What  art  thou,  that  canst  lend  thy 
slavish  ears 
To  flatt'ring  hypocrisy  ? 

Syl.  My  name  thou  hast  heard. 
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And  fled  from.     I  am  the  friend  of  Rome, 
The  terror  and  the  bane  of  tlice,  her  foe. 

Cuius  Mar.    If  thou'rt  her  friend,  why  com'st 
thou  here,  thus  arm'd, 
Slaught'ring   her   citizens,    and    laying   waste   her 
walls  r 
Syl.  To  free  her  from  a  tyrant's  power. 
Cuius  Mar.  Who  is  that  tyrant? 
Syl,  Thou,  who  hast  oppress'd 

Her  senate,  made  thyself,  by  force,  a  consul. 
Set  free  her  slaves,  and  arm'd  tlicm   against  her 
laws. 
Cuius  Mar.    Hear  this,  ye  Romans,  and  then 
judge  my  wrongs. 
Have  I  oppress'd  you  ?  have  I  forc'd  your  laws? 
Am  I  a  tyrant  ?  I,  whom  ye  have  rais'd, 
For  my  true  services,  to  what  I  am  ? 
Remember  th'  Ambrons,  Cimbri,  and  the  Teutons ; 
Remember  the  confed'rate  war. 

Syl.  Where  thou, 

Cold  and  delaying,  wert  by  Silo  brav'd, 
Scorn'd  by  thy  soldiers,  and  at  last  compell'd 
Ingloriously  to  quit  th'  unwieldy  charge. 
Remember,  too,  who  banish'd  good  Metellus, 
The  friend  and  parent  of  thy  obscure  family. 
That  rais'd  thee  from  a  peasant  to  a  lord. 

Cuius  Mar.  Basely  thou  wrong'st  the  truth.  My 
actions  rais'd  me. 
Hadst  thou    been    born   a   peasant,    still  thou'dst 

been  so  ; 
But  I  by  service  to  my  country  have  made 
My  name  renown'd  in  peace,  and  fear'd  in  war. 
Syl.    In  the  Jugurthine   war,   whose   king  was 
taken 
Pris'ner  by  me,  and  Marius  triumph'd  for't. 

Cuius  Mar.   Thou  stol'st  him  basely,  stol'st  him 
^'  at  the  price 
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Of  his  wife's  lust :  thou  barter'd'st  his  betraying, 
And  in  the  capitol  hast  pageants  set 
In  memory  of  thy  vanity  and  shame. 

Syl.  Thy  shame. 

Caius  Mar,    My  honour,  proud  presumptuous 
boy. 
Who  wouldst  be  gaudy  in  an  unfit  dress. 
And  wear  my  cast-off  glories  after  me. 

Syl.  I'd  rather  wear  some  beggar's  rotten  rags. 
By  him  left  dangling  on  a  highway  hedge. 
Than  soil  my  laurels  with  a  leaf  of  thine. 
Thou  scorn'd  plebeian. 

Caius  Mar.  Worst  perdition  catch  thee. 

Syl.  Disband  that  rout  of  rebels  at  thy  heels. 
And  yield  thyself  to  justice  and  the  senate. 

Caius  Mar.  Justice  from  thee  demanded  on  my 
head? 
First  clear  thyself,  quit  thy  usurp'd  command  ; 
Approach  and  kneel  to  me,  whom  thou  has  wronged. 

Syl.  L^pon  thy  neck,  I  would. 

Caius  Mar.  As  soon  thou'dst  take 

A  lion  by  the  beard :  thou  dar'st  not  think  on't. 

Syl.  I  dare,  and  more. 

Caius  Mar.  Then,  Gods,  I  take  your  word; 

If  there  be  truth  in  you,  I  shall  not  fall 
This  day.     My  friends  and  fellow-soldiers,  now 
Fight  as  I*ve  seen  you  :  for  the  life  of  Sylla, 
Leave  it  to  me  ;  for  much  revenge  must  go 
Along  with  death,  when  such  a  victim  bleeds; 

Syl.  My  lords,  withdraw. 

Metel.  No,  trust  the  gods ;  I'll  see 

My  country's  fate,  and  with  her  live  or  die. 

Caius  Mar.  Now,  Sylla. 

SyL  Now,  my  veterans,  consider 

You  fight  for  laws,  for  liberty,  and  life. 

Caius  Mar.  Rebellion  never  wanted  that  pretence. 
Thou  shadow  of  what  I  have  been,  thou  puppet 
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Of  that  great  state  and  honours  I  have  borne. 
If  thou'lt  do  something  worthy  of  thy  place, 
Let's  join  our  battle  with  a  force  may  glut 
The  throat  of  death,  and  choke  him  with  himself; 
As  fiercely  as  destroying  whirlwinds  rise, 
Or  as  clouds  dash  when  thunder  shakes  the  skies. 
[Trumptts  sound  a  charge :  they  fight, 

Rt'tnter  Caius  Marius,  taken  by  Sylla's  party, 

Cains  Mar.  Forsaken,  and  a  prisoner?  is  this  all 
That's  left  of  Marius !  the  old  naked  trunk 
Of  that  tall  pine  that  was  ?  away,  ye  shrubs, 
Ye  clinging  bramoles  ;  do  not  clog  me  thus. 
But  let  me  run  into  the  jaws  of  death. 
And  finish  my  ill  fate.     Or  must  I  be 
Prescrv'd  a  public  spectacle,  expos'd 
To  scorn,  and  make  a  holiday  for  slaves  ? 
Oh!   that  thouoht's  hell.      Sure  I  should  know  thv 

face. 
Thou  hast  borne  ofiice  under  me.     If  e'er 
In  my  best  fortune  I  deserv'd  thy  friendship. 
Give  me  a  Roman's  death,  and  set  me  free, 
That  no  dishonour  in  my  age  o'ertake  me. 

OfjL  I've  seiVd  and  lov'd  you  well :  nor  would  I 
see 
Your  fall my  orders  were,  to  save  your  life. 

Caius  Mar.  Thou'rt  a  time-server,  that  canst  flat- 
ter misery. 

Enter  Marius  junior,  Granius  and  Sulpitius^ 

pi^isoners. 

My  sons  in  bonds  too,  and  Sulpitius? 

Sul.  Yes,  the  rat-catchers  have  tra])p'd  me.  Now 
must  I 
Be  food  for  crows,  and  stink  upon  a  tree, 
Whilst  coxcombs  stroll  abroad  on  holidays 
'Jo  take  the  air,  and  see  me  rot.     A  pox 
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On  fortune,  and  a  pox  on  that  first  fool 
That  taught  the  world  ambition. 

Enter  Quintus  Pompeius,  four  Lictors  before 

him, 

Q,  Pom.  Draw  near. 

Ye  men  of  Rome,  and  hear  the  law  pronoune'd. 
Thou  Marius,  whose  ambition  and  whose  pride 
Have  cost  so  many  lives,  the  first  that  e'er 
Wag'd  civil  wars  in  Rome,  thee  and  thy  sons, 
Thy  family  and  kin,  with  that  vile  slave 
And  minister  of  all  thy  outrages, 
Tiie  curs'd  Sulpitius,  banishment's  your  lot ; 
After  to-morrow's  dawn  if  found  in  the  city. 
Death  be  your  doom :  so  hath  the  senate  said. 
So  flourish  peace  and  liberty  in  Rome. 

l^Exit  Q.  Pompeius,  Lictors,  crying  liberty. 

Cains  Mar.  I  thank  ye,  Gods,  upon  my  knees  I 
thank  ye,  '^ 

For  plaguing  me  above  all  other  men. 
Come,    ye    young    heroes,    kneel    and    praise   the 

Heavens, 
For  crowning  thus  your  youthful  hopes.    Ha,  ha,  ha! 
What  pleasant  game  hath  Fortune  play'd  to-day  ? 
Oh !  I  could  burst  with  laughter.  Why,  now  Rome's 
At  peace.     But  may  it  be  as  short  and  vain  ''' 

As  joys  but  dreamt  of,  or  as  sick  men's  slumbers. 
Now  let's  take  hands,  and  bending  to  the  earth. 
To  all  th'  infernal  powers  let's  swear. 

All.  We  swear. 

Cuius  Mar.  That's  well :  by  all  the  destinies. 
By  all  the  furies,  and  the  fiends  that  wait 
About  the  throne  of  hell,  and  by  hell's  king, 
We'll  bring  destruction  to  this  cursed  city  ; 
Let  not  one  stone  of  all  her  towers  stand  safe. 

Mar.  jun.  Let  not  her   temples   nor   her  gods 
escape. 
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Gra.  Let   husbands   in    their    wives'    embraces 

perish. 
Cuius  Mar,  Her  young  men  massacred. 
Sul.  Her  virgins  ravish'd. 

Mar.jmi.  And  let  her  lovers  all  my  torments  feel, 
Doating  like  me,  and  like  me  banished. 
Thus  let  them  curse,  thus  raving  tear  their  hair, 
And  fall  upon  the  ground  as  I  do  now. 

Caius  Mar.  Rise  then,  and  to  Lavinia  go.    This 
night's  thy  own. 

Mar.  jun.  And  ever  after  pain  and  sorrow. 
But  go  thou,  find  Lavinia's  woman  out — 

\To  his  Servant 
Tell  her  I'll  come,  and  bid  her  cheer  my  love. 
For  I'll  not  fail,  but  in  this  night  enjoy 
Whole  life,  and  forgive  nature  what's  to  come. 
Caius  Mar.  Thus  then  let's  part ;  each  take  his 
several  way. 
As  to  a  task  of  darkness :  when  we  meet 
In  hated  exile,  we'll  compute  accompts. 
And  see  what  mischief  each  has  gathered  then. 
For,  Rome,  I  shall  be  yet  once  more  thy  lord, 
If  oracles  have  truth,  and  augurs  lie  not. 
For  yet  a  child,  and  in  my  father's  fields 
Playing,  I  seven  young  eagles  chanc'd  to  find; 
Which  gathering  up  I  to  my  parents  bore. 
The  Gods  were  sought,  who  promis'd  me  from  thence 
As  many  times  the  consulate  in  Rome. 
Six  times  already  I've  that  oflice  bore. 
And  so  far  has  the  prophecy  prov'd  true. 
But  if  I've  manag'd  ill  the  time  that's  past, 
And  too  remiss  six  elder  fortunes  lost, 
The  youngest  darling-fate  is  yet  to  come. 
And  thou  shalt  feel  me  then,  ungrateful  Rome. 

[^Exeunt, 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L     The  Garden. 

Ej2ter  Lavinia  and  Marivs J unio?-.    -^ 

Lav.  Wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  it  is  not  yet  near  day. 
It  was  the  nightingale,  and  not  the  lark. 
That  pierc'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thy  ear. 
Nightly  on  yon  pomegranate- tree  she  sings. 
Believe  me,  love,  it  was  the  nightingale. 

Mar.jun.  Oh !  'twas  the  lark,  the  herald  of  the 
morn, 
No  nightingale.     Look,  love,  what  envious  streaks 
Of  light  embroider  all  the  cloudy  east. 
Night's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day     > 
Upon  the  mountain-tops  sits  gaily  drest,  .«?»»! 

Whilst  all  the  birds  bring  music  to  his  levee.oi  1-j  ji 
I  must  be  gone  and  live,  or  stay  and  die —  uioii  vl 
Lav.  Oh!  oil!  what  wretched  fortune  is  my  lot! '^f^ 
Sure,  giving  thee,  Heaven  grew  too  far  in  debt 
To  pay,  'till  bankrupt-like  it  broke;  whilst  I,  <-  t 
A  poor  compounding  creditor,  am  forc'd  -  ;  Mm 
To  take  a  mite  for  endless  sums  of  joy. 

Mar.  Jim.  Let  me  be  taken,  let  me  suffer  death, 

I  am  content,  if  thou  wilt  have  it  so 

By  Heaven,  yon  gray  is  not  the  morning's  eye, 
But  the  reflection  of  pale  Cynthia's  brightness : 
Nor  is't  the  lark  we  hear,  whose  notes  do  beat 
So  high,  and  echo  in  the  vault  of  Heaven. 
I'm  all  desire  to  stay,  no  will  to  go. 
How  is't,  my  soul  ?  let's  talk  :  it  is  not  day. 

Lav.  It  is,  it  is — Fly  hence  away,  my  Mavius, 
It  is  the  lark,  and  out  of  tune  she  sings,   ^fU^f  m 
With  grating  discords  and  unpleasing  strainings.>fi;it  J 
Some  say  the  lark  and  loathsome  toad  change  eyes;t() 
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Now  I  could  wish  they  had  chaiig'd  voices  too  ; 
Or  that  a  lethargy  had  seiz'd  the  morning, 
And  she  had  slept  and  never  wak'd  again. 
To  part  me  from  th'  embraces  of  my  love. 
What  shall  become  of  me,  when  thou  art  gone  ? 

Mar.  jun.  The  Gods  that  heard  our  vows,  and 
know  our  loves, 
Seeing  my  faith,  and  thy  unspotted  truth, 
Will  sure  take   care,    and    let    no   wrongs   annoy 

thee. 
Upon  my  knees  I'll  ask  them  every  day, 
How  my  Lavinia  does :  and  eveiy  night. 
In  the  severe  distresses  of  my  fate. 
As  I  perhaps  shall  wander  through  the  desert, 
And  want  a  place  to  rest  my  weary  head  on, 
I'll  count  the  stars,  and  bless  them  as  they  shine. 
And  court  them  all  for  my  Lavinia's  safety. 

Lav.  Oh  banishment,  eternal  banishment! 
Ne'er  to  return !  must  we  ne'er  meet  again  ? 
My  heart  will  break,  I  cannot  think  that  thought 
And  live.     Could  I  but  see  to  th'  end  of  woe, 
There  were  some  comfort — but  eternal  torment 
Is  ever  insupportable  to  thought. 
It  cannot  be  that  we  shall  part  for  ever. 

Mar.  jun.  No,  for  my  banishment  may  be  re- 
call'd ; 
My  father  once  more  hold  a  power  in  Rome  : 
Then  I  shall  boldly  claim  Lavinia  mine. 
Whilst  happiest  men  shall  envy  at  the  blessing, 
And  poets  write  the  wonders  of  our  loves. 

Lav.  If  by  my  father's  cruelty  I'm  tbrc'd. 
When  left  alone,  to  yield  to  Sylla's  claim, 
Defenceless  as  I  am,  and  thou  far  from  me, 
If,  as  I  must,  I  rather  die  than  suffer  it, 
What  a  sad  tale  will  that  be  when  'tis  told  thee  f 
I  know  not  what  to  fear,  or  hope,  or  think. 
Or  say,  or  do.     I  cannot  let  thee  go. 

VOL.  IT.  T 
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Mar.jiin.  A  thousand  things  would,  to  this  pur- 
pose said,  i-  , 
But  sharpen  and  add  weight  to  parting  sorrow. 
Oh  my  Lavinia !  if  my  heart  e'er  stray,      \_Kneds, 
Or  any  other  beauty  ever  charm  me. 
If  I  hve  not  entirely  only  thine. 
In  that  curst  moment  when  my  soul  forsakes  thee, 
May  I  be  hither  brought  a  captive  bound, 
T'  adorn  thiB-triumph  of  my  basest  foe. 
'"'  Lav.  And  if  I  live  not  faithful  to  the  lord 
Of  my  first  vows,  my  dearest  only  Marius, 
May  I  be  brought  to  poverty  and  scorn. 
Hooted  by  slaves  forth  from  thy  gates,  O  Rome, 
'Till  flying  to  the  woods  to  avoid  my  shame, 
»Sharp  hunger,   cold,   or  some   worse  fate   destroy 

me; 
And  not  one  tree  vouchsafe  a  leaf  to  hide  me. 

Mar.jun.  What  needs  all  this? 

Lav.  Oh  !  I  could  find  out  things 

To  talk  to  thee  for  ever. 

Mar.jun.  Weep  not;   the  time 

We  had  to  stay  together  has  been  employ'd 
In  richest  love 

Lav.  We  ought  to  summon  all 

The  spirit  of  soft  passion  up,  to  cheer 
Our  hearts  thus  lab'ring  with  the  pangs  of  parting. 
Oh  my  poor  Marius ! 

Mar.jun.  Ah  my  kind  Lavinia !         i 

Lav.  But  dost  thou   think    we  e'er  shall  meet 
again  ? 

Mar.jun.  I   doubt  it  not;  and  all  these  wg^s 
shall  serve  .,  • 

For  sweet  discourses  in  our  time  to  come. 

Lav.  Alas !  I  have  an  ill-divining  soul ;        K^/,  ' 
Methinks  I  see  thee,  now  thou'rt  from  my  arms,  > 
Like  a  stark  ghost,  with  horror  in  thy  visage.       jv 
Either  my  eye-sight  fails,  or  thou  look'st  pale^f  /. 
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Mar.jun.  And  trust  mc,  love,  in  my  5ye  so  dost 
thou. 
Dry  sorrow  drinks  our  blood — farewell. 

Lav.  Farewell  then.   \_E.vit.  MAR.jM?i. 

Nurse  [zvithin.^   Madam. 

Lav.  My  nurse. 

Nurse  \%i)ithin.'\  Your  father's  up,   and  day-light 
broke  abroad. 
Be  wary,  look  about  you •^''^ 

Lav.  Hah !  is  he  gone  ?  my  lord,  my  husband, 
friend, 
I  must  hear  from  thee  every  hour  in  |lie  day : 
For  absent  minutes  seem  as  many  days. 
Oh !  by  this  reck'ning  I  shall  be  most  old. 
Ere  I  again  behold  my  Marius.     Nay, 
Gone  too  already  !  'Twas  unkindly  done, 
I  had  not  yet  imparted  half  my  soul. 
Not  a  third  part  of  its  fond  jealous  fears : 
But  I'll  pursue  him  for't,  and  be  rcveng'd ; 
Hang  such  a  tender  tale  about  his  heart. 
Shall  make  it  tingle  as  his  life  were  stung  : 
Nay  too — I'll  love  him  ;  never,  never  leave  him  ; 
Fond  as  a  child,  and  resolute  as  a  man.   [£.nV  Lav. 

Enter  Metellus  musing. 

Metel.  Sylla  this  morning  parts  from  hence  to 
Capua, 

To  head  that  army.     Cinna  must  be  consul 

Ay,  Cinna  must  be.     He's  a  busy  fellow. 
Knows  how  to  tell  a  story  to  the  rabble. 
Hates  Marius  too  :  that,  that's  the  dearest  point. 
I  hope  the  snares  for  Marius  laid  may  take  him. 
A  hundred  horse  are  in  pursuit  to  find  him  : 
And  if  they  catch  him,  his  head's  safe,  that's  certain. 
Octavius  will  be  the  other — be  it  so. 
.\.\\  honest,  simple,  downright-dealing  lord  : 
A  littk?  too  relioious,  that's  his  fault. 

T  2 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

What  now  ? 

Ser.  A  letter  left  you  by  a  lictor, 

Who  told  us  that  it  came  from  the  Lord  Sylla. 

Metellus  reads  the  letter : 

Blame  not,  sir,  my  painting 
So  suddenly :  just  now  Pve  had  advice 
Of  some  disturbance  in  the  camp  at  Capua. 
Commend  my  tender  st  faith  to  fair  Lavinia. 
Youre  Sylla's  advocate  zvith  her  and  Rome. 

Enter  Nurse. 

Well,  Nurse. 

Nurse.  My  lord. 

Metel.  How  does  my  daughter  ? 

Nurse.  Truly  very  ill :  she  has  not  slept  a  wink  : 
Nothing  but  toss'd  and  tumbled  all  this  night ; 
I  left  her  just  now  slumb'ring. 
This  Lord  Sylla  does  so  run  in  her  head. 

Metel.  Oh !  were  he  in  her  hearty  Nurse ! 

Nurse.  Were  he  ? 
Why,  she  thinks  of  nothing  else,  talks  of  nothing 
else,  dreams  of  nothing  else.  She  would  needs  have 
me  lie  with  her  t'other  night.  But  about  midnight 
(I'll  swear  it  wak'd  me  out  of  a  sweet  nap)  she  takes 
me  fast  in  her  arms,  and  cries.  Oh  my  Lord  Sylla ; 
hut  are  you,  will  you  be  true?  then  sigh'd  and 
stretch'd — I  swear  I  was  half  afraid. 

Metel.  She's  strangely  alter'd  then. 
This  morning  two  new  consuls  must  be  chosen. 
If  they  are  true,  those  tidings  thou  hast  brought  me. 
Wait  while  she  wakes,  and  tell  her  'tis  my  pleasur^^^^^ 
At  my  return  from  the  Forum,  that  I  see  her —  ;|^^^ 

\_E.rit  Metellus-^-, 

I^urse.  So  so !— here  will  be  sweet  doings  in  time. 
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How  many  hundred  lies  a  day  must  I  tell,  to  keep 
this  family  at  peace  ? 

Enter  Lavinia. 

Lav.  Oh  Nurse !    where  art  thou  ?  is  my  father 
gone? 

Nurse.  Gone  ?  yes  ;  and  I  would  I  were  gone  too. 

Lav.  Why  dost  thou  sigh  ?  what  cause  hast  thou 
to  wish  so  ? 
Wert  thou  distress'd,  unfortunate  as  I  am. 
Thou  hadst  then  cause. 
What  shall  I  do  ?  oh,  how  alone  am  1 ! 
I  walk  methinks  as  half  of  me  were  lost : 
Yet,  like  a  maim'd  hird,  flutter,  flutter  on. 
And  fain  would  find  a  hole  to  hide  my  head  in. 

Nurse.  'Odds  my  boddikins!  but  why  thus  dress'd, 
madam  ? 
Why  in  this  pickle,  say  you  now  ? 

Lav.  Seem  not  to  wonder,  nor  dare  to  oppose  me, 
For  I  am  desperate,  and  resolv'd  on  death. 
In  this  unhappy,  wayward,  humble  dress. 
After  my  love  a  pilgrimage  I'll  take. 
Forsake  deserted  Rome,  and  find  my  Marius. 

Nurse.  And  I  must  stay  behind  to  be  hang'd  up, 
like  an  old  pole-cat  in  a  warren,  for  a  warning  to 
all  vermin  that  shall  come  after  me.  Would  I  were 
fairly  dead  for  a  week,  'till  this  were  over. 

Lav.  This  morning's  opportunity  is  fair. 
When  all  arc  busy  in  electing  consuls ; 
I  shall  escaj)e  unseen  without  the  gates. 
And  this  night  in  a  litter  reach  Salonium. 

Nurse.  I  care  not ;  I'll  have  nothing  to  do  in't. 
You  shan't  stir.  Nay,  I'll  raise  the  house  first. 
Why  Clodius !  Catulus  !  Sempronia !  Thesbia !  men 

and  maids,  where  are  you  ?  Oh  !  oh  !  oh  ! 

[Lav.  getsj'rom  her.   "Nuysq Jails  down..  Edit  Lav. 
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Enter  Clodius. 

Clo.  What's  the  matter,  mistress  ? 

Nurse.  Oh  Clody,  Clody,  dear  Clody,  is't  thee, 
my  dear  Clody  ?  Help  me,  help  me  up.  Run  to 
my  lord  to  the  Forum  presently ;  tell  him  his  trea- 
sury is  robb'd,  his  house  on  fire,  his  daughter  dead, 
and  I  am  mad.  Run,  run.  You'll  not  run.  Oh! 
oh !  [^Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E    n. 

The  Country. 

Enter  several  Herdsmen  belonging  to  Marius. 

1  Herds.  Good-morrow,  brother ;  you  have  heard 
the  news. 

2  Herds.  News  quoth-a  ?  trim  news,  truly. 

1  Herds,  Why,  they  say  our  lord  and  master's 
stepp'd  a  one  side.     Is  there  any  thing  in't  trow  ? 

2  Herds.  Any  thing  in't  ?  alas-a-day  !  alas-a-day ! 
sad  times!  sad  times,  brother!  not  a  penny  of  mo- 
ney stirring. 

1  Herds.  Nay,  I  thought  there  was  no  good  wea- 
ther towards,  when  my  bald-faced  heifer  stuck  up 
her  tail  eastward,  and  ran  back  into  a  new  quick- 
set, which  I  had  just  made  to  keep  the  swine  from 
the  beans. 

2  Herds.  And  the  t'other  night,  as  I  was  at  sup- 
per, in  the  chimney-corner,  a  whole  family  of  swal- 
lows, that  had  occupied  a  tenement  these  seven 
years,  fell  down,  nest  and  all,  into  the  porridge-pot, 
and  spoil'd  the  broth.  Sad  times  !  sad  times !  bro- 
ther ! 

3  Herds.  Did  you  meet  no  troopers  this  way? 

2  Herds.  Troopers  ?  I  saw  a  parcel  of  raggoon- 
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ers,  I  think  they  call  them,  trotting  along  yon 
wood-side  upon  ragged  hide-bound  jades.  I  war- 
rant they  came  for  no  goodness. 

1  Herds.  'Twas  to  seek  for  lord  Marius,  as  sure 
as  eggs  be  eggs.  These  'bitious  folk  make  more 
stir  in  the  world  than  a  thousand  men.  Would  my 
kine  were  all  in  their  stalls. 

Enter  several  Soldiers  in  quest  of  Mariits. 

1  Sol.  This  is  the  way.  How  now,  you  pack  of 
boobies  ?   whose  fools  are  you  ? 

2  Herds.  Why,  we  are  such  fools  as  you  are ; 
any  bodies  fools  that  will  pay  us  our  wages. 

2  Sol.  Do  you  belong  to  the  traitor  Marius  ? 
1  Herds.  We  belong  to  Caius  Marius,  an't  like 
your  worship. 

1  Sol.  Why  this  is  a  civil  fellow.  But  you,  rogue, 
you  are  witty,  and  be  hang'd,  are  you  ? 

2  Herds.  I's  poor  enough  to  be  witty,  as  you're 
poor  enough  to  be  valiant.  Had  I  but  money 
enough,  I'd  no  more  be  a  wit  than  you'd  be  a  sol- 
dier. 

2  Sol.  Let  the  hungry  churl  alone. 

1  Sol.  Hark  you,  you  dog  :  where's  your  lord, 
the  traitor  Marius  ? 

2  Herds.  In  a  whole  skin,  if  he  be  wise 

1  Sol.  Where  is  he,  you  poltroon  ? 

2  Herds.  Look  you,  I  keep  his  cows  and  his 
oxen  here  at  Salonium,  but  I  keep  none  of  him.  If 
you  must  needs  know  where  he  is,  then  I  must  needs 
tell  you  I  don't  know. 

1  Sol.  Let's  to  his  house  hard  by,  and  ransack 
that.  Sirrah,  if  we  miss  of  him,  you  may  repent 
this.  \_Eieunt  Soldiers. 

1  Herds.  'Tis  all  one  to  me,  I  must  pay  my  rent 
to  somebody. 

2  Herds.  Why,  this  'tis  now  to  be  a  great  man. 
Heaven  keep  me  a  cowkecper  still 1  say 
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Enter  Caius  Marius  and  Granius. 

Caius  Mar.  Where  are  we  ?  are  we  yet  not  near 
Salonium  ? 
Lead  me  to  yonder  shady  poplar,  where 
The  poor  old  Marius  a  while  may  sit, 
And  joy  in  rest.     Oh  my  distemper'd  head  ! 
The  sun  has  beat  his  beams  so  hard  upon  me, 
That  my  brain's  hot  as  molten  gold.     My  skull ! 
Oh  my  tormented  skull !  Oh  Rome !  Rome  !  Rome ! 
Hah  !  what  are  those  ? 

Gra.  They  seem,  sir,  rural  swains. 

Who  tend  the  herds  that  graze  beneath  these  woods. 

Caius  Mar.  Who  are  you  ?  to  what  lord  do  ye 
belong  ? 

2  Herds.  We  did  belono;  to  Caius  Marius  once : 
but  they  say  he's  gone  a  journey  :  and  now  we  be- 
long to  one  another. 

Caius  Mar.  Have  ye  forgot  me  then,  ungrateful 
slaves ! 
Are  you  so  willing  to  disown  your  master  r 
Who  would  have  thought  t'have  found  such   base- 
ness here. 
Where  innocence  seems  seated  by  the  Gods, 
As  in  her  virgin  nakedness  untainted  ? 
Confusion  on  ye,  ye  sordid  earthlings. 

[^Exeunt  all  but  one. 

1  Herds.  Oh  fly,  my  lord,  your  foes  are  thick 
abroad. 
Just  now  a  troop  of  murderers  pass'd  this  way, 
And  ask'd  with  horror  for  the  traitor  Marius. 
By  this  time  at  Salonium,  at  your  house. 
They  are  in  search  of  you.     Fly,  fly,  my  lord — 

\^Eiit. 

Caius  Mar.  I  shall  be  hounded  up  and  down  the 
world. 
Now  every  villain,  that  is  wretch  enough 
To  take  the  price  of  blood,  dreams  of  my  throat, 
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Help  and  support  me  'till  I  reach  the  wood, 
Then  go  and  find  thy  wretched  brother  out. 
Asunder  we  may  dodge  our  fate,  and  lose  her. 
In  some  old  hollow  tree  or  o'ergrown  brake 
I'd  rest  my  weary  limbs  'till  danger  pass  me. 

Goes  into  the  wood. 

Re-enter^  Soldiers. 

1  Sol.  A  thousand  crowns  ?  'tis  a  reward  might 

buy 
As  many  lives,  for  they  are  cheap  in  Rome ; 
And  'tis  too  much  for  one. 

2  Sol.  Let's  set  this  wood 
A  flaming,  if  you  think  he's  here,  and  then 
Quickly  you'll  see  th*  old  drone  crawl  humming 

out. 
1  Sol.  Thou  always  lov'st  to  ride  full  speed  to 
mischief.  There's  no  consideration  in  thee.  Look 
you,  when  I  cut  a  throat,  I  love  to  do  it  with  as 
much  deliberation  and  decency  as  a  barber  cuts  a 
beard.  I  hate  a  slovenly  murder  done  hand  over 
head :  a  man  gets  no  credit  by  it. 

3  Sol.  The  man  that  spoke  last,  spoke  well. 
Therefore  let  us  to  yon  adjacent  village,  and  souse 
ourselves  in  good  Falernium.  [^E.veunt  Soldiers. 

Cams  Mar.  Oh  villains  !  not  a  slave  of  those 
But  has  serv'd  under  me,  has  eat  my  bread, 
And  felt  my  bounty — Drought!  parching  drought! 
Was  ever  lion  thus  by  dogs  emboss'd  ? 
Oh!  I  could  swallow  rivers  :  earth  yield  me  water; 
Or  swallow  Marius  down  where  springs  first  flow. 

Enter  Marius  junior,  and  Granius. 

Mar  Jim.  My  father ! 
Caius  Alar.  Oh  my  sons ! 

Mar.  Jim.  Why  thus  forlorn !  stretch'd  on  the 
earth  } 
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Caius  Mar.  Oh!  get  me  some  refreshment,  cool- 
ing herbs. 
And  water  to  allay  my  ravenous  thirst. 
I  would  not  trouble  you,  if  I  had  strength : 
But  I'm  so  faint  that  all  my  limbs  are  useless. 
Now  have  I  not  one  drachma  to  buy  food. 
Must  we  then  starve  ?  No,  sure,  the  birds  will  feed 
us. 
3far.  jun.  There  stands  a  house  on  yonder  side 
of  the  wood. 
It  seems  the  mansion  of  some  man  of  note : 
I'll  go  and  turn  a  beggar  for  my  father. 

Caius  Mar,  O  my  soul's  comfort !  do.     Indeed 
I  want  it. 
I,  who  had  once  the  plenty  of  the  earth. 
Now  want  a  root  and  water.     Go,  my  boy, 
And  see  who'll  give  a  morsel  to  poor  Marius. 
Nay,  I'll  not  starve ;  no,  I  will  plunge  in  riot. 
Wallow  in  plenty.     Drink  !  I'll  drink,  I'll  drink. 

Give  me  that  goblet  hither Here's  a  health 

To  all  the  knaves  and  senators  in  Rome. 

Mar.  jun.  Repose  yourself  awhile,  'till  we  return. 
Caius  Afar.  I  will,  but  pr'ythee  let  me  rave   a 
little. 
Go,  pr'ythee  go,  and  do'nt  delay.     I'll  rest, 
As  thou  shalt,   Rome,  if  e'er  my  fortune  raise  me — 

l^E.vit  Marius  junior. 

Enter  Lavinia. 

Another  murderer?  this  brings  smiling  fate: 
A  deadly  snake  cloth'd  in  a  dainty  skin. 

Lav.  I've  wandered   u{)  and  down   these  vvood^ 
and  meadows, 
'Till  I  have  lost  my  way — 

Against  a  tall,  young,  slender,  well-grown  oak 
Leaning,  I  found  Lavinia  in  the  bark. 
My  Marius  should  not  be  far  hence. 
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Caius  Mar.  What  art  thou. 

That  dar'st  to  name  that  wretched  creature  Marius  ? 

Lav.  Do  not  be  angry,  sir,  whoe'er  thou  art  ? 
I  am  a  poor  unhappy  woman,  driven 
By  fortune  to  pursue  my  banish'd  lord. 

Caius  Mar.  Bythydissembhng  tone  thou shouldst 
be  woman, 
And  Roman  too. 

Lav.  Indeed  I  am. 

Caius  Mar.  A  Roman  ? 

If  thou  art  so,  begone,  lest  rage  with  strength 
Assist  my  vengeance,  and  I  rise  and  kill  thee. 

Lav.  My  father,  you  ? 

Caius  Mar.  Now  thou  art  a  woman  ; 

For  lies  are  in  thee.     I  ?  am  I  thy  father  ? 
I  ne'er  was  yet  so  curst :  none  of  thy  sex 
E'er  sprung  from  me.     My  offspring  all  are  males, 
The  nobler  sort  of  beasts,  entitled  men. 

Lav.  I    am   your   daughter,    if  your   son's    my 
lord.  ' 

Have  you  ne'er  heard  Lavinia's  name  in  Rome, 
That  wedded  with  the  son  of  Marius  ? 

Caius  Mar.  Hah ! 

Art  thou  that  fond,  that  kind  and  doating  thing, 
That  left  her  father  for  a  banish'd  husband  r 

Come  near 

And  let  me  bless  thee,  though  thy  name's  my  foe. 

Lav.  Alas,  my  father,  you  seem  much  oppress'd  : 
Your  lips   are   parch'd,  blood-shot  your  eyes   and 

sunk. 
Will  you  partake  such  fruits  as  I  have  gather'd  ? 
Taste,  sir,  this  peach,  and  this  pomegranate ;  both 
Ripe  and  refreshing. 

Caius  Mar.  What,  all  this  from  thee. 

Thou  angel,  v^'hom  the  Gods  have  sent  to  aid  me  ? 
I  do'nt  deserve  thy  bounty. 

Lav.  Here,  sir's  more. 
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I  found  a  crystal  spring  too  in  the  wood, 
And  took  some  water  :  'tis  most  soft  and  cool. 

Cams  Mar.  An  emperor's  feast !  but  I  shall  rob 
thee. 

Lav,  No, 

I've  eat,  and  slak'd  my  thirst.     But  where's  my 

lord. 
My  dearest  Marius  ? 

Caius  Mar.  To  the  neigh'bring  village, 

He's  gone  to  beg  his  father's  dinner,  daughter. 

Lav.  Will  you  then  call  me  daughter  ?  will  you 
own  it  ? 
I'm  much  o'er-paid  for  all  the  wrongs  of  fortune. 
But  surely  Marius  can't  be  brought  to  want. 
I've  gold  and  jewels  too,  and  they'll  buy  food. 

Enter  Marius  Junior. 

Caius  Mar.  See  here,  my  Marius,  what  the  Gods 
have  sent  us. 
See  thy  Lavinia. 

Mar.  jun.        Hah !        [They  run  and  ernbrace. 

Caius  Mar.  What  ?  dumb  at  meeting  ? 

Mar.  jun.  Why  weeps  my  love  ? 

Lav.  I  cannot  speak,  tears  so  obstruct  my  words. 
And  choke  me  with  unutterable  joy. 

Mar.  jun.  Oh  my  heart's  joy ! 

Lav.  My  soul ! 

Mar.  jun.  But  hast  thou  left 

Thy  father  s  house,  the  pomp  and  state  of  Rome, 
To  follow  desert  misery  ! 

Lav.  1  come 

To  bear  a  part  in  every  thing  that's  thine, 
Be't  happiness  or  sorrow.     In  these  woods. 
Whilst  from  pursuing  enemies  you're  safe 
I'll  range  about  and  find  the  fruits  and  springs,  - 

Gather  cool  sedges,  daffodils  and  hlies, 
And  softest  camomile  to  make  us  beds,  ■'-,  --n^ 
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Whereon  my  love  and  I  at  night  will  sleep, 
And  dream  of  better  fortune. 

Enter  Granius  and  Servant  with  JVine  and  Meat. 

Caius  Mar.  Yet  more  plenty  ? 

Sure   Comus,    the  God  of  feasting,    haunts   these 

woods, 
And  means  to  entertain  us  as  his  guests. 

Serv.  I  am  sent  hither,  Marius,  from  my  lord, 
Sextilius  the  praetor,  to  relieve  thee,  . 
And  warn  thee  that  thou  strait  depart  this  place, 
Else  he  the  senate's  edict  must  obey. 
And  treat  thee  as  a  foe  of  Rome. 

Caius  Alar.  But  did  he, 

Did  he,  Sextilius,  bid  thee  say  all  this  ? 
Was  he  too  proud  to  come  and  see  his  master, 
That  rais'd  him  out  of  nothing  ?  Was  he  not 
My  menial  servant  once,  and  wip'd  these  shoes. 
Ran  by  my  chariot-wheels,  my  pleasures  watch'd. 
And  fed  upon  the  voidings  of  my  table  ? 
Durst  he  affront  me  with  a  sordid  alms  ? 
And  send  a  saucy  message  by  a  slave? 
Hence  with   thy  scraps :  back  to  thy  teeth  I  dash 

them. 
Be  gone  whilst  thou  art  safe.     Hold,  stay  a  little. 

Serv.  What  answer  would  you  have   me  carry 
back  r 

Cains  Mar.  Go  to  Sextilius,  tell  him  thou  hast 
seen 
Poor  Caius  Marius  banish'd  from  his  country, 
Sitting  in  sorrow  on  the  naked  earth. 
Amidst  an  ample  fortune  once  his  own. 
Where  now  he  cannot  claim  a  turf  to  sleep  on. 

\_Exit  Servant. 
How  am  I  fallen  !  musick  ?  sure  the  Gods 

[Soft  musick. 
Are  mad;,  or  have  design'd  to  make  me  so. 
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Enter  Martha. 

Well,  what  art  thou  ? 

Martha.  Am  I  a  stranger  to  thee  ? 

Martha's  my  name,  the  Syrian  prophetess. 
That  us'd  to  wait  upon  thee  with  good  fortune ; 
'Till  banish'd  out  of  Rome  for  serving  thee, 
I've  ever  since  inhabited  these  woods, 
And  search'd  the  deepest  arts  of  wise  foreknowledge. 

Caius  Mar.  I  know  thee  now  most  well.     When 
thou  wert  gone, 
All  my  good  fortune  left  me.     My  lov'd  vultures, 
That  us'd  to  hover  o'er  my  happy  head. 
And  promise  honour  in  the  day  of  battle. 
Have  since  been  seen  no  more.     Even  birds  of  prey 
Forsake  unhappy  Marius  :  men  of  prey 
Pursue  him  still.     Hast  thou  no  hopes  in  store  ? 

Martha.  A  hundred  spirits  wait  upon  my  will. 
To  bring  me  tidings  from  th'  earth's  farthest  corners. 
Of  all  that  happens  out  in  states  and  councils : 
I  tell  thee,  therefore,  Rome  is  once  more  thine. 
The  consuls  have  had  blows,  and  Cinna's  beaten. 
Who  with  his  army  comes  to  find  thee  out. 
To  lead  him  back  with  terror  to  that  city. 

Caius  Mar.   Speak  on. 

Martha.  Nay,  ere  thou  thinkst  it  he'll  be  with 
thee. 
But  let  thy  sons,  and  these  fair  nymphs  retire. 
Whilst  I  relieve  thy  wearied  eyes  with  sleep. 
And  cheer  thee  in  a  dream  with  promis'd  fate. 

Mar.  jun.  Come,    my    Lavinia  ;   Granius,  we'll 
withdraw 
To^some  cool  shade,  and  wonder  at  our  fortune. 

\_Exennt. 
[Martha  waves  her  JVand. — A  Datice. 

Caius  Mar.  O  rest,  thou  stranger  to  my  senses, 
welcome.  [Sleeps. 
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Enter  Servant  and  a  Ruffian. 

Serv.  Ten  Attick  talents  shall  be  thy  reward, 
Sextilius  gives  them  thee.     Dispatch  him  safely. 

Ruf.  Fear  not,  he  never  wakes  again. 

Cuius  Mar.     [^Asleep.']  No  more. 

I'll  hear  no  more.     Metellus  live  i  no,  no  : 
He  dies,  he  dies.     So,  bear  him  to  the  Tiber, 
And  plunge  him  to  the  bottom.     Hah,  Antonius! 
Where  are  my  guards  ?  dispatch  that  talking  knave, 
That  when  he  should  be  doing  publick  sei-vice, 
Consumes  his  time  in  speeches  to  the  rabble. 
And  sows  sedition  in  a  city.     Down, 
Down  with  Pompeius  too,  that  call'd  me  traitor. 
Hah  !  art  thou  there  ?  welcome  once  more,  old  Ma- 

rius. 
To  Rome's  tribunal. 

Ruf.  Now's  the  time. 

Cuius  Mar.  Stand  off, 

Secure  that  Gaul — Dar'st  thou  kill  Caius  Marius  ? 

\JVakes. 
Hah  !  speak  ?  what  art  thou  ? 

Ruf*  By  Sextilius  hired 

I  hither  came  to  take  your  life.     Spare  mine, 
And  I'll  for  ever  serve  you  at  your  feet. 

Caius  Mar.  What  barb'rous  slaves  are  these,  that 
envy  me 
The  open  air ;  set  prices  on  my  head. 
As  they  would  do  on  wolves  that  slay  their  flock ! 

[Trumpet  ii. 

Enter  Sulpitius. 

Trumpets !  Sulpitius,  where  hast  thou  been   wan- 
V  d'ring 

Since  the  late  storm  that  drove  us  from  each  other  ? 
Sul.  Why,  doing  mischief  up  and  down  the  city, 
^picking  up  discontented  fools,  belying 
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The  senators  and  government,  destroying 

Faith  amongst  honest  men,  and  praising  knaves.       ^ 

Cuius  Mar.  Oh  !  but  where's  Cinna? 
.     Sul.  Ready  to  salute  you— 

Enter  Cinna  attended  with  Lictors  and  Guards. 

Cin.  Romans,  once  more  behold  your  consul ;  see. 
Is  that  a  fortune  fit  for  Caius  Marius  ? 
Advance  your  axes  and  your  rods  before  him. 
And  give  him  all  the  customs  of  his  honour. 

Caius  Mar.    Away :    such   pomp   becomes    not 
wretched  Marius  ? 
Here  let  me  pay  obedience  to  my  consul. 
Lead  me,  great  Cinna,  where  thy  foes  have  wrong'd 

thee. 
And  see  how  thy  old  soldier  will  obey.  i 

Cin.  O  Marius,  be  our  hearts  united  ever. 
To  carry  desolation  into  Rome, 
And  waste  that  den  of  monsters  to  the  earth. 

Caius  Alar.  Shall  we  ?  -iw  jr, 

Cin,       We'll  do't.     That  godly  soothsaying  too]. 
That  sacrificing  dolt,  that  sot  Octavius, 
When  we  were  chosen  consuls  in  the  Forum, 
Disown'd  me  for  his  colleague ;  said,  the  Gods 
Had  told  him  I  design'd  tyrannic  power ; 
Provok'd  the  citizens,  who  took  up  arms. 
And  drove  me  forth  the  gates. 

Caius  Mar.  Excellent  mischief! 

What's  to  be  done  ? 

Cin.  No  sooner  was  I  gone. 

But  a  large  part  of  that  great  city  followed  me. 
There's  not  an  honest  spirit  left  in  Rome,  ^; 

That  does  not  own  my  cause,  and  wish  for  Marius. 
.  Caius  Mar.  Bring  me   my  horse,  my  armour, 
and  the  laurel 
With  which  when  I'd  o'ercome  three  barb'rous  na-^ 
tions. 
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I  enter'd,  crown'd  with  triumph,  into  Rome. 
I  go  to  free  her  now  from  greater  mischiefs. 

— — Elite)'  Marius  junior  and  Granius. 

0  my  young  warrior  ! 

Mar.  jun.  Curs'd  be  the  hght 

And  ever  curs'd  be  all  these  regions  round  us. 
Lavinia's  lost,  borne  back  with  force  to  Rome, 
By  ruffians  headed  by  her  father's  kinsmen ; 
And  like  a  coward  too  I  live,  yet  saw  it.         [J5J^7>. 

Caius  Mar.  Oh  Marius  !  Marius !  let  not  'plaints 
come  from  thee, 
Nor  cloud  the  joy  that's  breaking  on  thy  father. 
If  she  be  back  in  Rome,  Lavinia's  thine. 
To-morrow's  dawn  restores  her  to  thy  arms. 
For  that  fair  mistress,  fortune,  which  has  cost 
So  dear,  for  which  such  hardships  I  have  past. 
Is  coy  no  more,  but  crowns  my  hopes  at  last. 

1  long  to  embrace  her ;  nay,  'tis  death  to  stay. 
I'm  mad  as  promis'd  bridegrooms,  borne  away 
With  thoughts  of  nothing  but  the  joyful  day. 

\jExeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Metellus's  House. 

Enter  Metellvs J  Lavinia,  aw^/ Priest  0/' Hymen. 

Lav.  Nay,  you  have  catch'd  me  :  you  may  kill 
.'itn     jYie  too  : 
But  with  my  cries  I'll  rend  the  echoing  Heavens, 
'Till  all  the  Gods  are  witness  how  you  use  me.  - 
Met  el.  What?   hke   a   vagrant  fly    thy  father's 
house  ? 
And  follow  fulsomely'an  exil'd  slave,  ^"'  '^'"'" 

Disdain'd  by  all  the  world,  but  abject  thou  ? 

VOL.  II.  U 
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Resolve  to  go,  or  bound  be  sent  to  Sylla, 

With  as  much  scorn  as  thou  hast  done  me  shame. 

Lav.  Do,  bind  me,  kill  me,  rack  these  limbs  sJ 
'        I'll  bear  it. 
But,  sir,  consider  still  I  am  your  daughter ; 
And  one  hour's  converse  with  this  holy  man 
May  teach  me  to  repent,  and  shevv^  obedience. 

Met  el.  Think  not  t'evadc  me  by  protracting  time: 
For  if  thou  dost  not,  may  the  Gods  forsake  me. 
As  I  will  thee,  if  thou  escape  my  fury. — [^E.vit. 

Lav.  Oh !  bid  me  leap  (rather  than  go  to  Sylla) 
From  off  the  battlements  of  any  tower. 
Or  walk  in  thievish  ways,  or  bid  me  lurk  '^ 

Where  serpents  are:  chain  me  with  roaring  bears;' 
Or  hide  me  nightly  in  a  charnel-house  v^ J 

O'er-cover'd  quite  with  dead  men's  rattling  bonesi  ^' 
With  reeky  shanks,  and  yellow  chapless  sculls : 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  grave. 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  in  his  shroud  :      '•H'T 
Things  that  to  hear  but  told  have  made  me  tremble: 
And  I'll  go  through  it  without  fear  or  doubting. 
To  keep  my  vows  unspotted  to  my  love 

Priest.  Take  here  this  phial  then,  and  in  this 
moment 
Drink  it,  when  straight  through  all  thy  veins  shall 

run 
A  cold  and  drowsy  humour  more  tlian  sleep  : 
And  in  death's  borrow'd  likeness  shalt  thou  lie 
Two  summer  days,  then  wake  as  from  a  slumber, 
'Till  Marius  by  my  letters  know  what's  past, 
And  come  by  stealth  to  Rome. 

Lav.  Give   me ;  oh !  give  me :   tell   me  not   of 
fears. 

Priest.  Farewell :  be  bold  and  prosperous. 

\_Ejcit, 

Lav.  Oh  !  farewell 

Heaven  knows  if  ever  we  shall  meet  again. 
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I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins. 

That  almost  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life. 

I'll  call  him  back  again  to  comfort  me. 

Stay,  holy  man.     But  what  should  he  do  here  ? 

My  dismal  scene  'tis  fit  I  act  alone. 

What  if  this  mixture  do  not  work  at  all  ? 

Shall  I  to-morrow  then  be  sent  to  Sylla  ? 

No,  no, — this  shall  forbid  it ;  lie  thou  there 

\_Lays  down  the  dagger  * 
Or  how,  if,  when  I'm  laid  into  the  tomb, 
I  wake  before  the  time  that  Marius  come 
To  my  relief  ?  There,  there's  a  fearful  point. 
Shall  I  not  then  be  stifled  in  the  vault. 
Where  for  these  many  hundred  years  the  bones 
Of  all  my  buried  ancestors  are  pack'd  ? 
Where,  as  they  say,  ghosts  at  some  hours  resort. 
With  mandrakes'  shrieks  torn  fj-om  the  earth's  dark 

womb. 
That  living  mortals  hearing  them,  run  mad. 
Or  if  I  wake,  shall  I  not  be  distracted, 
Environ'd  round  with  all  these  hideous  fears, 
And  madly  play  with  my  forefathers'  joints  ; 
Then  in  this  rage  with  some  great  kinsman's  bones 
As  with  a  club  dash  out  my  desperate  brains ! 
What?  Sylla?  get  thee  gone,  thou  meagre  lover: 
My  sense  abhors  thee.     Don't  disturb  my  draught ; 
'Tis  to  my  lord.     {_Drinks.~\    Oh  Marius !  Marius ! 

Marius !  [Exit. 


u  1 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE    L 

Cinna's  Camp  before  the  Walls  of  Rome. 

[Trumpets  sound  a  General. 

Enter  Cinna,  Caius  Marius,  and  Sulpitius, 
Granius,  two  Ambassadors,  Guards. 

Cin.  Ambassadors  from  Rome  ?  how  many  slaves. 
Traitors,  and  tyrants,  villains,  was  I  call'd 
But  yesterday  ?  yet  now  their  consul  Cinna  ! 
Oh  !  what  an  excellent  master  is  an  army, 
To  teach  rebellious  cities  manners !  Say, 
My  friend   and  colleague,  Marius,  shall  we   hear 
them  ? 

Caius  Mur.  Whom  ? 

Cin.  The  ambassadors. 

Caius  Mar.  From  whence  ? 

Cin.  From  Rome. 

Caius  Mar.  My  loving  countryman  ;  they  must 
be  heard. 
Or  Sylla  will  be  angry 

Cin.  In  what  state 

And  pageantry  the  solid  lumps  move  on  ? 
And  though  they  come  to  beg,  will  be  attended 
With  their  ill-order'd  pomp  and  awkward  pride. 
Who  are  ye  ?  and  from  whence  ? 

1  Ambas.  From  wretched  Rome. 

To  thee,  most  mighty  Cinna,  and  to  thee,     ,!)•*' 
Most  dread  lord  Marius,  in  her  name  we  bow. 

Cin.  W  hat's  your  demand  ? 

1  Ambas.  Hear  but  our  humble  prayers, 
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And  all  demands  be  made  by  Godlike  Cinna, 
Whither,  oh !  whither  will  your  rage  pursue  us  ? 
Must  all  the  fortunes  and  the  lives  of  Rome 
Suffer  for  one  miscarriage  of  her  masters  ? 
Your  sorrowful  afflicted  mother,  Rome, 
In  whose  kind  bosom  you  were  nurs'd  and  bred. 
Stretches  her  trembling  arms  t'  implore  your  pity. 
Fold  up  your  dreadful  ensigns,  and  lay  by 
Your  warlike  terrors,  that  affright  her  matrons. 
And  come   to  her,    ere    sorrows   quite   o'erwhelm 

her. 
But  come  like  sons  that  bring  their  parents  joy : 
Enter  her  gates  with  dove-like  peace  before  ye. 
And  let  no  bloody  slaughter  stain  her  streets. 

Cin.  Thus  'tis  you  think   to  heal   up  smarting 
honour, 
By  pouring  flattering  balm  into  the  wound, 
Which  for  a  time  may  make  it  whole  and  fair : 
Till  the  false  medicine  be  at  last  discover'd. 
And  then  it  rankles  to  a  sore  again. 
Take  this  my  answer :  I  will  enter  Rome  ; 
But,  for  my  force,  I'll  keep  it  still  my  own, 
Nor  part  with  power  to  give  it  to  my  foes. 

Cuius  Afar.  Suipitius,  see,  what  abject  slaves  are 
'  !J  these?  such  base 

Deformities  a  long  robe  hides. 

Sul.  I  cannot  but  laugh  to  think  on't. 

Cams  Mar.  What  ? 

Sul.  How  these  politic  noddles,  that  look  so  grave 
upon  the  matter  in  the  senate-house,  will  laugh  and 
grin  at  one  another,  when  they  are  set  a  sunning 
upon  the  capitol. 

2  Ambas.  May  we  return  with  joy  into  our  city. 
Proclaiming  peace,  agreed  with  Heaven  and  you  ? 

Cin.  Go  tell  them  we  expect  due  homage  paid, 
Of  every  senator  expect  acknowledgment, 
Mighty  rewards  and  offices  of  honour. 
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1  Ambas.  But  on  that  brow  there  still  appears  a 
cloud, 
That  never  rose  without  a  following  storm. 

Caius  Mar.  Alas  !  for  me  a  simple  banish'd  man, 
Driven  from  my  country  by  the  right  of  law. 
And  justly  punish'd  as  my  ills  deserv'd, 
Think  not  of  me  :  whate'er  are  his  resolves, 
I  shall  obey. 

Both  Ambas.  May  all  the  Gods  reward  you — 

\_Ej:eunt  Ambassadors  and  Attendants. 

Cin.  Now,  Marius. 

Caius  Mar.  Now,  my  Cinna. 

Cin.  Are  not  we 

True  born  of  Rome,  true  sons  of  such  a  mother? 
How  I  adore  thy  temper! 

Caius  Mar.  Those  two  knaves. 

Those  whining,  fawning,  humble,  pliant  villains, 
Would  cut  thy  throat  or  mine  for  half  a  drachma. 

Cin.  Let's  not  delay  a  moment. 

Caius  Mar.  Oh  !  let's  fly, 

Enter  this  cursed  city  ;  nay,  with  smiles  too. 
But  false  as  the  adulterate  promises 
Of  favourites  in  power,  when  poor  men  court  them. 

Cin.  They  always  hated  me,  because  a  soldier. 

Caius  Mar.  Base  natures  ever  grudge  at  things 
above  them. 
And  hate  a  power  they  are  too  much  oblig'd  to. 
When  fears  are  on  them,  then  their  kindest  wishes 
And  best  rewards  attend  the  gallant  warrior : 
But,  dangers  vanish'd,  infamous  neglect, 
111  usage  and  reproach  are  all  his  jjortion. 
Or  at  the  best  he's  wedded  to  hard  wants, 
Robb'd  of  that  little  hire  he  toil'd  and  bled  for. 

Sul.  I'd  rather  turn  a  bold  true-hearted  rogue. 
Live  upon  prey,  and  hang  for't  with  my  fellows  ; 
Than,  when  my  honour  and  my  country's  cause 
Call  me  to  dangers,  be  so  basely  branded. 
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Caius  Mar.  Ere  we  this  city  enter  then,   let's 
swear 
Not  to  destroy  one  honest  Roman  Hving. 

Sul.  Nor  one  chaste  matron. 

Cin.  Nor  a  faithful  friend. 

Nor  true-born  heir,  nor  senator  that's  wise. 

Caius  Mar.  But  knaves  and  villains,  whores,  and 
base-born  brats, 
And  th'  endless  swarms  of  fools  grown  up  in  years, 
Be  slaughter's  game,  till  we  dispeople  Rome. 

Cin.  Draw  out  our  guards,  and  let  the  trumpets 
sound. 

Caius  Mar.  Till  all  things  tell  them  Marius  is  at 
hand. 
O  Sylla,  if  at  Capua  thou  shalt  hear 
How  fortune  deals  with  me,  fall  on  thy  knees, 
And  make  the  Gods  thy  friends  to  keep  thee  from  me. 
Sulpitius,  as  along  the  streets  we  move 
With  solemn  pace  and  meditating  mischiefs, 
Whomc'er  I  smile  on  let  thy  sword  go  through. 
Oh  !  can  the  matrons'  and  the  virgins'  cries. 
The  screams  of  dying  infants,  and  the  groans 
Of  murder'd  men  be  music  to  appease  me  ? 
Sure  death's  not  far  from  such  a  desperate  cure. 
Be't  with  me  rather,  Gods,  as  storms  let  loose. 
That  rive  the  trunks  of  tallest  cedars  down. 
And  tear  from  tops  the  loaded  pregnant  vine. 
And  kill  the  tender  flowers  but  yet  half  blown. 
For,  having  no  more  fury  left  in  store. 
Heaven's  face  grows  clear,  the  storm  is  heard  no 

more. 
And  Nature  smiles  as  gaily  as  before.         \_E.veiint. 
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SCENE  n. 

Metellus's  House. 

Enter  Metellus. 

Metel.  A  peace  with  Marius  I    O  most  base  sub- 
mission ! 
That  over-nihng  fears  should  weigh  up  reason  ? 
Was  not  the  city  ours,  and  Sylla  too 
At  Capua,  almost  in  a  trumpet's  call  ? 
And  to  submit !  Could  I  but  once  have  fought  for't, 
I  might  have  met  this  Marius  in  arms, 
And  been  reveng'd  for  all  the  mischiefs  done  me. 
Nurse. 

Enter  Nurse. 

Nurse.  Here,  an't  shall  please  you. 
Metel.  Go,  wake  Lavinia.     Tell  her,  she  must 
hence 
For  Capua  this  morning  ;  for  the  truce 
Favours  her  journey,  and  secures  her  passage. 

[^Ejcit. 

Scene  draws  and  discovers  Lavinia  ofi  a  Couch. 

Nurse.  Wake  her,  poor  titmouse !  it  will  be  as 
peevish, 
I'll  warrant  you,  and  rub  its  nycs,  and  so  frown  now. 
Well :  Mistress  !  why,  Lavinia  !  fast,  I  warrant  her. 
Why,  lamb !  why,  lady !  fye,  you  slug-a-bcd. 
What,  not  a  word  ?  you  take  your  pennyworth  now. 
Sleep  for  a  week  ;  for  the  next  night  (my  word  for't) 
Sylla  takes  care  that  you  shall  rest  but  little. 
Gods  forgive  me — 

Marry  and  Amen.     How  sound  is  she  asleep? 
I  must  needs  wake  her.     Madam!  madam!  madam! 
Now  should  your  lover  find  you  in  this  posture. 
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He'd  fright  you  up  i'faith  !  What  ?  won't  it  do  ? 

Dress'd  too  ?  and  in  your  clotlies  ?  and  down  again? 

Nay,  I  must  wake  you,  Lady  !  lady  I  lady  ! 

Alas !  alas !  help,  help,  my  lady's  dead. 

Ah  !  well-a-day  that  ever  I  was  born  ! 

Some  aqua  vitce.     Hoa !  my  lord my  lady 

Enter  Metellus. 

Metel.  Lavinia  dead  ? 

Nurse.  Your  only  daughter  s  dead  : 

Dead  as  a  herring,  stock-fish,  or  door-nail. 

Metel.  Stiff,   cold,  and    pale.      Where  are  thy 
beauties  now  ? 
Thy  blushes  that  have  warm'd  so  many  hearts  ? 
All  hearts  that  ever  felt  her  conquering  beauty. 
Sigh  till  ye  break  ;  and  all  ye  eyes  that  languish'd 
In  my  Lavinia's  brightness,  weep  with  me. 
Till  grief  grow  general,  and  the  world's  in  tears. 

Nurse.  Oh  day  !  oh  day !  oh  day !  oh  hateful  day ! 
Never  was  seen  so  black  a  day  as  this. 
Oh  day !  oh  woeful  day !  oh  day,  like  night ! 

Metel.  No  more  :  thus  in  her  bridal  ornaments 
Dress'd  as  she  is  she  shall  be  borne  to  burial. 
In  the  sepulchre  where  our  forefathers  rest. 
Be't  done,  whilst  all  things  we  ordain'd  for  joy 
Turn  from  their  office,  and  assist  in  sadness.  \^Ejcit. 

Nurse.  It  shall  be  done,  and  done  and  over-done, 
as  we  are  undone.  And  I  will  sigh  and  cry  till  I 
am  swelled  as  big  as  a  pumkin.  Nay,  my  poor 
baby,  I'll  take  care  thou  shalt  not  die  for  nothmg ; 
for  I  will  wash  thee  with  my  tears,  perfume  thee 
with  my  sighs,  and  stick  a  flower  in  every  part  about 
thee.  \_Ej:it, 
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SCENE  HL 

The  Forum,  where  is  placed  the  Consul* s  Tribunal. 

Enter  two  Citizens. 

1  Cit,  Whither,  oh  whither  shall  we  fly  for  safety  ? 
Ah'eady  reeking  murder's  in  our  streets. 
Matrons  with  infants  in  their  arms  are  butcher'd. 
And  Rome  appears  one  noisome  house  of  slaughter. 

2  Cit.  Hear  us,  ye  Gods,  and  pity  our  calamities. 
Stop,  stop  the  fury  of  this  cruel  tyrant ; 

Or  send  your  thunder  forth  to  strike  us  dead. 
Ere  our  own  slaves  are  masters  of  our  throats. 

1  Cit.  Ruin  draws  near  us.  Oh  my  friend !  let's  fly 
To  the  altars  of  our  Gods,  and  by  the  hands 
Of  one  another  die,  as  Romans  ought.         \^E.veunf. 

Enter  Ancharius  the  Seiiator,  and  his  Grandson. 

Child.  Hide  me,  my  grandsire  ;  the  ugly  men 
are  coming 
That  kill'd  my  mother  and  my  sister  Thesbie. 
Will  they  kill  you  and  me  too  ? 

Aticha.  Oh  my  child ! 

I  cannot  hide  thee,  nor  know  not  what  to  do. 
Decrepid  age  benumbs  my  weary  limbs  : 
I  can't  resist,  nor  fly 

Child.  Then  here  we'll  sit ; 

Perhaps  they'll  not  come  yet ;  or  if  they  do, 
I'll  fall  upon  my  knees,  and  beg  your  life. 
I'm  a  very  little  harmless  boy ; 
And  when  I  cry,  and  talk,  and  hang  about  them. 
They'll  pity  sure  my  tears,  and  grant  me  all. 
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Enter  several  Old  Men  in  black,  with  cypress 
wreaths,  leading  Virgins  in  white  with  myrtle, 
who  kneel  before  the  Tribunal. 

Then  enter  Caius  Marius  as  Consul^  Lictors,  Sul- 
PiTius,  and  Guards. 

Cains  Mar.  I  thank  ye,  Gods,  ye  have  restor  d  rae 
now.  [^Mounts  the  Tribunal, 

What  pageantry  is  this,  Sulpitius,  here  ? 
Remove  these  slaves,  and  bear  thom  to  their  fates. 

1  Old  Man.  We  come  not  for  ourselves,  but  in 
the  name 
Of  Rome,  to  offer  up  our  lives  for  all. 
Pity  a  wretched  state,  thou  raging  god. 
And  let  loose  all  thy  dreadful  fury  here. 

Caius  Mar.  I  know  ye  all,  great  senators  ;  ye  are 
The  heads  and  patrons  of  rebellious  Rome. 
Ye  can  be  humble  when  affliction  galls  ye  : 
And  with  that  cheat  at  any  time  ye  think 
To  charm  a  generous  mind,  though  ye  have  wrong'dit. 
False  are  your  safeties  when  indulg  d  by  power : 
For  soon  ye  fatten  and  grow  able  traitors. 
False  are  your  fears,  and  your  afflictions  falser : 
For  they  cheat  you,  and  make  you  hope  for  mercy, 
Which  you  shall  never  gain  at  Marius'  hands. 
Who  trusts  your  penitence  is  more  than  fool. 
Rebellion  will  renew  ;  ye  can't  be  honest. 
You're  never  pleas'd  but  with  the  knaves  that  cheat  you. 
And  work  your  follies  to  their  private  ends. 
For  your  religion,  like  your  clothes  you  wear  it. 
To  change  and  turn  just  as  the  fashion  alters. 
And  think  you  by  this  solemn  piece  of  fooling 
To  hush  my  rage,  and  melt  me  into  pity  ? 
Advance,  Sulpitius  ;  old  Ancharius  there. 
Who  was  so  violent  for  my  destruction. 
That  his  beard  bristled  at  his  face  distorted ; 
Away  with  him.     Dispatch  these  triflers  too, 
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But  spare  the  virgins, 'cause  mineeyeshave  seen  them ; 
Or  keep  them  for  my  warriors  to  rejoice  in. 

Ancha.  Thou  who  wert  born  to  be  the  plague  of 

.'*  Rome, 

What  wouldst  thou  do  with  me  ? 

Cams  Mar.  Dispose  thee  hence 

Amongst  the  other  offal,  for  the  jaws 
Of  hungry  death,  till  Rome  be  purg'd  of  villains. 
Thou  diest  for  wronging  Marius. 

Child,  Oh,  my  lord! 

(For  you  must  be  a  lord,  you  are  so  angry) 
For  my  sake  spare  his  life.     I  have  no  friend 
But  him  to  guard  my  tender  years  from  wrongs. 
When  he  is  dead,  what  will  become  of  me, 
A  poor  and  helpless  orphan,  naked  left 
To  all  the  ills  of  the  wide  faithless  world  ? 

Caius  Mar.  Take  hence  this  brat  too  ;  mount  it 
on  a  spear, 
And  make  it  sprawl  to  make  the  grandsire  sport. 

Child.  O  cruel  man  !  I'll  hang  upon  your  knees. 
And  with  my  little  dying  hands  implore  you  : 
I  may  be  fit  to  do  you  some  small  pleasures. 
I'll  find  a  thousand  tender  ways  to  please  you : 
Smile  when  you  rage,  and  stroke  you  into  mildness  ; 
Play  with  your  manly  neck,  and  call  you  father : 
For  mine,  alas !  the  Gods  have  taken  from  me. 

Caius  Mar.  Young  crocodile !     Thus  from  their 
mother's  breasts 
Are  they  instructed,  bred,  and  taught  in  Rome. 
For  that  old  paralytic  slave,  dispatch  him  : 
Let  me  not  know  he  breathes  another  moment. 
But  spare  this,  'cause't  has  learn'd  its  lesson  well, 
And  I've  a  softness  in  my  heart  pleads  for  him. 

Enter  Messenger. 

Well  now. 

Mess.      Metcllus —  > 
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Caius  Mar.  Hah!  Metellus?  What? 

Mess,  Is  found. 

Caius  Mar.  Speak,  where  ? 

Mess.  In  ^"  old  suburb  cottage, 

Upbraiding  Heaven,  and  cursing  at  your  fortune. 

Caius  Mar,  Haste,  let  him  be  preserv'd  for  my 
own  fury. 
Clap,  clap  your  hands  for  joy,  ye  friends  of  Marius  ; 
Ten  thousand  talents  for  the  news  I'll  give  thee. 
The  core  and  bottom  of  my  torment's  found. 
And  in  a  moment  I  shall  be  at  ease. 
Rome's  walls  no  more  shall  be  besmear'd  with  blood, 
But  peace  and  gladness  flourish  in  her  streets. 
Let's  go.     Metellus  !  we  have  found  Metellus  ! 
Let  every  tongue  proclaim  aloud  Metellus  ; 
Till  I  have  dash'd  him  on  the  rock  of  fate. 
Then  be  his  name  forgot,  and  heard  no  more.  {^Eiit. 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Church-yard. 

Enter  Marius  ;Mwior. 
Mar.jun.  As  I  have  wander'd  musing  to  and  fro, 
Still  am  I  brought  to  this  unlucky  place. 
As  I  had  business  with  the  horrid  dead : 
Though  could  I  trust  to  flattery  of  sleep. 
My  dreams  presage  some  joyful  news  at  hand. 
My  bosom's  lord  sits  lightly  on  his  throne, 
And  all  this  day  an  unaccustom'd  spirit 
Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  cheerful  thoughts. 
I  dream'd  Lavinia  came  and  found  me  dead. 
And  breath'd  such  life  with  kisses  on  my  lips, 
That  I  reviv'd,  and  was  an  emperor. 

Enter  Catulus. 
Catu.  My  lord  already  here  ? 
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Ma7\jun.  My  trusty  Catulus, 

What  news  from  my  Lavinia  ?  speak,  and  bless  me. 

Catu.  She's  very  well. 

Mar.jun.  Then  nothing  can  be  ill. 

Something  thou  seem'st  to  know  that's  terrible. 
Out  with  it  boldly,  man ;  what  canst  thou  say 
Of  my  Lavinia  ? 

Catu.  But  one  sad  word,  she's  dead. 

Here  in  her  kindred's  vault  I've  seen  her  laid, 
And  have  been  searching  you  to  tell  the  news. 

Mar.  jun.    Dead  ?   is  it  so  ?    then  I  defy  you. 
stars ; 
Go,  hasten  quickly,  get  me  ink  and  paper. 
'Tis  done :  I'll  hence  to  night. 
Hast  thou  no  letters  to  me  from  the  priest  ? 

Catu.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Ma7\jun.  No  matter,  get  thee  gone 

\_Exit  Catulus. 
Lavinia  !  yet  I'll  lie  with  thee  to-night ; 
But  for  the  means.     O  mischief!  thou  art  swift 
To  catch  the  straggling  thoughts  of  desperate  men. 
I  do  remember  an  apothecary. 
That  dwelt  about  this  rendezvous  of  death  : 
Meagre  and  very  rueful  were  his  looks ; 
Sharp  misery  had  worn  him  to  the  bones ; 
And  in  his  needy  shop  a  tortoise  hung. 
An  alligator  stuft'd,  and  other  skins 
Of  ill-shap'd  fishes  ;  and  about  his  shelves 
A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes. 
Green  earthen-pots,  bladders,  and  musty  seeds. 
Remnants  of  packthread,  and  old  cakes  of  roses 
Were  thinly  scatter'd  to  make  up  a  show. 
Oh  for  a  poison  now ;  his  need  will  sell  it. 
Though  it  be  present  death  by  Roman  law. 
As  I  remember,  this  should  be  the  house. 
His  shop  is  shut;  with  beggars  all  arc  holidays.* 
Holla !  Apothecary ;  hoa ! 
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Enter  Apothecary. 

y4po.  Who's  there? 

Mar.jun.  Come  hither,  man,  I  see  thou  art  very 
poor; 
Thou  mayest  do  any  thing :   here's  fifty  drachmas, 
Get  me  a  draught  of  that  will  soonest  free 
A  wretch  from  all  his  cares  :  thou  understand'st  me. 

Apo.  Such  mortal  drugs  I  have,  but  Roman  law 
Speaks  death  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 

Mar.jun.  Art  thou  so  base  and  full  of  wretched- 
ness, 
Yet  fear'st  to  die  ?  Famine  is  in  thy  cheeks. 
Need  and  oppression  stareth  in  thy  eyes. 
Contempt  and  beggary  hang  on  thy  back  ; 
The  world  is  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  world's  law ; 
The  world  affords  no  law  to  make  thee  rich  : 
Then  be  not  poor,  but  break  it,  and  take  this. 

Apo,  My  poverty,  but  not  my  will  consents 

[Goes  in,  and  fetches  a  phial  of  poison. 
Take  this  and  drink  it  off,  the  work  is  done. 

Mar.jun.  There  is  thy  gold,  worse  poison  to 
men's  souls. 
Doing  more  murders  in  this  loathsome  world 
Than  these  poor  compounds  thou'rt  forbid  to  sell. 

I  sell  thee  poison,  thou  hast  sold  me  none. 

Farewell — buy  food — and  get  thyself  in  flesh. 
Now  for  the  monument  of  the  Metelli \_Ej:it, 

Scene  draxvs,  and  shozvs  the  Temple  and  Monument. 

Re-enter  Marius  junior. 

Mar.jun.  It  should  be  here :  the  door  is  open  too. 
Th'  insatiate  mouth  of  fate  gapes  wide  for  more. 

Enter  Priest,  and  Boy  with  a  Mattock  and  Iron 

Crow. 

Priest.  Give  me  the  mattock  and  the  wrenching 
iron  : 
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Now  take  this  letter,  with  what  haste  thou  canst       f 
Find  out  young  Marius,  and  deliver  it.   \_E.vit  Boy  .a 
Now  must  I  to  the  monument  alone. 
What  wretch  is  he  that's  entering  into  the  tomb  ? 
Some  villain  come  to  rob  and  spoil  the  dead. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  stop  thy  unhallow'd  purpose. 

Mai\  jun.  Whoe'er  thou  art,  I  warn  thee  to  be 
gone. 
And  do  not  interrupt  my  horrid  purpose.  •      ; 

For  else,  by  Heaven,  I'll  tear  thee  joint  by  joint, 
And  strew  this  hungry  church-yard  with  thy  limbs. 
My  mind,  and  its  intents  are  savage  wild  ^ 

More  fierce  and  more  inexorable  far 
Than  empty  tigers,  or  the  roaring  sea. 

Priest.  Then  as  a  sacrilegious  slave  I  charge  thee. 
Obey  and  go  with  me,  or  thou  must  die. 

Mar.  jun.  I  know  I  must,  and  therefore  I  came 
hither. 
Good  reverence,  do  not  tempt  a  desperate  man.  ^,^^ 
By  Heaven,  I  love  thee  better  than  myself; 
For  I  against  myself  come  hither  arm  d. 
Stay  not,  be  gone — Live,  and  hereafter  say, 
A  madman's  mercy  gave  thee  honest  counsel. 

Priest.  I  do  defy  thy  mercy  and  thy  counsel. 
And  here  will  seize  thee  as  a  thief  and  robber. 

Mar,  jun.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me?     Then  here, 
take  thy  wages.  \_Kills  him. 

Priest.  I'm  kill'd.     Oh  Marius !  now  too  late  I 
know  thee. 
Thou'st  slain  the  only  man  could  do  thee  good. 
Lavinia Oh! [Dies.   ^^ 

Mar.  jun.  Let  me  peruse  this  face. 

It  is  the  honest  priest  that  join'd  our  hands, 
In  a  disguise  conceal'd.     Give  «ic  thy  hand  ;  /. 

Since  in  ill  fate's  black  roll  with  me  thou'rt  writ, 
I'll  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  grave. 
Thou  detestable  maw,  thou  womb  of  death. 
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Gorg'd  with  the  dearest  morsel  of  the  earth. 

Thus  will  I  force  thy  rotten  jaws  to  open,  < 

And  spite  of  thee  yet  cram  thee  with  more  food. 

[^Pulls  down  the  side  of  the  tomb. 
Oh  gorgeous  palace  !  oh  my  love !  my  wife ! 
Death  has  had  yet  no  power  upon  thy  beauty  ; 
That  is  not  conquer'd.     Beauty's  ensign  yet 
Is  crimson  in  thy  lips  and  in  thy  cheeks  ; 
And  the  pale  flag  is  not  advanc'd  yet  there. 
Why  art  thou  still  so  fair  ?  Shall  I  believe 
That  the  lean  monster  Death  is  amorous. 
And  keeps  thee  here  in  darkness  for  his  paramour? 
For  fear  of  that,  I'll  stay  with  thee  for  ever. 
Come  bitter  conduct,  thou  unsavoury  guide  : 

Here's  to  my  love [^Drinks  the  poison. 

'^^  ■  ■  And  now  eyes  look  your  last. 

Arms  take  your  last  embrace,  whilst  on  these  lips 

I  fix  the  seal  of  an  eternal  contract 

She  breathes  and  stirs. [Lavinia  wakes. 

Laxs.  \jn  the  tomb.']    Where  am  I  ?    Bless  me. 
Heaven  ! 
Tis  very  cold  :  and  yet  here's  something  warm — 

Mar.jun.  She  lives,  and  we  shall  both  be  made 
immortal. 
Speak,  my  Lavinia,  speak  some  heavenly  news. 
And  tell  me  how  the  Gods  design  to  treat  us. 

Lav.  O  !  I  have  slept  a  long  ten  thousand  years. 
What  have  they  done  with  me  ?     I'll  not  be  used 

thus? 
I'll  not  wed  Sylla.     Marius  is  my  husband. 
Is  he  not,  sir  ?  Methinks  you  are  very  like  him. 
Be  good  as  he  is,  and  protect  me. 

Mar.jun.  Hah ! 

Wilt  thou  not  own  me  ;  am  I  then  but  like  him  .? 
Much,   much  indeed  I  am  chang'd  from   what   I 

was ; 
And  ne'er  shall  be  myself,  if  thou  art  lost. 

VOL.  IT.       ''■*'-"       ■         X 
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Lav.  The  Gods  have  heard  my  vows ;  it  is  my 
Marius. 
Once  more  they  have  restor'd  him  to  my  eyes. 
Hadst  thou  not  come,  sure  I  had  slept  for  ever. 
But  there's  a  sovereign  charm  in  thy  embraces. 
That  might  do  wonders,  and  revive  the  dead. 

Mar.jun.  Ill  fate  no  more,  Lavinia,  now  shall 
part  us, 
Nor  cruel  parents,  nor  oppressing  laws. 
Did  not  heaven's  powers  all  wonder  at  our  loves  ? 
And  when  thou  toldst  the  tale  of  thy  disasters. 
Was  there  not  sadness  and  a  gloom  amongst  them  ? 
I  know  there  was ;  and  they  in  pity  sent  thee. 
Thus  to  redeem  me  from  this  vale  of  torments. 
And  bear  me  with  thee  to  those  hills  of  joys. 
This  world's  gross  air  grows  burdensome  already, 
I'm  all  a  god  ;  such  heavenly  joys  transport  me, 
That  mortal  sense  grows  sick,  and  faints  with  tasting. 

[^Dies, 

Lav.  Oh  !  to  recount  my  happiness  to  thee,.  ,,^ 
To  open  all  the  treasure  of  my  soul. 
And  show  thee  how 'tis  fiU'd,  would  waste  more  time 
Than  so  impatient  love  as  mine  can  spare. 
He's  gone !  he's  dead  !  breathless  :  alas  !  my  Marius. 
A  phial  too  ;  here,  here  has  been  his  bane. 
O  churl !  drink  all  ?  not  leave  one  friendly  drop    ,^ 
For  poor  Lavinia  ?  Yet  I'll  drain  thy  lips.  ^ 

Perhaps  some  welcome  poison  may  hang  there. 
To  lielp  me  to  o'ertake  thee  on  thy  journey. 
Clammy  and  damp  as  earth.  Hah!  stains  of  blood? 
And  a  man  murder'd  ?  'Tis  th'  unhappy  Flamen.— «=f 
Who  fix  their  joys  on  any  thing  that's  mortal. 
Let  them  bdiold  my  portion,  and  despair.  ^ 

What  shall  I  do  ?  how  will  the  Gods  dispose  me? 
Oh  !  I  could  rend  these  walls  with  lamentation, ,,^j(^ 
Tear  up  the  dead  from  their  corrupted  graves,    g^'j" 
And  daub  the  face  of  earth  with  her  own  bowels. 
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Efiter  Caius  Marius,  and  Guards  driving  in  Me- 

TELLUS. 

Caius  Mar.  Pursue  the  slave  ;  let  not  his  Gods 

protect  him. 
Lav.  More  mischiefs !  hah !  my  father. 
Metel.  Oh  !  I  am  slain. 

[Falls  down  and  dies. 
Lav,  And  murder'd  too.     When  will  my  woes 
have  end  ? 
Come,  cruel  tyrant. 

Caius  Mar.  Sure  I  have  known  that  face. 

Lav.  And  canst  thou  think  of  any  one  good  turn 
That  I  have  done  thee,  and  not  kill  me  for't  ? 
Caius  Mar.  Art  thou  not  call'd  Lavinia  ? 
Lav,  Once  I  was. 

But  by  my  woes  may  now  be  better  known. 

Caius  Mar.  I  cannot  see  thy  face 

Lav.  You  must,  and  hear  me. 

By  this,  you  must :  nay,  I  will  hold  you  fast. 

\_Seizes  his  sword. 
Caius  Mar.  What  would st  thou  say  ?  where's  all 

my  rage  gone  now  ? 
Lav.  I  am  Lavinia,  born  of  noble  race. 
My  blooming  beauty  conquer'd  many  hearts. 
But  prov'd  the  greatest  torment  of  my  own  : 
Though  my  vows  prosper'd,  and  my  love  was  an- 
swered 
By  Marius,  the  noblest,  goodliest  youth 
That  man  e'er  envied  at,  or  virgin  sigh'd  for. 
He  was  the  son  of  an  unhappy  parent^ 
And  banish'd  with  him  when  our  joys  were  young ; 
Scarce  a  night  old. 

Caius  Mar.  I  do  remember  it  well. 

And  thou  art  she,  that  wonder  of  thy  kind, 
That  couldst  be  true  to  exifd  misery, 

X  2 
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And  to  and  fro  through  barren  deserts  range, 
To  find  th'  unhappy  wretch  thy  soul  was  fond  of. 

Lai)^  Do  you  remember  it  well  ? 

Caius  Mar.  In  every  point. 

Lav.    You  then  were  gentle,  took    me  in  your 
arms, 
Embrac'd  me,  bless'd  me,  us'd  me  like  a  father. 
And  sure  I  was  not  thankless  for  the  bounty. 

Caius  Mar.  No,  thou  wert,  next  the  Gods,  my 
only  comfort. 
When  I  lay  fainting  on  the  dry  parch'd  earth. 
Beneath  the  scorching  heat  of  burning  noon, 
Hungry  and  dry,  no  food  nor  friend  to  cheer  me : 
Then  thou,  as  by  the  Gods  some  angel  sent, 
Cam'st  by,  and  in  compassion  didst  relieve  me. 

Lav.  Did  I  all  this  ? 

Caius  Mar.       Thou  didst ;  thou  sav'dst  my  life. 
Else  I  had  sunk  beneath  the  weight  of  want. 
And  been  a  prey  to  my  remorseless  foes. 

Lav.  And  see  how  well  1  am  at  last  rewarded. 
All  could  not  balance  for  the  short-term'd  life 
Of  one  old  man  :  you  have  my  father  butcher'd,  - 
The  only  comfort  I  had  left  on  earth. 
The  Gods  have  taken  too  my  husband  from  me ; 
See  where  he  lies,  your  and  my  only  joy. 
This  sword,  yet  reeking  with  my  father's  gore. 
Plunge  it  into  my  breast :  plunge,  plunge  it  thus. 
And  now  let  rage,  distraction,  and  despair 
Seize  all  mankind,  till  they  grow  mad  as  I  am. 

[Stabs  herself  uitli  his  szvord. 

Caius  Mar.  Nay,  now  thou  hast  outdone  me  much 
in  cruelty. 
Be  nature's  light  extinguish'd  ;  let  the  sun 
Withdraw  his  beams,  and  put  the  world  in  dark- 
ness. 
Whilst  here  I  howl  away  my  life  in  sorrows. 
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Oh !  let  me  bury  me  and  all  my  sins 

Here  with  this  good  old  man.     Thus  let  me  kiss 

Thy  pale  sunk  cheeks,  embalm  thee  with  my  tears. 

My  son,  how  camest  thou  by  this  wretched  end  ? 

We  might  have  all  been  friends,  and  in  one  house 

Enjoy'd  the  blessings  of  eternal  peace. 

But  oh  !  my  cruel  nature  has  undone  me. 

Ejiter  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  I  bring  you  most  disastrous  news. 
Sylla's  return'd  ;  his  army's  on  their  march 
From  Capua,  and  to-morrow  will  reach  Rome. 
At  which  the  rabble  are  in  new  rebellion. 
And  your  Sulpitius  mortally  is  wounded. 

Enter  Sulpitius,  led  by  txvo  of  the  Guards,  and 

Granius. 

Cams  Mar.  Oh !    then  I'm  ruin'd.      From  this 
very  moment, 
Has  my  good  genius  left  me :  hope  forsakes  me. 
The  name  of  Sylla's  baneful  to  my  fortune. 
Be  warn'd  by  me,  ye  great  ones,  how  ye  embroil 
Your  country's  peace, and  dip  your  hands  in  slaughter. 
Ambition  is  a  lust  that's  never  quench'd. 
Grows  more  inflam'd  and  madder  by  enjoyment. 
Bear  me  away,  and  lay  me  on  my  bed, 
A  hopeless  vessel  bound  for  the  dark  land 
Of  loathsome  death,  and  loaded  deep  with  sorrows. 

\He  is  led  off, 

Sid.  A  curse  on  all  repentance !  how  I  hate  it ! 
I'd  rather  hear  a  dog  howl  than  a  man  whine. 

Gra.    You're   wounded,    sir ;     I    hope   it  is  not 
J  much. 

!^f(l.  No  ;  'tis  not  so  deep  as  a  well,  nor  so  wide 
as  a  church-door ;  but 'tis  deep  enough  ;  'twill  serve  ; 
I  am  pepper'd,  I  warrant,  I  warrant  foi-  this  world. 
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A  pox  on  all  madmen  hereafter.     If  I  get  a  monu- 
ment, let  this  be  my  epitaph  : 

Sulpitius  lies  here,  that  troublesome  slave, 
That  sent  many  honester  men  to  the  grave  ; 
And  died  like  a  fool,  when  he'd  lix'd  like  a  knave. 

[Exeunt  Omnes. 


I 


EPILOGUE. 


A  MISCHIEF  onU  /  though  Fm  again  alive. 
May  I  believe  this  play  of  ours  shall  thrive? 
This  drumming,  trumpeting,  and  fighting  play ! 
JVhy,  rrhat  a  devil  will  the  people  say  ? 
The  natio7i  thafs  zvithout,  and  hears  the  din, 
I  Fill  swear  xvere  raising  volunteers  again. 
For  hiow,  our  poet,  when  this  play  was  made. 
Had  nought  but  drums  and  trumpets  in  his  head. 
Hed  banisKd  poetry  and  all  her  charms. 
And  needs  the  fool  would  be  a  man  at  arms. 
No  'prentice  e'er  grozvn  weary  of  indentures 
Had  such  a  longitig  mind  to  seek  adventures. 
Nay,  sure  at  last  th'  infection  general  greiv  ; 
For  f  other  day  I  xvas  a  captain  too  : 
Neither  for  Flanders  nor  for  France  to  roam. 
But,  just  as  you  ivere  all,  to  stay  at  home. 
And  nozv  for  you  zvho  here  come  zcrapfd  in  cloaks. 
Only  for  love  of  Underhill  and  nurse  Noakes; 
Our  poet  says,  one  day  to  a  play  ye  come, 
IVhich  serves  ye  half  a  year  for  zvit  at  home. 
But  zvhich  amongst  you  is  there  to  be  found, 
JVill  take  his  third  day  *  pazvn  forjifty  pound? 
Or,  nozi-  he  is  cashiered,  zvill fairly  venture 
To  give  him  ready  money  for  his  debenture? 
Therejbrc,  ivhen  he  receivd  that  fatal  doom. 
This  play  came  forth,  in  hopes  his  friends  zcould 

come 
To  help  a  poor  disbanded  soldier  home. 


VENICE    PRESERVED; 


OR, 


A  PLOT  DISCOVERED. 


A  TRAGEDY. 


TO  HER  GRACE  THE 

DUCHESS  OF  PORTSMOUTH. 


Madam, 

VV  ERE  it  possible  for  me  to  let  the  world  know 
how  entirely  your  Grace's  goodness  has  devoted  a 
poor  man  to  your  service  ;  were  there  words  enough 
in  speech  to  express  the  mighty  sense  I  have  of 
your  great  bounty  towards  me ;  surely  I  should 
write  and  talk  of  it  for  ever :  but  your  Grace  has 
given  me  so  large  a  theme,  and  laid  so  vast  a  foun- 
dation, that  imagination  wants  stock  to  build  upon 
it.  I  am  as  one  dumb  when  I  would  speak  of  it ; 
and  when  I  strive  to  write,  I  want  a  scale  of  thought 
sufficient  to  comprehend  the  height  of  it.  Forgive 
me  then,  madam,  if,  as  a  poor  peasant  once  made 
a  present  of  an  apple  to  an  emperor,  I  bring  this 
small  tribute,  the  humble  growth  of  my  little  gar- 
den, and  lay  it  at  your  feet.  Believe  it  is  paid  you 
with  the  utmost  gratitude :  believe,  that  so  long  as 
I  have  thought  to  remember  how  very  much  I  owe 
your  generous  nature,  I  will  ever  have  a  heart  that 
shall  be  grateful  for  it  too :  your  Grace,  next 
Heaven,  deserves  it  amply  from  me ;  that  gave  me 
life,  but  on  a  hard  condition,  'till  your  extended 
favour  taught  me  to  prize   the  gift,  and  took  the 
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heavy  burden  it  was  clogged  with  from  me ;  I 
mean,  hard  fortune.  When  I  had  enemies,  that 
with  mahcious  power  kept  back,  and  shaded  me 
from  those  royal  beams,  whose  warmth  is  all  I 
have,  or  hope  to  live  by ;  your  noble  pity  and  com- 
passion found  me,  where  I  was  far  cast  backward 
from  my  blessing ;  down  in  the  rear  of  fortune ; 
called  me  up,  placed  me  in  the  shine,  and  I  have 
felt  its  comfort.  You  have  in  that  restored  me  to 
my  native  right ;  for  a  steady  faith,  and  loyalty  to 
my  prince,  was  all  the  inheritance  my  father  left 
me :  and  however  hardly  my  ill  fortune  deal  with 
me,  it  is  what  I  prize  so  well,  that  I  never  pawned 
it  yet,  and  hope  I  never  shall  part  with  it.  Nature 
and  fortune  were  certainly  in  league  when  you  were 
born :  and  as  the  first  took  care  to  give  you  beauty 
enough  to  enslave  the  hearts  of  all  the  world,  so 
the  other  resolved  to  do  its  merit  justice,  that  none 
but  a  monarch,  fit  to  rule  that  world,  should  e'er 
possess  it ;  and  in  it  he  had  an  empire.  The  young 
prince  you  have  given  him,  by  his  blooming  virtues, 
early  declares  the  mighty  stock  he  came  from  ;  and 
as  you  have  taken  all  the  pious  care  of  a  dear 
mother  and  a  prudent  guardian,  to  give  him  a  noble 
and  generous  education  ;  may  it  succeed  according 
to  his  merits  and  your  wishes  :  may  he  grow  up  to 
be  a  bulwark  to  his  illustrious  father,  and  a  patron 
to  his  loyal  subjects ;  with  wisdom  and  learning  to 
assist  him,  whenever  called  to  his  councils ;  to  de- 
fend his  right  against  the  encroachments  of  repub- 
licans in  his  senates :  to  cherish  such   men  as  shall 
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be  able  to  vindicate  the  royal  cause ;  that  good  and 
fit  servants  to  the  crown  may  never  be  lost  for  want 
of  a  protector.  May  he  have  courage  and  conduct, 
fit  to  fight  his  battles  abroad,  and  terrify  his  rebels 
at  home ;  and  that  all  these  may  be  yet  more 
sure,  during  the  spring  time  of  his  years,  when 
those  growing  virtues  ought  with  care  to  be  cherished 
in  order  to  their  ripening,  may  he  never  meet  with 
vicious  natures,  or  the  tongues  of  faithless,  sordid, 
insipid  flatterers,  to  blast  them.  To  conclude  ;  may 
he  be  as  great  as  the  hand  of  fortune,  with  his 
honour,  shall  be  able  to  make  him  :  and  may  your 
Orace^  who  are  so  good  a  mistress,  and  so  noble  a 
patroness,  never  meet  with  a  less  grateful  servant, 
than. 

Madam, 

Your  Grace's  entirely 

devoted  creature, 
THO.  OTWAY. 


PROLOGUE. 


IN  these  distracted  times,  when  each  man  dreads 
The  bloody  stratagems  of  busy  heads; 
When  we  have  fear  d  three  years  we  know  not  xvhat, 
''Till  witnesses  begin  to  die  of  the  rot. 
What  made  our  poet  meddle  xvith  a  plot  f 
Wast  that  he  fancied  for  the  very  sake 
And  name  of  plot,  his  trifling  play  might  take? 
For  there  s  not  int  one  inch-board  evidence. 
But  'tis,  he  says,  to  reason  plain  and  sense, 
And  that  he  thinks  a  plausible  defence. 
Were  truth  by  sense  and  reason  to  be  tried; 
Sure  all  our  swearers  might  be  laid  aside. 
No,  of  such  tools  our  author  has  no  need. 
To  make  his  plot,  or  inake  his  play  succeed: 
He,  of  black  bills  has  no  prodigious  tales. 
Or  Spanish  pilgrims  cast  ashore  in  Wales; 
Here's  not  one  murder  d  magistrate  at  least: 
Kept  rank  like  vtnson  for  a  city  feast : 
Grown  four  days  stiff,  the  better  to  prepare 
And  fit  his  pliant  limbs  to  ride  in  chair: 
Yet  heres  an  army  raisd  though  under  ground. 
But  no  man  seen,  nor  one  commission  found: 
Here  is  a  traitor  too,  that's  very  old. 
Turbulent,  subtle,  mischievous,  and  bold. 
Bloody,  revengeful,  and,  to  croivn  his  part. 
Loves  fumbling  xcitli  a  xvench  xvith  all  his  heart ; 
'Till  after  having  many  changes  past. 
In  spite  of  age,  thanks  t' Heaven,  is  hang'd  at  last. 
Ne.vt  is  a  senator  that  keeps  a  whore; 
In  Venice  none  a  higher  office  bore ; 
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To  lexcdness  every  night  the  lefcker  ran: 
Show  me  all  London  such  a?iother  man. 
Match  him  at  Mother  Cr^eszoold's  ij  you  can, 

Poland,  Poland!  had  it  been  thy  lot, 
T'have  heard  in  time  of  this  Venetian  plot; 
Thou  surely  chosen  hadst  one  king  from  thence. 
And  honour  d  them  as  thou  hast  England  since. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


MEN. 

Duke  of  Venice. 

Priulij  Father  to  Belmdera,  a  Senator, 

Antonio,  a  fine  Speaker  in  the  Senate, 

Bedamar,  the  Spanish  Ambassador.' 

Jaffeir, 

Pierre, 

Renault, 

Spinosa, 

Theodore, 

Eliot, 

Revillido, 

Durand, 

Mazzana, 

B  ram  veil, 

Ternon, 

Brabe, 

The  Council  of  Ten. 

Officer,  Guard,  Friar,  Executioner  and  Rabble. 


►  Conspirators. 


WOMEN. 


Belvidera. 

Aquilina. 

Two  Women,  Jttetidatits  on  Belvidera. 

Two  Women,  Servants  to  Aquilina. 


re 


VENICE    PRESERVED; 


OR, 


A  PLOT  DISCOVERED. 


ACT  I. 
SCENE   I. 

Enter  Priuli  and  Jaffeir. 

Pri.  No  more !  I'll  hear  no  more ;  be  gone  and 
leave  me. 

Jqf.  Not  hear  me!  by  my  sufferings,  but  you 
shall ! 
My  lord,  my  lord,  I'm  not  that  abject  wretch 
You    think    me :    patience !    where's    the   distance 

throws 
Me  back  so  far,  but  I  may  boldly  speak 
In  right,  though  proud  oppression  will  not  hear  me ! 

Pri.  Have  you  not  wrong'd  me  ? 

Jaf.  Could  my  nature  e'er 

Have  brook'd  injustice,  or  the  doing  wrongs, 
I  need  not  now  thus  low  have  bent  myself. 
To  gain  a  hearing  from  a  cruel  father ! 
Wrong'd  you  ? 

Pri.  Yes !  wrong'd  me  in  the  nicest  point ; 

The  honour  of  my  house ;  you've  done  me  wrong : 

VOL.  II.  Y 
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You  may  remember  (for  I  now  will  speak, 

And  urge  its  baseness)  when  you  first  came  home 

From  travel,  with  such  hopes  as  made  you  look'd  on 

By  all  men's  eyes  a  youth  of  expectation  ; 

Pleas'd  with  your  growing  virtue,  I  receiv'd  you,    "■ 

Courted,  and  sought  to  raise  you  to  your  merits  : 

My  house,  my  table,  nay,  my  fortune,  too. 

My  very  self,  was  yours ;  you  might  have  us'd  me 

To  your  best  service  ;  like  an  open  friend, 

I  treated,  trusted  you,  and  thought  you  mine ; 

When,  in  requital  of  my  best  endeavours. 

You  treacherously  practis'd  to  undo  me, 

Seduc'd  the  weakness  of  my  age's  darling, 

y"\    My  only  child,  and  stole  her  from  my  bosom  : 
i  Oh,  Belvidera! 

Jaf.  'Tis  to  me  you  owe  her  ; 

Childless  you  had  been  else,  and  in  the  grave  ; 
Your  name  extinct,  no  more  Priuli  heard  of. 
You  may  remember,  scarce  five  years  are  past, 
Since,  in  your  brigantine,  you  sail'd  to  see 
The  Adriatic  wedded  by  our  duke. 
And  I  was  with  you :  your  unskilful  pilot 
Dash'd  us  upon  a  rock ;  when  to  your  boat 
You  made  for  safety  ;  enter'd  first  yourself : 
Th'  affrighted  Belvidera  following  next, 

^ji^    As  she  stood  trembling  on  the  vessel's  side, 
Was  by  a  wave  wash'd  off  into  the  deep ; 
When  instantly  I  plung'd  into  the  sea. 
And  buffeting  the  billows  to  her  rescue, 
Redeem'd  her  life  with  half  the  loss  of  mine. 
Like  a  rich  conquest,  in  one  hand  I  bore  her. 
And  with  the  other  dash'd  the  saucy  waves, 
Tiiat  throng'd  and  prcss'd  to  rob  me  of  my  prize  :  ]f 
I  brought  her,  gave  her  to  your  despairing  arms  : 
Indeed,  you  thank'd  me  ;  but  a  nobler  gratitude 
Rose  in  her  soul ;  for  from  that  hour  she  lov'd  me. 
Till  for  her  life  she  paid  me  with  herself.  {fi 
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Pri.  You  stole   her  from  me;   like  a  thief,  you 
stole  her 
At  dead  of  night  ;  that  cursed  hour  you  chose 
To  rifle  me  of  all  my  heart  held  dear. 
May  all  your  joys  in  her  prove  false  like  mine  ; 
A  sterile  fortune,  and  a  barren  bed. 
Attend  you  both  ;  continual  discord  make 
Your  days  and  nights  bitter  and  grievous  :  still 
May  the  hard  hand  of  a  vexatious  need 
Oppress  and  grind  you  ;  till  at  last  you  find 
The  curse  of  disobedience  all  your  portion. 

Jaf.  Half  of  your  curse  you   have  bestow'd  in 
vain  : 
Heaven  has  already  crown'd  our  faithful  loves 
With  a  young  boy,  sweet  as  his  mother's  beauty: 
May  he  live  to  prove  more  gentle  than  his  grand- 
sire. 
And  happier  than  his  father ! 

Pri.  Rather  live 

To  bate  thee  for  his  bread,  and  din  your  ears 
With  hungry  cries  :  whilst  his  unhappy  mother 
Sits  down  and  weeps  in  bitterness  of  want. 

Jaf.  You  talk  as  if 'twould  please  you. 

Pri.  'Twould,  by  Heaven  ! 

Once  she  was  dear,  indeed;  the  drops  that  fell 
From  my  sad  heart,  when  she  forgot  her  duty. 
The  fountain  of  my  life  was  not  so  precious : 
But  she  is  gone,  and  if  I  am  a  man 
I  will  forget  her. 

Jaf.  Would  I  were  in  my  grave. 

Pri»  And  she  too  with  thee ; 
For  living  here,  you're  but  my  curs'd  remembrancers 
I  once  was  happy. 

Jaf  You  use  me  thus,   because  you  know  my 
soul 
Is  fond  of  Belvidera :  you  perceive 
My  life  feeds  on  her,  therefore  thus  you  treat  me ! 

Y  2 


324         VENICE  PRESERVED  ;  OR,     [act  i. 

Oh  !  could  my  soul  have  ever  known  satiety ; 
Were  I  that  thief,  the  doer  of  such  wrongs  i 

As  you  upbraid  me  with,  what  hinders  me  *! 

But  I  might  send  her  back  to  you  with  contumely, 
And  court  my  fortune  where  she  would  be  kinder ! 

P77'.  You  dare  not  do't. 

JaJ\  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  dare  not. 

My  heart,  that  awes  me,  is  too  much  my  master : 
Three   years   are   past   since   first   our   vows   were 

plighted, 
During  which  time  the  world  must  bear  me  witness, 
I've  treated  Belvidera  like  your  daughter. 
The  daughter  of  a  senator  of  Venice  ; 
Distinction,  place,  attendance,  and  observance. 
Due  to  her  birth,  she  always  has  commanded  ; 
Out  of  my  little  fortune  I've  done  this  ; 
Because  (though  hopeless  e'er  to  win  your  nature) 
The  world  might  see,  I  lov'd  her  for  herself, 

Not  as  the  heiress  of  the  great  Priuli. 

C     Pri.  No  more! 

Jaf.  Yes  I  all,  and  then  adieu  for  ever. 

There's  not  a  wretch  that  lives  on  common  charity 
But's  happier  than  me  :  For  I  have  known 
The  luscious  sweets  of  plenty;  every  night 
Have  slept  with  soft  content  about  my  head. 
And  never  wak'd  but  to  a  joyful  morning  ; 
Yet  now  must  fall  like  a  full  ear  of  corn, 
Whose  blossom  'scap'd,  yet's  wither'd  in  the  ripening. 

Pri.  Home,  and  be  humble,  study  to  retrench ; 
Discharge  the  lazy  vermin  of  thy  hall. 
Those  pageants  of  thy  folly  ; 
Reduce  the  glittering  trappings  of  thy  wife 
To  humble  weeds,  fit  for  thy  little  state ; 
Then  to  some  suburb  cottage  both  retire  ; 
Drudge,   to  feed    loathsome   life ;    get   brats,    and 
starve — «  ;  ; 

Home,  home,  I  say —  \_Ejcit. 


^mSm. 
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Jaf.  Yes,  if  my  heart  would  let  me — 

This  proud,  this  swelling  heart :  home  I  would  go. 
But  that  my  doors  are  hateful  to  mine  eyes, 
Fill'd  and  damm'd  up  with  gaping  creditors. 
Watchful  as  fowlers  when  their  game  will  spring : 
Fve  not  now  fifty  ducats  in  the  world. 
Yet  still  I  am  in  love,  and  plcas'd  with  ruin. 

Oh,  Belvidera  !  Oh  !  she  is  my  wife 

And  we  will  bear  our  wayward  fate  together. 
But  ne'er  know  comfort  more. 

Enter  Pierre. 

Pierre.  My  friend,  good-morrow  ! 

How  fares  the  honest  partner  of  my  heart  ? 
What,  melancholy  ?  not  a  word  to  spare  me  ? 

Jaf.    I'm    thinking,    Pierre,    how   that  damn'd 
starving  quality, 
Call'd  honesty,  got  footing  in  the  world. 

Pierre.  Why,  powerful  villany  first  set  it  up, 
For  its  own  ease  and  safety  :  honest  men 
Arc  the  soft  easy  cushions  on  which  knaves 
Repose  and  fatten:  were  all  mankind  villains. 
They'd  starve  each  other ;  lawyers  would  want  prac- 
tice, 
Cut-throats  rewards  :  each  man  would  kill  his  bro- 
ther 
Himself;  none  would  be  paid  or  hang'd  for  murder ; 
Honesty  :  'twas  a  cheat,  invented  first 
To  bind  the  hands  of  bold  deserving  rogues. 
That  fools  and  cowards  might  sit  safe  in  power. 
And  lord  it,  uncontroll'd,  above  their  betters. 

Jaf,  Then  honesty  is  but  a  notion  ? 

Pierre.  ■       Nothing  else: 

Like  wit,  much  talk'd  of,  but  not  to  be  definM  : 
He  that  pretends  to  most,  too,  has  least  share  in't :      _) 
'Tis  a  ragged  virtue  :  Honesty  !  no  more  on't. 

JaJ.  JSure  thou  art  honest  ? 
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Pierre*  So,  indeed,  men  think  me. 

But  they're  mistaken,  Jaffier:  I'm  a  rogue. 
As  well  as  they ; 

A  fine,  gay,  bold-fac'd  villain,  as  thou  seest  me  : 
'Tis  true,  I  pay  my  debts  when  they're  contracted  ; 
I  steal  from  no  man  ;  would  not  cut  a  throat 
To  gain  admission  to  a  great  man's  purse. 
Or  a  whore's  bed  ;  Fd  not  betray  my  friend. 
To  get  his  place  or  fortune  :  I  scorn  to  flatter 
A  blown-up  fool  above  me,  or  crush  the  wretch  be- 
neath me : 
Yet,  Jaffeir,  for  all  this,  I  am  a  villain^ 

Jaf.  A  villain ! 

Pierre.  Yes,  a  most  notorious  villain  : 

To  see  the  sufferings  of  my  fellow-creatures. 
And  own  myself  a  man  :  to  see  our  senators 
Cheat  the  deluded  people  with  a  shew""  " 
Of  liberty,  which  yet  they  ne'er  must  taste  of ; 
They  say,  by  them  our  hands  are  free  from  fetters. 
Yet  whom  they  please  they  lay  in  basest  bonds ; 
Bring  whom  they  please  to  infamy  and  sorrow  ; 
Drive   us,    like   wrecks,    down   the   rough   tide    of 

power. 
Whilst  no  hold's  left  to  save  us  from  destruction  ; 
All  that  bear  this  are  villains,  and  I  one. 
Not  to  rouse  up  at  the  great  call  of  nature, 
And  check  the  growth  of  these  domestic  spoilers, 
That  make  us  slaves,  and  tell  us  'tis  our  charter. 

Jaf.  Oh,  Aquilina !     Friend,  to  lose  such  beauty. 
The  dearest  purchase  of  thy  noble  labours  ; 
She  was  thy  right  by  conquest,  as  by  love. 

Pierre.  Oh,  Jafteir!  I'd  so  fix'd  my  heart  upon 
her, 
That  wheresoe'er  I  fram'd  a  scheme  of  life 
For  time  to  come,  she  was  my  only  joy, 
With  which  I  wish'd  to  sweeten  future  cares ; 
1  fancied  pleasures,  none  but  one  that  loves 
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And  doats  as  I  did,  can  imagine  like  them : 
When  in  the  extremity  of  all  these  hopes. 
In  the  most  charming  hour  of  expectation. 
Then  when  our  eager  wishes  soar  the  highest, 
Ready  to  stoop  and  grasp  the  lovely  game, 
A  haggard  owl,  a  worthless  kite  of  prey. 
With   his    foul    wings    sail'd   in,   and    spoil'd    my 
quarry. 

Jaf.  I  know  the  wretch,  and  scorn  him  as  thou 
hat'st  him. 

Pierre.  Curse  on   the   common  good  that's   so 
protected, 
Where  every  slave  that  heaps  up  wealth  enough 
To  do  much  wrong,  becomes  a  lord  of  right : 
I,  wlio  believ'd  no  ill  could  e'er  come  near  me. 
Found  in  th'  embraces  of  my  Aquilina 
A  wretched  old,  but  itching  senator  ; 
A  wealthy  fool,  that  had  bought  out  my  title ; 
A  rogue,  that  uses  beauty  like  a  lamb-skin, 
Barely  to  keep  him  warm  ;  that  filthy  cuckoo 
Was,  in  my  absence,  crept  into  my  nest, 
And  spoiling  all  my  brood  of  noble  pleasure. 

Jaf.  Didst  thou  not  chase  him  hence  ? 

Pierre.  I  did,  and  drove 

The  rank  old  bearded  Hirco  stinking  home : 
The  matter  was  complain'd  of  in  the  senate, 
I  summon'd  to  appear,  and  censur'd  basely. 

For  violating  something  they  call  privilege 

This  was  the  recompence  of  my  service. 

Would  I'd  been  rather  beaten  by  a  coward : 

A  soldier's  mistresSj  Jaffeir^  is.. liis^ religion^        "^-"^ 

WTien  that's  profan'd,  all  other  ties  are  broken : 

That  e'en  dissolves  all  former  bonds  of  service. 

And  from  that  hour  I  think  myself  as  free 

To  be  the  foe  as  e'er  the  friend  of  Venice 

Nay,  dear  revenge,  whene'er  thou  call'st,  I'm  ready. 

Jaf,  I  think  no  safety  can  be  here  for  virtue. 
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And  grieve,  my  friend,  as  much  as  thou,  to  Hve- 
In  such  a  wretched  state  as  this  of  Venice, 
y    Where  all  agree  to  spoil  the  pubHc  good, 
^      And  villains  fatten  with  the  brave  man's  labours. 

Pie7Te.  We've  neither  safety,  unity,  nor  peace, 
For  the  foundation's  lost  of  common  good  ; 
Justice  is  lame  as  well  as  blind  amongst  us ; 
The  laws  (corrupted  to  their  ends  that  make  them) 
Serve  but  for  instruments  of  some  new  tyranny, 
That  every  day  starts  up  t'enslave  us  deeper  : 
Now  could  this  glorious  cause  but  find  out  friends 
To  do  it  right !  oh,  Jaffeir !  then  might'st  thou 
Not  wear  these  seals  of  woe  upon  thy  face  : 
The  proud  Priuli  should  be  taught  humanity. 
And  learn  to  value  such  a  son  as  thou  art. 
I  dare  not  speak  ;  but  my  heart  bleeds  this  moment. 

Jqf.  Curs'd  be  the  cause,  though  I,  thy  friend, 
be  part  on't. 
Let  me  partake  the  troubles  of  thy  bosom, 
For  I  am  us'd  to  misery,  and  perhaps 
May  find  a  way  to  swecten't  to  thy  spirit. 

Pierre.  Too  soon  'twill  reach  thy  knowledge -^ 

Jaf.  Then  from  thee 

Let  it  proceed.  There's  virtue  in  thy  friendship 
Would  make  the  saddest  tale  of  sorrow  })leasing, 
Strengthen  my  constancy,  and  welcome  ruin. 

Pierre.  Then  thou  art  ruin'd  ! 

Jaf.  That  I  long  since  knew  ; 

I  and  ill- fortune  have  been  long  acquainted. 

Pierre.  I  pass'd  this  very  moment  by  thy  doors. 
And  found  them  guarded  by  a  troop  of  villains  ; 
The  sons  of  public  rapine  were  destroying: 
They  told  me,  by  the  sentence  of  the  law, 
They  had  commission  to  seize  all  thy  fortune : 
Nay,  more ;  Priuli's  cruel  hand  hath  sign'd  it. 
Here  stood  a  ruffian  with  a  horrid  face. 
Lording  it  o'er  a  pile  of  massy  plate. 
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Tumbled  into  a  heap  for  public  sale: 

There  was  another  making  villanous  jests 

At  thy  undoing  ;  he  had  ta'en  possession 

Of  all  thy  ancient  most  domestic  ornaments, 

Rich  hangings,  intcrmix'd  and  wrought  with  gold  ; 

The  very  bed,  which  on  thy  wedding-night 

Receiv'd  thee  to  the  arms  of  Belvidcra ; 

The  scene  of  all  thy  joys,  was  violated 

By  the  coarse  hands  of  filthy  dungeon  villains. 

And  thrown  amongst  the  common  lumber. 

Jaf.  Now,  thank  Heaven 

Pierre.  Thank  Heaven  !  for  what  ? 

Jaf.  That  I'm  not  worth  a  ducat. 

Pierre.  Curse  thy  dull  stars,  and  the  worse  fate 

of  Venice, 
W^here  brothers,  friends,  and  fathers,  all  are  false  ; 
Where  there's  no  trust,  no  truth  ;  where  innocence 
Stoops  under  vile  oppression,  and  vice  lords  it ; 
Hadst  thou  but  seen,  as  I  did,  how  at  last 
Thy  beauteous  Belvidera,  like  a  wretch  \    - 

That's  doom'd  to  banishment,  came  weeping  forth. 
Shining  through  tears,  like  April-suns  in  showers. 
That  labour  to  o'ercome  the  cloud  that  loads  them  ; 
W^hilst   two   young   virgins,    on    whose   arms   she 

lean'd. 
Kindly  look'd  up,  and  at  her  grief  grew  sad. 
As  if  they  catch'd  the  sorrows  that  fell  from  her: 
E'en  the  lewd  rabble  that  were  gather'd  round 
To  see   the  sight,  stood   mute  when   they  beheld 

her; 
Govern'd  their  roaring  throats,  and  grumbled  pity : 
I  could  have  hugg'd  the  greasy  rogues  ;  they  pleas'd 

me. 
Jaf.  I  thank  thee  for  this  story,  from  my  soul, 
Since  now  I  know  the  worst  that  can  befall  me: 
Ah,  Pierre  !  I  have  a  heart  that  could  have  borne 
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The  roughest  wrong  my  fortune  could  ha  vie  done 

me ; 
But  when  I  think  what  Belvidera  feels. 
The  bitterness  her  tender  spirit  tastes  of,  ) 

I  own  myself  a  coward  :  bear  my  weakness. 
If  throwing  thus  my  arms  about  thy  neck, 
I  play  the  boy,  and  blubber  in  thy  bosom. 
Oh  I  I  shall  drown  thee  with  my  sorrows ! 

Pierre.  Burn! 

First  burn,  and  level  Venice  to  thy  ruin. 
What,  starve  like  beggar's  brats  in  frosty  weather, 
Under  a  hedge,  and  whine  ourselves  to  death ! 
Thou,  or  thy  cause,  shall  never  want  assistance. 
Whilst  I  have  blood  or  fortune  fit  to  serve  thee ; 
_£!ommand  my  heart ;  thou'rt  every  way  its  master. 

Jaf.  No,  there's  a  secret  pride  in  bravely  dying. 

Pierre.  Rats  die  in  holes  and  corners,  dogs  run 
mad  ; 

Man  knows  a  braver  remedy  for  sorrow. 
Revenge !  the  attribute  of  Gods  ;  they  stamp'd  it 
With  their  great  image  on  our  natures  :  die ! 
Consider  well  the  cause  that  calls  upon  thee ; 
And,  if  thou'rt  base  enough,  die  then  :  remember 
Thy  Belvidera  suffers  :  Belvidera ! 
Die — damn  first — what,  be  decently  interr'd 
In  a  church-yard,  and  mingle  thy  brave  dust         <1 
With  stinking  rogues  that  rot  in  winding-sheets. 
Surfeit-slain  fools,  the  common  dung  o'the  soil. 

Jaf.  Oh! 

Pierre.  Well  said,  out  with  it,  swear  a  little- 


Jaf.  Swear!  By  sea  and  air  1  by  earth,  by  Hea- 
ven, and  Hell, 
K^         I  will  revenge  my  Bclvidcra's  tears  ! 

Hark    thee,    my    friend Privili is a    se- 
nator ! 
Pierre.  A  dos; ! 
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Jaf.  Agreed.  ,^ 

Pierre.  _. Shoot  him. 

Jaf.  With  all  my  heart. 

No  more  :  where  shall  vvc  meet  at  night  ? 

Pierre.  I'll  tell  thee ; 

On  the  Rialto,  every  night,  at  twelve,  .♦' 

I  take  my  evening's  walk  of  meditation  ;  '^ 

There  we   tw^o'll  meet,  and  talk  of  precious  mis- 
chief— 

Jaf.  Farewell. 

Pierre.  At  twelve. 

Jaf.  At  any  hour  ;  my  plagues 

Will  keep  me  waking.  [^Ejcit  Pierre. 

Tell  me  why,  good  Heaven, 
Thou  mad'st  me  what  I  am,  with  all  the  spirit. 
Aspiring  thoughts,  and  elegant  desires. 
That  fill  the  happiest  man  ?  Ah  !  rather  why 
Didst  thou  not  form  me  sordid  as  my  fate. 
Base-minded,  dull,  and  fit  to  carry  burdens  ? 
Why  have  I  sense  to  know  the  curse  that's  on  me  ? 
Is  this  just  dealing,  Nature  ? Belvidera  ! 

Enter  Belvidera. 

Poor  Belvidera ! 

Bel.  Lead  me,  lead  me,  my  virgins. 

To  that  kind  voice.     My  lord,  my  love,  my  refuge! 
Happy  my  eyes,  when  they  behold  thy  face : 
My  heavy  heart  will  leave  its  doleful  beating 
At  sight  of  thee,  and  bound  with  sprightful  joys. 
Oh  smile,  as  when  our  loves  were  in  their  spring, 
And  cheer  my  fainting  soul. 

Jaf.  As  when  our  loves 

Were  in  their  spring?  has  then  my  fortune  chang'd  ? 
Art  thou  not,  Belvidera,  still  the  same. 
Kind,  good,   and  tender,  as  my  arms  first  found 

thee? 
If  thou  art  altcr'd,  where  shall  I  have  harbour  ? 
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Where    ease  my  loaded   heart?    Oh!  where  com- 
plain ? 
Bel.  Does  this  appear  like  change,  or  love  decay- 

When  thus  I  throw  myself  into  thy  bosom, 
With  all  the  resolution  of  strong  truth  ? 
Beats  not  my  heart  as  'twould  alarum  thine 
To  a  new  charge  of  bliss  ?  I  joy  more  in  thee. 
Than  did  thy  mother  when  she  hugg'd  thee  first. 
And  bless'd  the  Gods  for  all  her  travail  past. 

Jaf.  Can  there  in  woman  be  such  glorious  faith  r 
Sure  all  ill  stories  of  thy  sex  are  false  ; 
Oh,  woman  !  lovely  woman !  nature  made  thee 
To  temper  man  :  we  had  been  brutes  without  you. 
Angels  are  painted  fair,  to  look  like  you  : 
There's  in  you  all  that  we  believe  of  Heaven, 
Amazing  brightness,  purity,  and  truth. 
Eternal  joy,  and  everlasting  love. 

Bel.    If    love   be   treasure,    we'll   be   wond'rous 
rich  ; 
I  have  so  much,  my  heart  will  surely  break  with't ; 
Vows  can't  express  it.     When  I  would  declare 
How  great's  myjoy,  I'm  dumb  with  the  big  thought; 
I  swell  and  sigh,  and  labour  with  my  longing. 
O  lead  me  to  some  desert  wide  and  wild, 
Barren  as  our  misfortunes,  where  my  soul 
May  have  its  vent ;  where  I  may  tell  aloud 
To  the  high  Heavens  and  every  list'ning  planet. 
With  what  a  boundless  stock  my  bosom's  fraught ; 
Where  I  may  throw  my  eager  arms  about  thee, 
Give  loose  to  love  with  kisses,  kindling  joy, 
And  let  off  all  the  fire  that's  in  my  heart. 

Jqf.  Oh,  Belvidera!  doubly  I'm  a  beggar; 
Undone  by  fortune,  and  in  debt  to  thee  : 
Want !  worldly  want !  that  hunii^ry  meagre  fiend. 
Is  at  my  heels,  and  chases  me  in  view. 
Canst  thou  bear  cold  and  hunger  ?  Can  these  limbs, 
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Fram'd  for  the  tender  offices  of  love, 

Endure  the  bitter  gripes  of  smarting  poverty, 

When  banish'd  by  our  miseries  abroad, 

(As  suddenly  we  shall  be)  to  seek  out 

(In  some  far  climate,  where  our  names  are  strangers) 

For  charitable  succour  ?  wilt  thou  then, 

When  in  a  bed  of  straw  we  shrink  together, 

And  the  bleak  winds  shall  whistle  round  our  heads; 

Wilt  thou  then  talk  thus  to  me  ?  wilt  thou  then 

Hush  mv  cares  thus,  and  shelter  me  with  love? 

BeL  Oh,   I  will   love  tliee,  even  in  madness  love 
thee. 
Though  my  distracted  senses  should  forsake  me, 
I'd  find  some  intervals,  when  my  poor  heart 
Should  'suage  itself,  and  be  let  loose  to  thine. 
Though  the  bare  earth  be  all  our  resting-place, 
Its  roots  our  food,  some  clift  our  habitation, 
I'll  make  this  arm  a  pillow  for  thy  head  ; 
As  thou  sighing  liest,  and  swell'd  with  sorrow. 
Creep  to  thy  bosom,  pour  the  balm  of  love 
Into  thy  soul,  and  kiss  thee  to  thy  rest ; 
Then  praise  our  God,  and  watch  thee  till  the  morn- 
ing. 

Jaf.  Hear  this,  you   Heavens,  and  wonder  how 
you  made  her ! 
Reign,  reign,  ye  monarchs,  that  divide  the  world. 
Busy  rebellion  ne'er  will  let  you  know 
Tranquillity  and  happiness  like  mine  ; 
Like  gaudy  ships,  th'  obsequious  billows  fall 
And  rise  again,  to  lift  you  in  your  pride  ; 
They  wait  but  for  a  storm,  and  then  devour  you : 
I,  in  my  private  bark^  already  wreck'd. 
Like  a  poor  merchant,  driven  on  unknown  land. 
That  had  by  chance  pack'd  up  his  choicest  trea-^ 

sure 
In  one  dear  casket,  and  saved  only  that, 
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Since  I  must  wander  farther  on  the  shore, 
Thus  hug  my  httle,  but  my  precious,  store ; 
Resolv'd  to  scorn,  and  trust  my  fate  no  more, 

[^E.veunf, 


ACT  IL 

SCENE    I. 

Enter  Pierre  and  AauiLiNA. 

Aqui.  By  all  thy  wrongs,  thou'rt  dearer  to  my 
arms 
Than  all  the  wealth  of  Venice  :  pr'ythee,  stay. 
And  let  us  love  to  night. 

Pierre.  No :  there  is  fool. 

There's  fool  about  thee :  when  a  woman  sells 
Her  flesh  to  fools,  her  beauty's  lost  to  me  ; 
They  leave  a  taint,  a  sully  where  they've  pass'd ; 
There's  such  a  baneful  quality  about  them. 
E'en  spoils  complexions  with  their  nauseousness  ; 
They  infect  all  they  touch  ;  I  cannot  think 
Of  tasting  any  thing  a  fool  has  pail'd. 

Aqui.  I  loath  and  scorn  that  fool  thou  mean'st,  as 
much, 
Or  more,  than  thou  canst ;  but  the  beast  has  gold 
That  makes  him  necessary :  power,  too. 
To  qualify  my  character,  and  poise  me 
Equal  with  peevish  virtue,  that  beholds 
My  liberty  with  envy  :  in  their  hearts 
They're  loose  as  I  am  ;  but  an  ugly  power 
Sits  in  their  faces,  and  frights  pleasure  from  them. 

Pierre.  Much  good  may  it  do  you,  madam,  with 
your  senator. 
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Aqui.  My  senator !  vvliy,  canst  thou  think  that 

wretch 
E'er  Hird  thy  Aquihna's  arms  with  pleasure  ? 
Think'st  thou,  because  I  sometimes  give  him  leave 
To  foil  himself  at  what  he  is  untit  for  ; 
Because  I  force  myself  t'endure  and  suffer  him, 
Thinkst  thou  I  love  him?  No,  by  all  the  joys 
Thou  ever  gav'st  me,  his  presence  is  my  penance : 
The  worst  thing  an  old  man  can  he's  a  lover. 
A  mere  memento  mori  to  poor  women. 
I  never  lay  by  his  decrepit  side, 
But  all  that  night  I  ponder'd  on  my  grave. 
Pierre*  Would  he  were  well  sent  thither. 
Aqui.  That's  my  wish  too ; 

For    then,    my    Pierre,    I    might   have   cause  with 

pleasure 
To  play  the  hypocrite :  Oh !  I  could  weep 
Over  the  dying  dotard,  kiss  him  too, 
In   hopes  to  smother  him  quite;  then,  when  the 

time 
Was  come  to  pay  my  sorrows  at  his  funeral, 
(For  he  has  already  made  me  heir  to  treasures 
Would  make  me  out-act  a  real  widow's  whining). 
How  could  I  frame  my  face  to  fit  my  mourning ! 
With  wringing  hands  Attend  him  to  his  grave. 
Fall  swooning  on  his  hearse,  take  mad  possession 
E'en  of  the  dismal  vault  where  he  lay  buried. 
There  like  th'  Ephesian  matron  dwell,  till  thou, 
My  lovely  soldier,  coms't  to  my  deliverance  ; 
Then  throwing  up  my  veil,  with  open  arms 
And  laughing  eyes,  run  to  new  dawning  joy. 

Pierre.  No  more !  I've  friends  to  meet  me  here 

to-night, 
And  must  be  private.     As  you  prize  my  friendship. 
Keep   up   your   coxcomb :    let   him    not   pry    nor 

listen. 
Nor  fisk  about  the  house  as  I  have  seen  him. 
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Like  a  tame  mumping  squirrel  with  a  bell  on  ; 
Curs  will  be  abroad  to  bite  him,  if  you  do. 

Aqui.  What   friends   to   meet  ?  may'nt  I   be    of 

your  council  ? 
Pierre.  How !    a   woman  ask   questions   out  of 
bed? 
Go  to  your  senator,  ask  him  what  passes 
Amongst  his  brethren  ;  he'll  hide  nothing  from  you  : 
But  pump  me  not  for  politics.     No  more ! 
Give  order,  that  whoever  in  my  name 
Comes  here,  receive  admittance.     So,  good  night. 
Aqui.  Must  we   ne'er  meet  again?  embrace  no 
more  ? 
Is  love  so  soon  and  utterly  forgotten  ? 

Pierre.  As  you  henceforward  treat  your  fool,  I'll 

think  on't. 
Aqui.  Curs'd  be  all  fools — I  die  if  he  forsakes 
me ; 
And  how  to  keep  him,  Heaven  or  Hell  instruct  me. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE    II. 

77/ e  Rialto. 

Enter  Jaffeir. 

Jaf.  I'm   here ;  and  thus,    the   shades   of  night 
around  me,  ,  \ 

I  look  as  if  all  hell  were  in  my  heart, 
And  I  in  hell.     Nay,  surely  'tis  so  with  me ; 
For  every  step  I  tread,  methinks  some  fiend 
Knocks  at  my  breast,  and  bids  me  not  be  quiet.|i)»t'i 
I've  heard  how  desperate  wretches,  like  myself,        A. 
Have  wander'd  out  at  this  dead  time  of  night. 
To  meet  the  foe  of  mankind  in  his  walk : 


j 
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Sure  I'm  so  curs'd,  that  though  of  Heaven  forsaken. 
No  minister  of  darkness  cares  to  tempt  me. 
Hell !  hell !  why  sleep'st  thou  ? 

Enter  Pierre. 

Pierre.  Sure  I've  staid  too  long  : 

The  clock  has  struck,  and  I  may  lose  my  proselyte. 
Speak,  who  goes  there  ? 

Jaf.  A  dog,  that  comes  to  howl 

At  yonder  moon  :  what's  he  that  asks  the  question  ? 

Pierre.  A  friend  to  dogs ;  for  they  are  honest 
creatures, 
And  ne'er  betray  their  masters  ;  never  fawn 
On  any  that  they  love  not :  well  met,  friend  : 
Jaffeir  ! 

Jaf.  The  same.     Oh,    Pierre,    thou'rt   come   in 
season  ; 
I  was  just  going  to  pray. 

Piei^re.  Ah,  that's  mechanic  ; 

Priests  make  a  trade  on't,  and  yet  starve  by't  too : 
No  praying  ;  it  spoils  business,  and  time's  precious  : 
Where's  Belvidera? 

Jaf.  For  a  day  or  two 

Fve  lodg'd  her  privately,  till  I  see  farther 
What  fortune  will  do  with  me.     Pr'ythee,  friend. 
If  thou  wouldst  have  me  fit  to  hear  good  counsel. 
Speak  not  of  Belvidera  ? 

Pierre.  Not  of  her  ? 

Jaf.  Oh  no ! 

Pierre.   Nor  name  her  ?    May  be,   I   wish   her 
well. 

Jaf.  Whom  well  ? 

Pierre.  Thy  wife,  thy  lovely  Belvidera  : 

I  hope  a  man  may  wish  his  friend's  wife  well. 
And  no  harm  done ! 

Jaf  You're  merry,  Pierre ! 

Pierre.  I  am  so : 

VOL.  II.  Z 
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Thou  shalt  smile  too,  and  Belvidera  smile ; 
We'll  all  rejoice,  here's  something  to  buy  pins.       t 

\_Gives  him  a  purse. 
Marriage  is  chargeable. 

Jaf.  I  but  half  wish*d 

To  see  the  devil,  and  he's  here  already.     Well ! 
What  must  this  buy,  rebellion,  murder,  treason  ? 
Tell  me  which  way  I  must  be  damn'd  for  this. 

Pierre.  When  last  we  parted,  we'd   no  qualms 
like  these ; 
But  entertain'd  each  other's  thoughts  like  men, 
Whose  souls  were  well  acquainted.     Is  the  world 
Reform'd  since  our  last  meeting?  What  new  miracles 
Have  happen'd  ?  has  Priuli's  heart  relented  ? 
Can  he  be  honest  ? 

Jaf.  Kind  Heaven  !  let  heavy  curses 

Gall  his  old  age ;  cramps,  aches  rack  his  bones. 
And  bitterest  disquiet  wring  his  heart ; 
Oh,  let  him  live  till  life  become  his  burden  1 
Let  him  groan  under  it  long,  linger  an  age 
In  the  worst  agonies  and  pangs  of  death. 
And  find  its  ease,  but  late. 

Pierre.  Nay,  couldst  thou  not 

As  well,  my  friend,  have  stretch'd  the  curse  to  all 
The  senate  round,  as  to  one  single  villain  ? 

Jaf.  But  curses    stick   not :    could  I    kill    with 
cursing, 
By  Heaven,  I  know  not  thirty  heads  in  Venice 
Should  not  be  blasted  ;  senators  should  rot 
Like  dogs  on  dunghills;  but  their  wives  and  daugh- 
ters 
Die  of  their  own  diseases.     Oh  for  a  curse 
To  kill  with ! 

Pierre.         Daggers,  daggers,  are  much  better— 
.  Jaf.  Ha! 

Pierre.  Daggers. 

Jaf.  But  where  are  they  ? 
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Pierre.  Oh,  a  thousand 

May  be  disposVl  in  honest  liands  in  Venice. 
^'    Jaf.  Thou  talk'st  in  clouds. 

Pierre.  But  yet  a  heart  half  wrong'd 

As  thine  has  been,  would  find  the  meaning,  Jaffeir. 

Jaf.  A  thousand  daggers  all  in  honest  hands  ; 
And  have  not  I  a  friend  will  stick  one  liere  ? 

Pierre.  Yes,  if  I  thought  thou  wert  not  to  be 
cherish'd 
To  a  nobler  purpose,  I  would  be  that  friend. 
But  thou  hast  better  friends;    friends  whom    thy 

wrongs 
Have  made  thy  friends;  friends  worthy  to  be  call'd  so! 
I'll  trust  thee  with  a  secret ;  there  are  spirits 
This  hour  at  work.     But  as  thou  art  a  man, 
Whom  I  have  pick'd  and  chosen  from  the  world, 
Swear  that  thou  wilt  be  true  to  what  I  utter. 
And  when  I've  told  thee  that  which  only  Gods, 
And  men  like  Gods,  are  privy  to,  then  swear 
No  chance  or  change  shall  wrest  it  from  thy  bosom. 

Jaf,  When  thou  wouldst  bind  me,  is  there  need 
of  oaths? 
(Green-sickness  girls  lose   maidenheads  with  such 

counters) 
For  thou'rt  so  near  my  heart,  that  thou  mayest  see 
Its  bottom,  sound  its  strength  and  firmness  to  thee: 
Is  coward,  fool,  or  villain  in  my  face  ? 
If  I  seem  none  of  these,  I  dare  believe 
Thou  wouldst  not  use  me  in  a  little  cause. 
For  I  am  fit  for  honour's  toughest  task  ; 
Nor  ever  yet  found  fooling  was  my  province ; 
And  for  a  villainous  inglorious  enterprise, 
I  know  thy  heart  so  well,  I  dare  lay  mine 
Before  thee,  set  it  to  what  point  thou  wilt. 

Pierre.  Nay,  it's  a  cause  thou  wilt  be  fond  of, 
Jaffeir, 
For  it  is  founded  on  the  noblest  basis, 

z  2 
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Our  Liberties,  our  natural  inheritance  ; 

There's  no  rehgion,  no  hypocrisy  in't ; 

We'll  do  the  business,  and  ne'er  fast  and  pray  fort, 

Openly  act  a  deed  the  world  shall  gaze 

With  wonder  at,  and  envy  when  'tis  done. 

Jaf.  For  liberty ! 

Pierre.  For  liberty,  my  friend ! 

Thou  shalt  be  freed  from  base  Priuli's  tyranny. 
And  thy  sequester'd  fortunes  heal'd  again. 
I  shall  be  freed  from  those  opprobrious  wrongs 
That  press  me  now,  and  bend  my  spirit  downward. 
All  Venice  free,  and  every  growing  merit 
Succeed  to  its  just  right:  fools  shall  be  pull'd 
From  wisdom's  seat ;  those  baleful  unclean  birds. 
Those  lazy  owls,  who,  perch'd  near  fortune's  top, 
Sit  only  watchful  with  their  heavy  wings 
To  cuff  down  new-fledg'd  virtues,  that  would  rise 
To  nobler  heights,  and  make  the  grove  harmonious. 

Jaf.  What  can  I  do  ? 

Pierre.  Canst  thou  not  kill  a  senator  ? 

Jaf.  Were  there  one  wise  or  honest,  I  could  kill 
him 
For  herding  with  that  nest  of  fools  and  knaves. 
By  all  my  wrongs,  thou  talk'st  as  if  revenge 
Were  to  be  had,  and  the  brave  story  warms  me. 

Pierre.  Swear  then ! 

Jaf  I  do,  by  all  those  glittering  stars 

And  yon  great  ruling  planet  of  the  night ! 
By  all  good  powers  above,  and  ill  below ! 
By  love  and  friendship,  dearer  than  my  life ! 
No  power,  or  death  shall  make  me  false  to  thee. 

Pierre.  Here  we  embrace,   and  I'll  unlock  my 
heart. 
A  council's  held  hard  by,  where  the  destruction 
Of  this   great   empire's   hatching:    there  I'll   lead 

thee  I 
But  he  a  man,  for  thou'rt  to  mix  with  men 
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Fit  to  disturb  the  peace  of  all  the  world, 

And  rule  it  when  it's  wildest — 

•     Jaf.  I  give  thee  thanks 

For  this  kind  warning :  yes,  I'll  be  a  man. 

And  charge  thee,  Pierre,  whene'er  thou  seest  my  fears 

Betray  me  less,  to  rip  this  heart  of  mine 

Out  of  my  breast,  and  show  it  for  a  coward's. 

Come,  let's  be  gone,  for  from  this  hour  I  chase 

All  little  thoughts,  all  tender  human  follies 

Out  of  my  bosom  :  vengeance  shall  have  room : 

Revenge ! 

Pierre.  And  liberty ! 

JaJ\  "**"'      Revenge!  revenge —  [^E.veunt. 

SCENE  III. 

AauiLiNA's  House,  the  Greek  Courtezan. 

Enter  Renault. 

Ren.  Why  was  my  choice  ambition,  the  worst 
ground 
A  wretch  can  build  on  ?  it's  indeed  at  distance 
A  goodly  prospect,  tempting  to  the  view. 
The  height  delights  us,  and  the  mountain-top 
Looks  beautiful,  because  it's  nigh  to  heaven ; 
But  we  ne'er  think  how  sandy's  the  foundation. 
What  storm  will  batter,  and  what  tempest  shake  us. 
Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Spinosa. 
Spi.  Renault,  good-morrow !  for  by  this  time 

I  think  the  scale  of  night  has  turn'd  the  balance. 
And  weighs  up  morning:  has  the  clock  struck  twelve? 
Ren.  Yes;  clocks  will   go  as  they  are  set:  but 
man. 
Irregular  man's  ne'er  constant,  never  certain  : 
I've  spent  at  least  three  precious  hours  of  darkness 
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In  waiting  dull  attendance ;  'tis  the  curse 
Of  diligent  virtue  to  be  mix'd,  like  mine, 
With  giddy  tempers,  souls  but  half  resolv'd. 

Spi.  Hell  seize  that  soul  amongst  us,  it  can  frighten. 

Ren.  What's  then  the  cause  that  I  am  here  alone? 
Why  are  we  not  together  ?  '  • 

Enter  Eliot. 

O  sir,  welcome ! 
,  You  are  an  Englishman  :  when  treason's  hatching 
y  One  might  have  thought  you'd  not  have  been  behind 
hand : 
In  what  whore's  lap  have  you  been  lolling  ? 
/^-  Give  but  an  Englishman  his  whore  and  ease, 
'      Beef,  and  a  sea-coal  fire,  he's  yours  for  ever. 
Eliot.  Frenchman,  you  are  saucy. 
Ren.  How ! 

Enter  Bedamar  the  Ambassador ,TniE.OTiOK^,  Bram- 

VEIL,     DURAND,    BrABE,    ReVELLIDO,    MeZZANA, 

Ternon,  Retrosi,  Conspirators. 

Bed.  At  difference  !  fie ! 

Is  this  a  time  for  quarrels  ?  thieves  and  rogues 
Fall  out  and  brawl :  should  men  of  your  high  calling, 
Men  separated  by  the  choice  of  Providence 
From  the  gross  heap  of  mankind,  and  set  here 
In  this  assembly  as  in  one  great  jewel. 
To  adorn  the  bravest  purpose  it  e'er  smil'd  on  ; 
Should  you,  like  boys,  wrangle  for  trifles  ? 

Ren.  Boys! 

Bed.  Renault,  thy  hand  1 

Ren.  I  thought  I  had  given  my  heart 

Long  since  to  every  man  that  mingles  here  ; 
But  grieve  to  find  it  trusted  with  such  tempers. 
That  can't  forgive  my  froward  age  its  weakness. 

Bed.  Eliot,  thou  once  hadst  virtue ;  I  have  seen 
Thy  stubborn  temper  bend  with  godlike  goodness. 
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Not  half  thus  courted  :   'tis  thy  nation's  glory, 
To  hug  the  foe  that  offers  brave  alhance. 
Once  more  embrace,  my  friends — we'll  all  embrace- 
United  thus,  we  are  the  mighty  engine 
Must  twist  this  rooted  empire  from  its  basis !  J 
Totters  not  it  already  ? 

Eliot.  Would  'twere  tumbling. 

Bed.  Nay  it  shall  down  :  this  night  we  seal  its 
ruin. 

Enter  Pierre. 

Oh  Pierre,  thou  art  welcome  ! 
Come  to  my  breast,  for  by  its  hopes  thou  look*st 
Lovelily  dreadful,  and  the  fate  of  Venice 
Seems  on  thy  sword  already.     Oh  my  Mars ! 
The  poets  that  first  feigned  a  God  of  war 
Sure  prophesied  of  thee. 

Pierre.  Friends !  was  not  Brutus, 

(I  mean  that  Brutus,  who  in  open  senate 
Stabb'd  the  first  Caesar  that  usurp'd  the  world) 
A  gallant  man  ?  < 

Reti.  Yes,  and  Catiline  too ; 

Though  story  wrong'd  his  fame  :  for  he  conspir'd 
To  prop  the  reeling  glory  of  his  country  : 
His  cause  was  good. 

Bed.  And  ours  as  much  above  it. 

As,  Renault,  thou'rt  superior  to  Cethegus, 
Or  Pierre  to  Cassius. 

Pierre.  Then  to  what  we  aim  at. 

When  do  we  start  ?  or  must  we  talk  for  ever  ?    ^ 

Bed.  No,  Pierre,  the  deed's  near  birth  ;  fate  seems 
to  have  set 
The  business  up,  and  given  it  to  our  care  : 
I  hope  there's  not  a  heart  or  hand  amongst  us 
But  is  firm  and  ready. 

All.  All ! 

We'll  die  with  Bedamar. 


c 


344         VENICE  PRESERVED;  OR,    [actii. 

Bed.  Oh  men, 

Matchless  as  will  your  glory  be  hereafter. 
The  game  is  for  a  matchless  prize  if  won  ; 
If  lost,  disgraceful  ruin. 

lien.  What  can  lose  it  ? 

The  public  stock's  a  beggar  ;  one  Venetian 
Trusts  not  another  :    look  into  their  stores 
Of  general  safety  ;  empty  magazines, 
A  tatter'd  fleet,  a  murmuring  unpaid  army, 
Bankrupt  nobility,  a  harass'd  commonalty, 
A  factious,  giddy,  and  divided  senate, 
Is  all  the  strength  of  Venice  ;   let's  destroy  it; 
Let's  fill  their  magazines  with  arms  to  awe  them, 
Man  out  their  fleet,  and  make  their  trade  maintain  it; 
Let  loose  the  murmuring  army  on  their  masters. 
To  pay  themselves  with  plunder,  lop  their  nobles 
To  the  base  roots,  whence  most  of  them  first  sprung; 
Enslave  the  rout,  whom  smarting  will  make  humble; 
Turn  out  their  droning  senate,  and  possess 
That  seat  of  empire  which  our  souls  were  fram'd  for. 
Pie7Te.  Ten  thousand  men  are  armed,  at  your  nod. 
Commanded  all  by  leaders  fit  to  guide 
A  battle  for  the  freedom  of  the  world  ; 
This  wretched  state  has  starv'd  them  in  its  service. 
And  by  your  bounty  quicken'd,  they're  resolv'd 
To  serve  your  glory,  and  revenge  their  own  : 
They've  all  their  difterent  quarters  in  this  city. 
Watch  for  th'  alarm,  and  grumble  'tis  so  tardy. 
Bed.  I  doubt  not,  friend,  but  thy  unwearied  dili* 


gence 


Has  still  kept  waking,  and  it  shall  have  ease ; 
After  this  night  it  is  resolv'd  we  meet 
No  more,  till  Venice  own  us  for  her  lords. 

Pierre.  How  lovelily  the  Adriatic  whore, 
Dress'd  in  her  flames,  will  shine/  devouring  flames! 
Such  as  shall  burn  her  to  the  watery  bottom, 
And  hiss  in  her  foundation. 


-.--» 
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Bed.  Now  if  any 

Amongst  us  that  owns  this  glorious  cause, 
Have  friends  or  interest  he'd  wish  to  save, 
Let  it  be  told  ;  the  general  doom  is  seal'd  ; 
But  I'd  forego  the  hopes  of  a  world's  empire. 
Rather  than  wound  the  bowels  of  my  friend. 

Piei^re.  I  must  confess  you  there  have  toucb'dmy 
weakness, 
I  have  a  friend  ;  hear  it,  and  such  a  friend  ! 
My  heart  was  ne'er  shut  to  him.    Nay,  I'll  tell  you. 
He  knows  the  very  business  of  this  hour  ;  """^   , 

But  he  rejoices  in  the  cause  and  loves  it : 
We  have  chang'd  a  vow  to  live  and  die  together, 
And  he's  at  hand  to  ratify  it  here. 

Reti.  How  !  all  betray'd  ? 

Pierre.  No I've  dealt  nobly  with  you  ; 

I've  brought  my  all  into  the  public  stock  ; 

I  had  but  one  friend,  and  him  I'll  share  amongst  you; 

Receive  and  cherish  him  :  or  if,  when  seen 

And  search'd,  you  find  him  worthless  ;  as  my  tongue 

Has  lodg'd  this  secret  in  his  faithful  breast. 

To  ease  your  fears  I  wear  a  dagger  here, 

Shall  rip  it  out  again,  and  give  you  rest. 

Come  forth,  thou  only  good  I  e'er  could  boast  of. 

Enter  Jaffeir  witJi  a  dagger. 

Bed.  His  presence  bears  the  show  of  manly  virtue ! 

Jaf.  I  know  you'll  wonder  all  that  thus  uncall'd, 
I  dare  approach  this  place  of  fatal  councils  ; 
But  I'm  amongst  you,  and  by  Heaven  it  glads  me. 
To  see  so  many  virtues  thus  united, 
To  restore  justice  and  dethrone  oppression. 
Command  this  sword,  if  you  would  have  it  quiet, 
Into  this  breast ;  but  if  you  think  it  worthy 
To  cut  the  throats  of  reverend  rogues  in  robes 
Send  me  into  the  curs'd  assembled  senate ;       n 
It  shrinks  not,  though  I  meet  a  father  there.     J  '^'^  "^ 
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Would  you  behold  this  city  flaming  ?  Here's 
A  hand  shall  bear  a  lighted  torch  at  noon 
To  the  arsenal,  and  set  its  gates  on  fire. 

Ren.  You  talk  this  well,  sir. 

Jaf.  Nay — by  Heaven  I'll  do  this. 

Come,  come,  I  read  distrust  in  all  your  faces. 
You  fear  me  a  villain  ;  and  indeed  it's  odd 
To  hear  a  stranger  talk  thus  at  first  meeting, 
Of  matters  that  have  been  so  well  debated  ; 
But  I  come  ripe  with  wrongs,  as  you  with  councils  ; 
I  hate  this  senate,  am  a  foe  to  Venice  : 
A  friend  to  none,  but  men  resolv'd  like  me. 
To  push  on  mischief.     Oh,  did  you  but  know  me, 
I  need  not  talk  thus ! 

Bed.  Pierre  !  I  must  embrace  him. 

My  heart  beats  to  this  man  as  if  it  knew  him. 

Men,  I  never  lov'd  these  buggers. 

Jqf.  Still  I  see. 

The  cause  delights  me  not.    Your  friends  survey  me 
As  I  were  dangerous — but  I  come  arm'd 
Against  all  doubts,  and  to  your  trust  will  g[ye_,- 
A  pledge,  worth  more  than  all  the  world  can  pay  for. 
My  Belvidera!  ho!  my  Belvidera! 

Bed.  What  wonder's  next  ? 

Jaf'.  Let  me  intreat  you,  sirs. 

As  I  have  henceforth  hopes  to  call  ye  friends. 
That  all  but  the  ambassador,  and  this 
Grave  guide  of  councils,  witli  my  friend  that  owns 

me, 
Withdraw  a  while  to  spare  a  woman's  blushes. 

[Eaeunt  all  but  Bed.  Ren.  Jaf.  Pierre. 

Bed.  Whither  will  all  this  ceremony  lead  us  ? 

JaJ'.  My  Belvidera!  ho!  my  Belvidera! 

Enter  Belvidera. 

Bel.  Who  calls  so  loud  at  this  late  peaceful  hour ! 
That  voice  was  wont  to  come  in  gentle  whispers, 


SCENE  III.]    A  PLOT  DISCOVERED.  347 

And  fill  my  ears  with  the  soft  breath  of  love  : 
Thou  hourly  image  of  my  thoughts,  where  art  thou  ? 

Jaf.  Indeed  'tis  late. 

Bel.  Oh !  I  have  slept  and  dreamt, 

And  dreamt  again  :    where  hast  thou    been,    thou 

loiterer ! 
Though  my  eyes  clos'd,  my  arms  have  still  been 

open'd ; 
Stretch'd  every  way  betwixt  my  broken  slumbers, 
To  search  if  thou  wert  come  to  crown  my  rest ; 
There's  no  repose  without  thee  :  oh  the  day 
Too  soon  will  break,  and  wake  us  to  our  sorrow  ; 
Come,  come  to  bed,  and  bid  thy  cares  good-night. 

Jaf.  Oh  Belvidera !  we  must  change  the  scene 
In  which  the  past  delights  of  life  were  tasted  : 
The  poor  sleep  little  ;  we  must  learn  to  watch 
Our  labours  late,  and  early  every  morning, 
'Midst  winter  frosts,  thin  clad,  and  fed  with  sparing, 
Rise  to  our  toils,  and  drudge  away  the  day. 

Bel.  Alas  !  vv'here  am  I !  whither  is't  you  lead  me! 
Methinks  I  read  distraction  in  your  face ! 
Something  less  gentle  than  the  fate  you  tell  me : 
You  shake  and  tremble  too  !  your  blood  runs  cold ! 
Heavens  guard  my  love,  and  bless  his  heart  with 
patience. 

Jaf.  That  I  have  patience,  let  our  fate  bear  wit- 
ness. 
Who  has  ordain'd  it  so,  that  thou  and  I, 
(Thou  the  divinest  good  man  e'er  possess'd. 
And  I,  the  wretched'st  of  the  race  of  man) 
This  very  hour,  without  one  tear,  must  part. 

Bel.  Part!  must  we  part?  Oh,  am  I  then  forsaken? 
Will  my  love  cast  me  off?  have  my  misfortunes 
Offended  him  so  highlv,  that  he'll  leave  me? 
Why  drag  you  from  me  ?  whither  are  you  gomg  ? 
My  dear !  my  life  !  my  love ! 

Jaf.  Oh  friends ! 
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Bel.  Speak  to  me. 

Jaf.  Take  her  from  my  heart, 
She'll  gain  such  hold  else,  I  shall  ne'er  get  loose. 
I  charge  thee  take  her,  but  with  tenderest  care. 
Relieve  her  troubles  and  assuage  her  sorrows. 

Ren.  Rise,  madam  !  and  command  amongst  your 
servants. 

Jaf.  To  you,  sirs,  and  your  honour,  I  bequeath 
her. 
And  with  her  this  ;  whene'er  I  prove  unworthy — 

\_Gives  a  dagger. 
You  know  the  rest — Then  strike  it  to  her  heart ; 
And  tell  her,  he  who  three  whole  happy  years 
Lay  in  her  arms,  and  each  kind  night  repeated 
The  passionate  vows  of  still  increasing  love. 
Sent  that  reward  for  all  her  truth  and  sufferings. 

Bel.    Nay,  take  my  life,  since  he  has  sold   it 
cheaply ; 
Or  send  me  to  some  distant  clime  your  slave ; 
But  let  it  be  far  off",  lest  my  complainings 
Should  reach  his  guilty  ears,  and  shake  his  peace. 

Jaf.  No,  Belvidera,  I've  contriv'd  thy  honour;^ 
Trust  to  my  faith,  and  be  but  fortune  kind 
To  me,  as  I'll  preserve  that  faith  unbroken. 
When  next  we  meet,  I'll  lift  thee  to  a  height. 
Shall  gather  all  the  gazing  world  about  thee, 
To  wonder  what  strange  virtue  plac'd  thee  there. 
But  if  we  ne'er  meet  more 

Bel.  Oh  thou  unkind  one ; 

Ne'er  meet  more !  have  I  deserv'd  this  from  you  ? 
Look  on  me,  tell  me  ;  speak,  thou  dear  deceiver. 
Why  am  I  separated  from  thy  love  ? 
If  I  am  false,  accuse  me  ;  but  if  true, 
Don't,  pr'ythee,  don't  in  poverty  forsake  me. 
But  pity  the  sad  heart  that's  torn  with  partitig. 

Yet  hear  me  !  yet  recall  me -   ' 

[E.veufif  Ren.  Bed.  a7id  Bel, 
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Jaf.  Oh  my  eyes ! 

Look  not  that  way,  but  turn  yourselves  awhile 
Into  my  heart,  and  be  wean'd  all  together. 
My  friend,  where  art  thou? 

Pierre.  Here,  my  honour's  brother. 

Jaf.  Is  Belvidera  gone  ? 

Pierre.  Renault  has  led  her  -^ 

Back  to  her  own  apartment ;  but,  by  Heaven  !  i     ^ 

Thou  must  not  see  her  more  till  our  work's  over.  (         \ 

Jaf.  No? 

Pierre.  Not  for  your  life. 

Jaf.  Oh  Pierre,  wert  thou  but  she^ 

How  I  could  pull  thee  down  into  my  heart, 
Gaze  on  thee  till  my  eye-strings  crack'd  with  lov^, 
Till  all  my  sinews  with  its  fire  extended, 
Fix'd  me  upon  the  rack  of  ardent  longing; 
Then  swelling,  sighing,  raging  to  be  blest, 
Come  like  a  panting  turtle  to  thy  breast. 
On  thy  soft  bosom,  hovering,  bill  and  play ; 
Confess  the  cause  why  last  I  fled  away ; 
Own  'twas  a  fault,  but  swear  to  give  it  o'er. 
And  never  follow  false  ambition  more.         \_Ejceunf. 


ACT   III. 

SCENE  L 

Enter  AauiLiNA  and  her  Maid. 

Aqui.  Tell  him  I  am  gone  to  bed  :  tell  him  I  am 
not  at  home  ;  tell  him  I've  better  company  with  me, 
or  any  thing ;  tell  him  in  short  I  will  not  see  him, 
the  eternal  troublesome  vexatious  fool  :  he's  worse 

company  than  an  ignorant  physician I'll  not  be 

disturbed  at  these  unseasonable  hours. 
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Maid.  But,  madam!  he's  here  already,  just  entered 
the  doors. 

Aqui.  Turn  him  out  again,  you  unnecessary,  use- 
less, giddy-brained  ass !  if  he  will  not  be  gone,  set 
,  the  house  on  fire,  and  burn  us  both :  I'd  rather  meet 
a  toad  in  my  dish,  than  that  old  hideous  animal  in 
my  chamber  to-night. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Nacky,  Nacky,  Nacky — how  dost  do,  Nacky  ? 
hurry  durry.  I  am  come,  little  Nacky ;  past  eleven 
o'clock,  a  late  hour  ;  time  in  all  conscience  to  go  to 
bed,  Nacky — Nacky,  did  I  say  ?  Aye,  Nacky,  Aqui- 
lina,  lina,  lina,  quilina,  quilina,  quilina,  Aquilina, 
Naquilina,  Naquilina,  Acky,  Acky,  Nacky,  Nacky, 

queen  Nacky— come,  let's  to  bed you  fubbs, 

you  pugg  you you  little  puss Purree  tuzzy 

1  am  a  senator. 

Aqui.  You  are  a  tool,  I  am  sure. 

Ant.  May  be  so  too,  sweetheart.  Never  the  worse 
senator  for  all  that.  Come,  Nacky,  Nacky,  let's 
have  a  game  at  romp,  Nacky. 

Aqui.  You  would  do  well,  signior,  to  be  trouble- 
some here  no  longer,  but  leave  me  to  myself;  be 
sober,  and  go  home,  sir. 

Ant.  Home,  madona ! 

Aqui.  Aye,  home,  sir.     Who  am  I  ? 

A7?t.  Madona,  as  I  take  it,  you  are  my 

you  are thou  art  my  little  Nicky,  Nacky 

that's  all ! 

Aqui.  I  find  you  are  resolved  to  be  troublesome ; 
and  so  to  make  short  of  the  matter,  in  few  words,  I 
hate  you,  detest  you,  loath  you,  I  am  weary  of  you, 
sick  of  you hang  you,  you  are  an  old,  silly,  im- 
pertinent, impotent,  solicitous  coxcomb ;  crazy  in 
your  head,    and    lazy    in  your    body,    love    to   be 
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meddling   with  every   thing,   and  if  you    had   not 
money,  you  are  good  for  nothing. 

Ant.  Good  for  nothing!  liurry  durry,  I'll  try  that 
presently.  Sixty-one  years  old,  and  good  for  no- 
thing; that's  brave.  [To  the  Maid.]  Come,  come, 
Mrs.  Fiddle-faddle,  turn  you  out  for  a  season  ;  go, 
turn  out,  I  say,  it  is  our  will  and  pleasure  to  be 

private  some  moments out,  out,   when  you  are 

bid  too — \_Puts  he?'  out,  and  locks  the  door.^   Good 
for  nothing,  you  say  ? 

Aqui.  Why,  what  are  you  good  for  ? 
Afit.  In  the  first  place,  madam,  I  am  old,  and 
consequently  very  wise,  very  wise,  madona,  d'ye 
mark  that  r  In  the  second  place,  take  notice,  if  you 
please,  that  I  am  a  senator,  and  when  I  think  fit  can 
make  speeches,  madona.  Hurry  durry,  I  can  make 
a  speech  in  the  senate-house  now  and  then — would 
make  your  hair  stand  an  end,  madona. 

Aqui.  What  care  I  for  your  speeches  in  the  senate- 
house  ?  if  you  would  be  silent  here,  I  should  thank 
you. 

Ant.  Why,   I  can    make   speeches  to  thee  too, 
my  lovely  madona  ;  for  example — My  cruel  fair  one, 
[Takes  out  a  purse  of  gold  ^  and  at  every  pause 
shakes  it. 
since  it  is  my  fate,  that  you  should  with  your  ser- 
vant angry  prove  ;  though  late  at  night 1  hope 

'tis  not  too  late  with  this  to  gain  reception  for  my 

love There's  for  thee,  my  little  Nicky  Nacky- — 

take  it,  here  take  it — I  say,  take  it,  or  I'll  throw  it 
at  your  head — how  now,  rebel ! 

Aqui.  Truly,  my  illustrious  senator,  I  must  con- 
fess your  honour  is  at  present  most  profoundly  elo- 
quent indeed. 

:•     Ant.  Very  well:  come  now,  let's  sit  down  and 
think  upon  it  a  little come  sit,  I  say — sit  down 
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by  me  a  little,  my  Nicky  Nacky,  ha — '[Sits  down.'] 
Hurry  durry — good  for  nothing — — — 

Aqui.  No,  sir,  if  you  please  I  can  know  my  dis- 
tance, and  stand. 

Jlnt.  Stand :  how,  Nacky  up  and  I  down !  Nay 
then  let  me  exclaim  with  the  poet. 

Shew  me  a  case  niore  pitiful  who  can 
A  standing  woman  and  a  falling  man. 

Hurry  durry not  sit  down see  this,  ye  Gods. 

You  won't  sit  down  ? 

Aqui.  No,  sir. 

Ant.  Then  look  you  now,  suppose  me  a  bull,  a 
Basan  bull,  the  bull  of  bulls,  or  any  bull.  Thus  up 
I  get,  and  with  my  brows  thus  bent — I  broo,  I  say, 
I  broo,  I  broo,  I   broo.     You  won't  sit  down,  will 

you 1  broo 

\_Belloxvs  like  a  bull,  and  drives  her  about. 

Aqui.  Well,  sir,  I  must  endure  this.  [She  sits  down. 
Now  your  honour  has  been  a  bull,  pray  what  beast 
will  your  worship  please  to  be  next? 

Ant.  Now  I'll  be  a  senator  again,  and  thy  lover, 
little  Nicky  Nacky  !  [He  sits  by  her.']  Ah  toad, 
toad,  toad,  toad  !  spit  in  my  face  a  little,  Nacky — 
spit  in  my  face,  pr'ythee,  spit  in  my  face  never  so 

little  :    spit  but  a  little  bit spit,  spit,  spit,  spit 

when  you  are  bid,  I  say ;  do  pr'ythee  spit now, 

now,  now  spit:  what,  you  won't  spit,  will  you?  Then 
I'll  be  a  dog. 

Aqui.  A  dog,  my  lord  ! 

Ant.  Aye,  a  dog — and  I'll  give  thee  this  t'other 

purse  to  let  me  be  a  dog and  use  me  like  a  dog 

a  little.     Hurry  durry — I  will here  it  is — 

[Gives  the  purse. 

Aqui.  Well,  with  all  my  heart.  But  let  me  be- 
seech your  dogship  to  play  your  tricks  over  as  fast 
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as  you  can,  that  you  may  come  to  stinking  the 
sooner,  and  be  turned  out  of  doors  as  you  deserve. 

Ant.  Aye,  aye no  matter  for  that tliat 

shan't  move  me — \_He  gets  under  the  table.~\     Now 
bough  waugh  vvaugh,  bough  waugh — 

\_Ba)'/iS-  like  a  dog. 

Aqui.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  sir,  I  beseech  you  :  what 
is't  you  do  ?  If  curs  bite,  they  must  be  kicked,  sir. 
Do  you  see,  kicked  thus. 

yint.  Aye,  with  all  my  heart :  do,  kick,  kick  on, 
now  I  am  under  the  table,  kick  again — kick  harder 
— harder  yet,  bough  waugh,  waugh,  waugh,  bough 
— odd,  I'll  have  a  snap  at  thy  shins — bough  waugh, 
waugh,  waugh,  bough — odd,  she  kicks  bravely 

A(jui.  Nay,  then  I'll  go  another  way  to  nork 
with  you :  and  I  think  here's  an  instrument  fit  for 
the  purpose !  \_Fetches  a  zvhip  and  a  bell. 
What,  bite  your  mistress,  sirrah  !  out,  out  of  doors, 
you  dog,  to  kennel  and  be  hanged — bite  your  mis- 
tress by  the  legs,  you  rogue \_She  zvhips  him. 

Ant.  Nay,  pr'ythee  Nacky,  now  thou  art  too 
loving :  hurry  durry,  odd,  I'll  be  a  dog  no  longer. 

Aqui.  Nay,  none  of  your  fawning  and  grinning: 
but  be  gone,  or  here's  the  discipline  :  what,  bite 
your  mistress  by  the  legs,  you  mongrel  ?  out  of 
doors hout,  hout,  to  kennel,  sirrah  !  go. 

Ant.  This  is  very  barbarous  usage,  Nack}'^,  very 

barbarous;  look  you,  I  will  not  go 1  will  not  stir 

from  the  door,  that  I  resolve hurry  duiry,  what, 

shut  me  out  ?  [_She  whips  him  out. 

Aqui.  Aye,  and  if  you  come  here  any  more  to- 
night, I'll  have  my  footmen  lug  you,  you  cur  :  what, 
bite  your  poor  mistress  Nacky,  sirrah  ! 

Elite?'  Maid. 

Maid.  Heavens,  madam!  what's  the  matter? 

\_He  howls  at  the  door  like  a  dog. 

VOL.  II.  A  A 
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Aqui.  Call  my  footmen  hither  presently. 

Enter  two  Footmen. 

Maid.  They  are  here  already,  madam  ;  the  house 
is  all  alarmed  with  a  strange  noise,  that  nobody 
knows  what  to  make  of. 

Aqui.  Go  all  of  you  and  turn  that  troublesome 
beast  in  the  next  room  out  of  my  house— If  I  ever 
see  him  within  these  walls  again,  without  my  leave 
for  his  admittance,  you  sneaking  rogues — I'll  have 
you  poison'd  all,  poison'd  like  rats  :  every  corner  of 
the  house  shall  stink  of  one  of  you :  go,  and  learn 
hereafter  to  know  my  pleasure.  So  now  for  my 
Pierre : 

Thus  when  the  godlike  lover  is  displeas'd. 

We  sacrifice  our  fool,  and  he's  appeas'd.  \JE.veunt* 


/ 

-7^  ► 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Belvidera. 


^ 


Bel.  I'm  sacrific'd  !  I'm  sold  !  betray'd  to  shame  I 
Inevitable  ruin  has  inclos'd  me  I 
No  sooner  was  I  to  my  bed  repair'd 
To  weigh  and,  weeping,  ponder  my  condition, 
But  the  old  hoary  wretch,  to  whose  false  care 
My  peace  and  honour  was  intrusted,_came. 
Like  Tarquin,  ghastly  with  infernal  lust. 

0  thou  Roman  Lucrece ! 

Thou  couldst  find  friends  to  vindicate  thy  wrong; 

1  never  had  but  one,  and  he's  prov'd  false  ; 

/^      He  that  should  guard  my  virtue  has  betray'd  it ; 
Left  me  I  undone  me!  Oh  that  I  could  hate  him  ! 
Where  shall  I  go !  Oh  whither,  whither  wander. 

Enter  Jaffeir. 
Jaf.  Can  Belvidera  want  a  resting-place. 
When  these  poor  arms  are  open  to  receive  her  t 
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Oh  'tis  in  vain  to  struggle  with  desires 

Strong  as  my  love  to  thee  ;  for  every  moment 

I'm  from  thy  sight,  my  heart  within  my  bosom 

Moans  like  a  tender  infant  in  its  cradle, 

Whose  nurse  had  left  it :  come,  and  with  the  songs 

Of  gentle  love  persuade  it  to  its  peace. 

Bel.  I  fear  the  stubborn  wanderer  will  not  own 
me ; 
'Tis  grown  a  rebel  to  be  rul'd  no  longer, 
Scorns  the  indulgent  bosom  that  first  lull'd  it ; 
And,  like  a  disobedient  child,  disdains 
The  soft  authority  of  Belvidera. 

JaJ'.  There  was  a  time 

Bel.  Yes,  yes,  there  was  a  time 

When  Belvidera's  tears,  her  cries,  and  sorrows, 
Were  not  despis'd  ;  when  if  she  chanc'd  to  sigh. 
Or  look  but  sad ; — there  was  indeed  a  time 
When  Jaffeir  would  have  ta'en  her  in  his  arms, 
Eas'd  her  declining  head  upon  his  breast. 
And  never  left  her  'till  he  found  the  cause. 
But  let  her  now  weep  seas. 
Cry  'till  she  rend  the  earth  ;  sigh  'till  she  burst 
Her  heart  asunder ;  still  he  bears  it  all, 
Deaf  as  the  wind,  and  as  the  rocks  unshaken. 

JaJ\  Have  I  been  deaf?  am  I  that  rock  unmov'd, 
Against  whose  root,  tears  beat,  and  sighs  are  sent? 
In  vain  have  I  beheld  thy  sorrows  calmly  ? 
Witness  against  me.  Heavens,  have  I  done  this  ? 
Then  bear  me  in  a  whirlwind  back  again, 
And  let  that  angry  dear  one  ne'er  forgive  me! 
Oh  thou  too  rashly  censurest  of  my  love ! 
Couidst  thou  but  think  how  I  have  spent  this  night. 
Dark  and  alone,  no  pillow  to  my  head, 
Rest  in  my  eyes,  nor  quiet  in  my  heart. 
Thou  would'st  not,    Belvidera,    sure  thou  would'st 

not. 
Talk  to  me  thus,  but  like  a  pitying  angel 

A  A  2 
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Spreading  thy  wings,  come  settle  on  my  breast. 
And  hatch  warm  comfort  there,  ere  sorrows  freeze. 
Bel.  Why  then,    poor  mourner,  in  what  baleful 
corner 
Hast  thou  been  talking  with  that  witch  the  night  ? 
On  what  cold  stone  hast  thou  been  stretch'd  along. 
Gathering  the  grumbling  winds  about  thy  head, 
To  mix  with  theirs  the  accents  of  thy  woes ! 
Oh  now  I  find  the  cause  my  love  forsakes  me ! 
I  am  no  longer  fit  to  bear  a  share 
In  his  concernments :  my  weak  female  virtue 
Must  not  be  trusted ;  'tis  too  frail  and  tender. 

Jaf.  Oh  Portia  !  Portia !  what  a  soul  was  thine  ! 

Bel.  That  Portia  was  a  woman;  and  when  Brutus, 
Big  with  the  fate  of  Rome,  Heaven  guard  thy  safety! 
Conceal'd  from  her  the  labours  of  his  mind. 
She  let  him  see  her  blood  was  great  as  his, 
Flow'd  from  a  spring  as  noble,  and  a  heart 
Fit  to  partake  his  troubles,  as  his  love : 
Fetch,  fetch  that  dagger  back,  the  dreadful  dower 
Thou  gav'st  last  night  in  parting  with  me ;  strike  it 
Here  to  my  heart,  and  as  the  blood  flows  from  it. 
Judge  if  it  run  not  pure  as  Cato's  daughter's. 

Jaf.  Thou  art  too  good,   and  I  indeed  unworthy. 
Unworthy  so  much  virtue :  teach  me  how 
I  may  desen/e  such  matchless  love  as  thine. 
And  sec  with  what  attention  I'll  obey  thee. 

Bel.  Do  not  despise  me  :  that's  the  all  I  ask. 

Jaf.  Despise  thee!  hear  me 

Bel.  Oh  thy  charming  tongue 

Is  but  too  well  acquainted  with  my  weakness ; 
Knows,  let  it  name  but  love,  my  melting  heart 
Dissolves  within  my  breast ;  'till  with  clos'd  eyes 
I  reel  into  thy  arms,  and  all's  forgotten. 

Jaf.  What  shall  I  do  ? 

Bel.  Tell  me!  be  just,  and  tell  me 

Why  dwells  that  busy  cloud  upon  thy  face  r 
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Why  am  I  made  a  stranger  ?  why  that  sigh, 
And  I  not  know  the  cause  ?  why  when  the  world 
Is  wrapt  in  rest,  why  chooses  then  my  love 
To  wander  up  and  down  in  horrid  darkness, 
Loathing  his  bed,  and  these  desiring  arms  ? 
Why  are  these  eyes  bloodshot  with  tedious  watching? 
Why  starts  he  now  ?  and  looks  as  if  he  wish'd 
His  fate  were  finish'd  ?  tell  me,  ease  my  fear ; 
Lest  when  we  next  time  meet,  I  want  the  power 
To  search  into  the  sickness  of  thy  mind. 
But  talk  as  wildly  then  as  thou  look'st  now. 

Jaf.  Oh  Belvidera! 

Bel.  Why  was  I  last  night  deliver'd  to  a  villain? 

Jaf.  Hah,  a  villain  ?  . 

Bel.  Yes !  to  a  villain  !  why  at  such  an  hour  -^ 

Meets  that  assembly,  all  made  up  of  wretches. 
That  look  as  hell  has  drawn  them  into  league  ? 
Why,  I  in  this  hand,  and  in  that  a  dagger. 
Was  I  deliver'd  with  such  dreadful  ceremonies  ? 
"  To  you,  sirs,  and  your  honour  I  bequeath  her, 
"  And  with  her  this :  whene'er  I  prove  unworthy, 
*'  You  know  the  rest,  then  strike  it  to  her  heart  ?" 
Oh  why's  that  rest  conceafd  from  me  ?  must  I  ~^y 

Be  made  the  hostap;e  of  a  hellish  trust?  — ^ 

For  such  I  know  I  am  ;  that's  all  my  value! 
But  by  the  love  and  loyalty  I  owe  thee, 
I'll  free  thee  from  the  bondage  of  these  slaves ; 
Strait  to  the  senate,  tell  them  all  I  know. 
All  that  I  think,  all  that  my  fears  inform  me. 

Jaf.  Is  this  the  Roman  virtue !  this  the  blood 
That  boasts  its  purity  with  Cato's  daughter  I 
Would  she  have  e'er  betray'd  her  Brutus  ? 

Bel.  No, 

For  Brutus  trusted  her :  wert  thou  so  kind, 
What  would  not  Belvidera  suffer  for  thee  ? 

Jaf  I  shall  undo  myself,  and  tell  thee  all. 

Bel.  Look  not  upon  me  as  I  am,  a  woman, 


358      VENICE  PRESERVED;  OR,     [act  in. 

But  as  a  bone,  thy  wife,  thy  friend  ;  who  long 
Has  had  admission  to  thy  heart,  and  there 
Studied  the  virtues  of  thy  gallant  nature  ; 
Thy  constancy,  thy  courage,  and  thy  truth. 
Have  been  my  daily  lesson  :  I  have  learn'd  them, 
And,  bold  as  thou,  can  suffer  or  despise 
The  worst  of  fates  for  thee ;  and  with  thee  share 
them. 

Jaf.  Oh  you  divinest  powers !  look  down  and  hear 
My  prayers  !  instruct  me  to  reward  this  virtue ! 
Yet  think  a  little,  ere  thou  tempt  me  further ; 
Think  I've  a  tale  to  tell  will  shake  thy  nature. 
Melt  all  this  boasted  constancy  thou  talk'st  of 
Into  vile  tears  and  despicable  sorrows : 
Then  if  thou  should'st  betray  me ! 

Bel.  Shall  I  swear  ? 

Jaf.  No,  do  not  swear :  I  would  not  violate 
Thy  tender  nature  with  so  rude  a  bond  : 
But  as  thou  hop'st  to  see  me  live  my  days. 
And  love  thee  long,  lock  this  within  thy  breast ; 
I've  bound  myself  by  all  the  strictest  sacraments. 
Divine  and  human-— — 

Bel.  Speak ! 

Jaf.  To  kill  thy  father- 

Bel.  My  father! 

Jaf  Nay,  the  throats  of  the  whole  senate 

Shall  bleed,  my  Belvidera  :  he  amongst  us 
That  spares  his  father,  brother,  or  his  friend. 
Is  damn'd.     How  rich  and  beauteous  will  the  face 
Of  ruin  look,  when  these  wide  streets  run  blood ; 
I,  arnl  the  glorious  partners  of  my  fortune 
Shouting,  and  striding  o'er  the  prostrate  dead. 
Still  to  new  waste ;  whilst  thou,  far  off  in  safety 
Smiling,  shalt  see  the  wonders  of  our  daring ; 
And  when  night  comes,  with  praise  and  love  receive 
me. 

Bel.  Oh! 
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Jaf.    Have  a  care,  and  shrink  not  even  in  thought! 
For  if  thou  do'st 

Bel.  I  know  it,  thou  wilt  kill  me. 

Do,  strike  thy  sword  into  this  bosom  :  lay  me 
Dead  on  the  earth,  and  then  thou  wilt  be  safe.         -, 
Murder  my  father !  though  his  cruel  nature  / 

Has  persecuted  me  to  my  undoing ;  1      , 

Driven  me  to  basest  wants  ;  can  I  behold  him,  ^ 

With  smiles  of  vengeance,  butcher'd  in  his  age  ? 
The  sacred  fountain  of  my  life  destroy'd  ? 
And  canst  thou  shed  the  blood  that  gave  me  being? 
Nay,  be  a  traitor  too,  and  sell  thy  country  ? 
Can  thy  great  heart  descend  so  vilely  low, 
Mix  with  hired  slaves,  bravoes,  and  common  stabbers. 
Nose-slitters,  alley-lurking  villains !  join 
With  such  a  crew,  and  take  a  ruffian's  wages. 
To  cut  the  throats  of  wretches  as  tliey  sleep  ? 

Jcif.  Thou  wrong'st  me,  Belvidera !  I've  engag'd 
With  men  of  souls :   fit  to  reform  the  ills 
Of  all  mankind :  there's  not  a  heart  amongst  them, 
But's  stout  as  death,  yet  honest  as  the  nature 
Of  man  first  made,  ere  fraud  and  vice  were  fashions. 

Bel.  What's  he,  to  whose  curst  hands  last  night 
thou  gav'st  me  ? 
Was  that  well  done?   Oh !   I  could  tell  a  story 
Would  rouze  thy  lion-heart  out  of  its  den. 
And  make  it  rage  with  terrifying  fury. 

Jaf.  Speak  on,  I  charge  thee ! 

Bel.  Oh  my  love !  if  ere 

Thy  Belvidera's  peace  deserve  thy  care, 
Remove  me  from  this  place:  last  night!   last  night! 

Jdf.  Distract  me  not,  but  give  me  all  tlie  truth. 

Bel.  No  sooner  wert  thou  gone,  and  I  alone,  !^^ 

Left  in  the  power  of  that  old  son  of  miscluef ;  , 

No  sooner  was  I  lain  on  my  sad  bed,  -^ 

But  that  vile  wretch  approach'd  me;    loose,   unbut- 
ton'd. 


36o      VENICE  PRESERVED ;  OR,     [act  hi. 

Ready  for  violation  :  then  my  heart 
Throbb'd  with  its  fears:  oh  how  I  wept  and  sigh'd. 
And  shrunk  and  trembled  ;   wish'd  in  vain  for  him 
That  should  protect  me.     Thou,   alas  !   wert  gone. 

Jaf.  Patience !  sweet  Heaven,  'till   I   make  ven- 
geance sure. 

Bel.  He  drew  the  hideous  dagger  forth  thou  gav'st 
him, 
And  with  upbraiding  smiles  he  said,  "  Behold  it, 
"  This  is  the  pledge  of  a  false  husband's  love :" 
And  in  my  arms  then  prest,  and  would  have  clasp'd 

me ; 
But  with  my  cries  I  scar'd  his  coward  heart, 
'Till  he  withdrew,  and  mutter'd  vows  to  hell. 
These  are  thy  friends!  with  these  thy  life,  thy  honour. 
Thy  love  all  stak'd,  and  all  will  go  to  ruin. 

Jaf.  No  more :  I  charge  thee  keep  this  secret 
close ; 
Clear  up  thy  sorrows,  look  as  if  thy  wrongs 
Were  all  forgot,  and  treat  him  like  a  friend. 
As  no  complaint  were  made.     No  more  ;  retire. 
Retire  my  life,  and  doubt  not  of  my  honour; 
I'll  heal  its  faihngs,  and  deserve  thy  love. 

Bel.  Oh  should  I  part  with  thee,  I  fear  thou  wilt 
In  anger  leave  me,  and  return  no  more. 

Jaf.  Return   no  more!  I  would  not  live  without 
thee 
Another  night  to  purchase  the  creation. 

Bel.  When  shall  we  meet  again  ? 

Jaf.  Anon  at  twelve. 

I'll  steal  myself  to  thy  expecting  arms. 
Come  like  a  travell'd  dove,  and  bring  thee  peace. 

Bel.  Indeed! 

Jaf.  By  all  our  loves  ! 

Bel.  'Tis  hard  to  part : 

But  sure  no  falsehood  ever  look'd  so  fairly. 
Farewell,  remember  twelve.  [^Exit, 


SCENE  II.]     A  PLOT  DISCOVERED.  36l 

Jaf.  Let  Heaven  forget  me 

When  I  remember  not  thy  truth,  thy  love. 
How  curst  is  my  condition,  toss'd  and  justled 
From  every  corner  ;  Fortune's  common  fool. 
The  jest  of  rogues,  an  instrumental  ass 
For  villains  to  lay  loads  of  shame  upon. 
And  drive  about  just  for  their  ease  and  scorn. 

Enter  Pierre. 

Pierre.  Jaffeir! 

Jaf.  Who  calls ! 

Pierre.  A  friend,  that  could  have  wish'd 

T'  have  found  thee  otherwise  cmploy'd :  what,  hunt 
A  wife  on  the  dull  soil !  sure  a  stanch  husband 
Of  all  hounds  is  the  dullest?  wilt  thou  never. 
Never  be  wean'd  from  caudles  and  confections  ? 
What  feminine  tale  hast  thou  been  listening  to. 
Of  unair'd  shirts ;  catarrhs  and  tooth-ach,  got 
By  thin-sol'd  shoes  ?  damnation  !  that  a  fellow 
Chosen  to  be  a  sharer  in  the  destruction 
Of  a  whole  people,  should  sneak  thus  in  corners 
To  ease  his  fulsome  lusts,  and  fool  his  mind. 

Jaf.  May  not  a  man  then  trifle  out  an  hour 
With  a  kind  woman,  and  not  wrong  his  calling  ? 

Pierre.  Not  in  a  cause  like  ours. 

Jaf.  Then  friend,  our  cause 

Is  in  a  damn'd  condition  :  for  I'll  tell  thee. 
That  canker-worm  called  letchery,  has  touch'd  it ; 
'Tis  tainted  vilely :  wouldst  thou  think  it,  Renault, 
(That  mortified  old  wither'd  winter  rogue) 
Loves  simple  fornication  like  a  priest. 
I  found  him  out  for  watering  at  my  wife : 
He  visited  her  last  night,  like  a  kind  guardian  : 
Faith  she  has  some  temptations,  that's  the  truth  on't. 

Pierre.  He  durst  not  wrong  his  trust ! 

Jaf.  'Twas  something  late  though 

To  take  the  freedom  of  a  lady's  chamber. 
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Pierre^  Was  she  in  bed  ? 

Jaf.  YeSj  faith,  in  virgin  sheets 

White  as  her  bosom,  Pierre,  dish'd  neatly  up. 
Might  tempt  a  weaker  appetite  to  taste. 
Oh  liow  the  old  fox  stank  I  warrant  thee. 
When  the  rank  fit  was  on  him. 

Pierre.  Patience  guide  me ! 

He  us'd  no  violence  ? 

Jqf.  No,  no !  out  on't,  violence ! 

Play*d  with  her  neck;    brush'd  her  with  his  grey 

beard, 
Struggled  and  touz'd,  tickled  her  'till  she  squeak'd  a 

Httle 
May  be,  or  so — but  not  a  jot  of  violence 

Pierre,  Damn  him. 

Jaf.  Ay.  so  say  I :  but  hush,  no  more  on*t ; 

All  hitherto  is  well,  and  I  believe 
Myself  no  monster  yet :  though  no  man  knows 
What  fate  he's  born  to :  sure  'tis  near  the  hour 
We  all  should  meet  for  our  concluding  orders  : 
Will  the  ambassador  be  here  in  person  ? 

Pierre.  No:  he  has  sent  commission  to  that  villain 
Renault,  to  give  the  executing  charge  ; 
I'd  have  thee  be  a  man,  if  possible, 
And  keep  thy  temper ;  for  a  brave  revenge 
Ne'er  comes  too  late. 

Jaf.  Fear  not,  I'm  cool  as  patience  i 

Had  he  completed  my  dishonour,  rather 
Than  hazard  the  success  our  hopes  are  ripe  for, 
I'd  bear  it  all  with  mortifying  virtue. 

Pierre.  He's  yonder,  coming  this  way  through 
the  hall ; 
His  thoughts  seem  full. 

Jaf.  Pr'ythee  retire,  and  leave  me 

With  him  alone ;  I'll  put  him  to  some  trial, 
See  how  his  rotten  part  will  bear  the  touching. 

Pierre.  Be  careful  then.  [E^vit. 
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Jaf.  Nay,  never  doubt,  but  trust  me. 

What,  be  a  devil !  take  a  damning  oath 
For  shedding  native  blood !  can  there  be  a  sin 
In  merciful  repentance  ?  Oh  this  villain.        \_Aside. 

Enter  Renault. 

Ren.  Perverse!  and  peevish!  what  a  slave  is  man ! 
To  let  his  itching  flesh  thus  get  the  better  of  him  ! 

Dispatch  the  tool  her  husband that  were  well. 

Who's  there? 

Jaf.  A  man. 

Ren.  My  friend,  my  near  ally ! 

The  hostage  of  your  faith,  my  beauteous  charge. 
Is  very  well. 

Jaf'.  Sir,  are  you  sure  of  that  ? 

Stands  she  in  perfect  health  ?  beats  her  pulse  even  ? 
Neither  too  hot  nor  cold  r 

Ren.  What  means  that  question  ? 

Jaf.  Oh  women  have  fantastic  constitutions. 
Inconstant  as  their  wishes,  always  wavering, 
And  never  fixt ;  was  it  not  boldly  done 
Even  at  first  sight  to  trust  the  thing  I  lov'd 
(A  tempting  treasure  too !)  with  youth  so  fierce 
And  vigorous  as  thine  ?  but  thou  art  honest. 

Ren.  Who  dares  accuse  me  ?  • 

Jaf.  Curst  be  he  that  doubti 

Thy  virtue ;  I  have  tried  it,  and  declare. 
Were  I  to  choose  a  guardian  of  my  honour, 
I'd  put  it  in  thy  keeping :  for  I  know  thee. 

Ren.  Know  me ! 

Jaf.  Ay,  know    thee :    there's    no  falsehood  in 
thee. 
Thou  look'st  just  as  thou  art:  let  us  embrace. 
Now  wouldst  thou  cut  my  throat,  or  I  cut  thine  ? 

Ren.  You  dare  not  do't. 

JaJ",  You  lie,  sir. 

Ren.  How ! 
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Jqf.  No  more. 

'Tis  a  base  world  and  must  reform,  that's  all. 

Enter  Spinosa,  Theodore,  Eliot,  Revillido, 
DuRAND,  Bramveil,  and  the  rest  of  the  Con- 
spirators. '  .\ 

Ren.  Spinosa!  Theodore! 

Spi.  The  same. 

Ren.  You  are  welcome ! 

Spi.  You  are  trembling,  sir. 

Ren.  'Tis  a  cold  night  indeed,  and  I  am  aged. 
Full  of  decay  and  natural  infirmities  ; 

[Pierre  re-enters. 
We  shall  be  warm,  my  friend,  I  hope,  to-morrow. 

Pierre.  'Twas  not  well  done ;  thou  shouldst  have 
stroak'd  him. 
And  not  have  gall'd  him. 

Jaf.  Damn  him,  let  him  chew  on't. 

Heaven !  where  am  I  ?  beset  with  cursed  fiends. 
That  wait  to  damn  me :  What  a  devil's  man. 
When  he  forgets  his  nature — hush,  my  heart.  \_Aside, 

Ren.  My  friends,  'tis  late  :  Are  we  assembled  all? 
Where's  Theodore  ? 

Theo.  At  hand. 

Ren.  Spinosa. 

Spi.  Here. 

Ren.  Bramveil. 

Brum.  I'm  ready. 

Ren.  Durand  and  Brabe. 

Dur.  Command  us ; 

We  are  both  prepar'd  ! 

Ren.  Mezzano,  Revillido, 

Ternon,  Retrosi ;  oh  you're  men  I  find. 
Fit  to  behold  your  fate,  and  meet  her  summons  % 
To-morrow's  rising  sun  must  see  you  all 
Deck'd  in  your  honours !  are  the  soldiers  ready  ? 

All.  All,  all. 
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Ren.  You,  Durand,  with   your  thousand,  must 
possess 
St.  Marks;  you,  captain,  know  your  charge  already; 
'Tis  to  secure  the  Ducal  Palace  :   You, 
Brabe,  with  a  hundred  more,  must  gain  the  Secquc. 
With  the  like  number,  Bramveil,  to  the  Procuralc* 
Be  all  this  done  with  the  least  tumult  possible, 
'Till  in  each  place  you  post  sufficient  guards : 
Then  sheathe  your  swords  in  every  breast  you  meet. 
Jaf,  Oh  reverend  cruelty!  Damn'd  bloody  villain! 

\_Aside. 
Ren.  During  this  execution,  Durand,  you 
Must  in  the  midst  keep  your  battalia  fast; 
And,  Theodore,  be  sure  to  plant  the  cannon 
That  may  command  the  streets ;  whilst  Revillido, 
Mezzano,  Ternon,  and  Retrosi,  guard  you. 
This  done,  we'll  give  the  general  alarm. 
Apply  petards,  and  force  the  ars'nal  gates  ; 
Then  fire  the  city  round  in  several  places. 
Or  with  our  cannon  (if  it  dare  resist) 
Batter't  to  ruin-     But,  above  all,  I  charge  you 
Shed  blood  enough,  spare  neither  sex  nor  age, 
Name  nor  condition  ;  if  there  live  a  senator 
After  to-morrow,  though  the  dullest  rogue  / 

That  ere  said  nothing,  we  have  lost  our  ends  ;         / 
If  possible,  let's  kill  the  very  name 
Of  senator,  and  bury  it  in  blood. 

J(if.    Merciless,     horrid    slave ! Ay,    blood 

enough ! 
Shed   blood    enough,     old    Renault :     How   thou 
charms't  me !  \^Aside. 

Ren.  But  one  thing  more,  and  then  farewell  'till 
fate 
Join  us  again,  or  separate  us  ever : 
First  let's  embrace.     Heaven  knows  who  next  shall 

thus 
Wing  ye  together :  but  let's  all  remember 
We  wear  no  common  cause  upon  our  swords : 
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Let  each  man  think  that  on  his  sinj^lc  virtue 
Depends  the  good  and  fame  of  all  the  rest ; 
Eternal  honour  or  perpetual  infamv. 
Let  us  remember  through  what  dreadful  hazards 
Propitious  fortune  hitherto  has  led  us, 
How  often  on  the  brink  of  some  discovery 
Have  we  stood  tottering,  yet  still  kept  our  ground 
So  well,  that  the  busiest  searchers  ne'er  could  follow 
Those  subtle  tracts  which  puzzled  all  suspicion. 
You  droop,  sir. 

Jaf,  No  :  with  most  profound  attention 

I've  heard  it  all,  and  wonder  at  thy  virtue. 

Reiu  Though  there  be  yet  few  hours  'twixt  them 
and  ruin, 
Are  not  the  senate  lull'd  in  full  security. 
Quiet  and  satisfied,  as  fools  are  always  ! 
Never  did  so  profound  repose  fore-run 
Calamity  so  great :   Nay,  our  good  fortune 
Has  blinded  the  most  j)iercing  of  mankind, 
Strengthcn'd  the  foarfullest,    charm'd  the  most  sus- 

])ectful, 
Confounded  the  most  subtle :  for  we  live, 
We  live  my  friends,  and  quickly  shall  our  life 
Prove  fatal  to  these  tyrants  :  Let's  consider 
That  we  destroy  oj)pression,  avarice, 
A  people  nurs'd  up  equally  with  vices 
And  loathsome  lusts,  which  nature  most  abhors. 
And  such  as  without  shame  she  cannot  suffer. 

Jaf.  Oh  Helvidera,  take  me  to  thy  arms. 
And  shew  me  where's  my  peace,  for  I  have  lost  it. 

\_As\dc.   [Ea'it. 
Ren.  Without  the  least  remorse  then  let's  resolve 
With  fire  and  sword  to  exterminate  these  tyrants ; 
And  when  we  shall  behold  those  curs'd  tril)unals, 
Stain'd  by  the  tears  and  sufferings  of  the  innocent. 
Burning    with    fiames,     rather   from    Heaven   than 

ours, 
Tlie  raging,  furious,  and  unpiiying  soldier 
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Pulling  his  reeking  dagger  from  the  bosoms 
Of  gasping  wretches  ;  death  in  every  quarter, 
With  all  that  sad  disorder  can  produce. 
To  make  a  spectacle  of  horror  ;  then. 
Then  let  us  call  to  mind,  my  dearest-friends. 
That  there  is  notiiing  pure  upon  the  earth ; 
That  the  most  valued  things  have  most  allays. 
And  that  in  change  of  all  those  vile  enormities, 
Under  whose  weight  this  wretched  country  labours. 
The  means  are  only  in  our  hands  to  crown  them. 
Pierre.  And  may  those  Powers  above  that  are 
propitious 
To  gallant  minds,  record  this  cause,  and  bless  it. 

Ren.  Thus  happy,  thus  secure  of  all  we  wish  for. 
Should  there,  my  friends,  be  found  amongst  us  one 
False  to  this  glorious  enterprize,  what  fate. 
What  vengeance  were  enough  for  such  a  villain  ? 
Eliot.  Death  here,  without  repentance;  hell  here- 
after. 
Ren.  Let  that  be  my  lot,  if  as  here  I  stand. 
Listed  by  fate  amongst  her  darling  sons, 
Though  I  had  one  only  brother,  dear  by  all 
The  strictest  ties  of  nature  ;  though  one  hour 
Had  given  us  birth,  one  fortune  fed  our  wants. 
One  only  love,  and  that  but  of  each  other. 
Still  fiird  our  minds :  could  I  liave  such  a  friend 
Join'd  in  this  cause,  and  had  but  ground  to  fear 
He  meant  foul  play ;  may  this  right  hand  drop  from 

me. 
If  I'd  not  hazard  all  my  future  peace, 
And  stab  him  to  the  heart  before  you  :  Who  ? 
Who  would  do  less  ?  Would  thou  not,  Pierre,  the 
same  ? 
Pierre.  You've  singled  me,  sir,  out  for  this  hard 
question, 
As  if  'twere  started  only  for  my  sake ! 
Am  I  the  thing  you  fear?  Here,  here's  my  bosom, 
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Search  it  with  all  your  swords  !  am  I  a  traitor  ? 

Ren.  No :  but  I  fear  your  late  commended  frien^^ 
Is  little  less:  Come,  sirs,  'tis  now  no  time  ^.^  j 

To  trifle  with  our  safety.     Where's  this  JafTeir  ? 

Spi.  He  left  the  room  just  now  in  strange  disorder. 

Ren.  Nay,  there  is   danger  in  him :   I  observ'd 
him 
During  the  time  I  took  for  explanation. 
He  was  transported  from  most  deep  attention 
To  a  confusion  which  he  could  not  smother. 
His  looks  grew  full  of  sadness  and  surprize. 
All  which  betray'd  a  wav'ring  spirit  in  him. 
That  labour'd  with  reluctancy  and  sorrow. 
What's  requisite  for  safety,  must  be  done 
With  speedy  execution  ;  he  remains  hdJk 

Yet  in  our  power :  I  for  my  own  part  wear  \fy 

A  dagger 

Pierre.  Well  ,,     .,  .    v  ob  v*iW 

Ren.  And  I  could  wish  it— ^  y 

Pierre.  Where  t 

Ren.  Buried  in  his  heart.  .  i> 

Pierre.  Away  !  we're  yet  all  friends  ! 

No  more  of  this,  'twill  breed  ill  blood  amongst  us. 
Spi.  Let  us  all  draw  our  swords,  and  search  the 
house,      ci>,i  7  ,| 

Pull  him  from  the  dark  hole  where  he  sits  brooding 
O'er  his  cold  fears,  and  each  man  kill  his  share  of 
him. 
Pierre.  Who  talks  of  kilHng  r  who's  he  will  shed^, 
the  blood  ^^ 

That's  dear  to  me  !  Is't  you  ?  or  you  ?  or  you,  sir  }^ 
What,  not  one  speak  ?  How  you  stand  gaping  alli-| 
On  your  grave  oracle,  your  wooden  god  there ; 
Yet  not  a  word  ?  Then,  sir,  I'll  tell  ye  a  secret  Jbff  A 
Suspicion's  but  at  best  a  coward's  virtue  !  uj 

■-.^-  r 7b  Renault. 

hen,  A  coward {^Handles  his  sword. 


-.  'J- 


SCENE  II.]      A  PLOT  DISCOVERED.  36g 

Pierre.  Put  up  thy  sword,  old  man, 

Thy  hand  shakes  at  it ;  come,  let's  heal  this  breach, 
I  am  too  hot :  we  yet  may  all  live  friends. 

Spi.  Till  we  are  safe,  our  friendship  cannot  be  so. 

Pierre.  Again!  who's  that? 

Spi.  'Twas  I. 

Theo.  And  I. 

Revil,  And  I. 

Eliot,  And  all. 

lien.  Who  are  on  my  side  ? 

Spi.  Every  honest  sword. 

Let's  die  like  men,  and  not  be  sold  like  slaves. 

Pierre.  One  such  word  more,  by  Heaven,  I'll  to 
the  senate, 
And  hang  ye  all  like  dogs,  in  clusters. 
Why    peep   your   coward    swords    half  out     their 

shells? 
Why  do  you  not  all  brandish  them  like  mine  ? 
You  fear  to  die,  and  yet  dare  talk  of  killing. 

Ren.  Go  to  the  senate  and  betray  us ;  haste. 
Secure  thy  wretched  life ;  we  fear  to  die 
Less  than  thou  dar'st  be  honest. 

Pierre.  That's  rank  falsehood. 

Fear'st  not  thou  death  ?  Fie,  there's  a  knavish  itch 
In  that  salt  blood,  an  utter  foe  to  smarting. 
Had  Jaffeir's  wife  prov'd  kind,  he'd  still  been  true. 

Faugh -how  that  stinks ! 

Thou  die !  thou  kill  my  friend,  or  thou,  or  thou, 
Or  thou,  with  that  lean,  withcr'd,  wretched  face ! 
Away,  disperse  all  to  your  several  charges. 
And  meet  to-morrow  where  your  honour  calls  you ; 
I'll  bring  that  man,  whose  blood  you  so  much  thirst 
for, 

And  you  shall  see  him  venture  for  you  fairly 

Hence,  hence,  I  say.  \_Edit  Renault  angrily, 

Spi.  I  fear  we've  been  to  blame ;  and  done  too 
much. 

VOL.  II.  B  B 
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Theo.  'Twas  too  far  urg'd  against  the  man  you 
lov'd. 

Revil.  Here  take  our  swords,  and  crush  them 
with  your  feet. 

Spi.  Forgive  us,  gallant  friend. 

Pierre.  Nay,  now  you've  found 

The  way  to  melt,  and  cast  me  as  you  will : 
I'll  fetch  this  friend  and  give  him  to  your  mercy. 
Nay,  he  shall  die,  if  you  will  take  him  from  me. 
For  your  repose,  I'll  quit  my  heart's  best  jewel; 
But  would  not  have  him  torn  away  by  villains. 
And  spiteful  villany. 

Spi.  No  ;  may  ye  both 

For  ever  live,  and  fill  the  world  with  fame  ! 

Pierre.  Now  you're  too  kind.  Whence  rose  all 
this  discord? 
Oh  what  a  dangerous  precipice  have  we  'scap'd  hi'V 
How  near  a  fall  was  all  we  had  long  been  buildingi 
What  an  eternal  blot  had  stain'd  our  glories!  •/ 
If  one,  the  bravest  and  the  best  of  men  f 

Had  fallen  a  sacrifice  to  rash  suspicion !  "^ 

Butcher'd   by  those,     whose    cause    he   came    to 

cherish : 
Oh,  could  you  know  him  all  as  I  have  known  him, 
How  good  he  is,  how  just,  how  true,  how  brave. 
You  wonld~not  leave  this  place  till  you  had  seen  him ; 
Humbled  yourselves  before  him,  kiss'd  his  feet, 
And  gam'd  remission  for  the  worst  of  follies. 
Come  but  to-morrow,  all  your  doubts  shall  end. 
And  to  your  loves  me  better  recommend, 
That  I've  preserv'd  your  fame,  and  sav'd  my  friend. 

[E^veunt. 

.")l  bnA 
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ACT  IV. 
SCENE     I. 

Enter  Jaffeir  and  Belvidera. 

Jaf.  Where  dost  thou   lead  me  ?  every  step   I 
move, 
Methinks  I  tread  upen  some  mangled  limb 
Of  a  rack'd  friend  :  oh  my  dear  charming  ruin  ! 
Where  are  we  wand'ring  ? 

Bel.  To  eternal  honour ; 

To  do  a  deed  shall  chronicle  thy  name,  | 

Among  the  glorious  legends  of  those  few 
That  have  say'd  sinkingjiatiojjs  :  thy  renown 
Shall  be  the  future  song  of  all  the  virgins. 
Who  by  their  piety  have  been  preserv'd 
From  horrid  violation  :  every  street 
Shall  be  adorn'd  with  statues  to  thy  honour. 
And  at  thy  feet  this  great  inscription  written, 
Remember  him  that  propped  the  fall  of  Venice, 

Jaf.  Rather,  remember  him,  who,  after  all 
The  sacred  bonds  of  oaths  and  holier  friendship. 
In  fond  compassion  to  a  woman's  tears 
Forgot  his  manhood,  virtue,  truth,  and  honour. 
To  sacrifice  the  bosom  that  reliev'd  him. 
Why  wilt  thou  damn  me  ? 

Bel.  Oh  inconstant  man ! 

Hqw  will  you  promise  ?  how  will  you  deceive  ? 

Do,  return  back,  replace  me  in  my  bondage, 

Tell  all  thy  friends  how  dangerously  thou  lov'st  me, 

And  let  thy  dagger  do  its  bloody  office. 

Oh  that  kind  das-o-er,  Jaffeir,  how  'twill  look, 

1  •  111 

Stuck  through  my  heart ;  drench'd  m  my  blood  to 

the  hilts, 
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Whilst  these  poor  dying  eyes  shall  with  their  tears    "* 

No  more  torment  thee  ;  then  thou  wilt  be  free  :       ^ 

Or  if  thou  think'st  it  nobler,  let  me  live 

Till  I'm  a  victim  to  the  hateful  lust 

Of  that  infernal  devil,  that  old  fiend 

That's  damn'd  himself,  and  would  undo  mankind. 

Last  night,  my  love  ! 

^^'  Name,  name  it  not  again, 

It  shews  a  beastly  image  to  my  fancy 
Will  wake  me  into  madness.     Oh  the  villain ! 
That  durst  approach  such  purity  as  thine, 
On  terms  so  vile :  destruction,  swift  destruction 
Fall  on  my  coward  head,  and  make  my  name 
The  common  scorn  of  fools,  if  I  forgive  him  ; 
If  I  forgive  him  !  if  I  not  revenge 
With  utmost  rage,  and  most  unstaying  fury, 
Thy  suffering,  thou  dear  darling  of  my  life.  ^ 

Bel.  Delay  no  longer  then,  iDut  to  the  senate ;  ^^ 
And  tell  the  dismal'st  story  ever  utter'd  : 
Tell  them  what  bloodshed,  rapines,  desolations, 
Have  been  prepar'd  ;  how  near's  the  fatal  hour  !- 
Save  thy  poor  country,  save  the  reverend  blood 
Of  all  its  nobles,  which  to-morrow's  dawn 
Must  else  see  shed  :  save  the  poor  tender  lives 
Of  all  those  little  infants,  which  the  swords 
Of  murderers  are  whetting  for  this  moment ; 
Think  thou  already  hear'st  their  dying  screams. 
Think  that  thou  see'st  their  sad  distracted  mothers 
Kneeling  before  thy  feet,  and  begging  pity. 
With  torn  dishevcll'd  hair,  and  streaming  eyes. 
Their  naked  mangled  breasts  bcsmear'd  with  bloody 
And  even  the  milk  with  which  their  fondled  babes  ^ 
Softly  they  hush'd,  dropping  in  anguish  from  therriJ 
Think  thou  see'st  this,  and  then  consult  thy  heart.T 

Jaf.  Oh! 

Bel.  Think  too,  if  you  lose  tliis  present  minute,  ^ 
What  miseries  the  next  day  brings  upon  thee.X*^  i^^'i 
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Imagine  all  the  horrors  of  that  night, 
Murder  and  rapine,  waste  and  desolation, 
Confus'dly  raging.     Think  what  then  may  prove 
My  lot !  the  ravisher  may  then  come  safe, 
And  'midst  the  terror  of  the  public  ruin 
Do  a  damn'd  deed  ;  perhaps  may  lay  a  train 
To  catch  thy  life ;  then  where  will  be  revenge, 
The  dear  revenge  that's  due  to  such  a  wrong  f 
Jaf.  By  all   Heaven's  Powers,    prophetic  truth 
dwells  in  thee. 
For  every  word  thou  speak'st  strikes  through  my     ( 

heart 
Like  a  new  light,  and  shews  it  how't  has  wander'd. 
Just  what  thou'st  made,  take  me,  Belvidera, 
And  lead  me  to  the  place  where  I'm  to  say 
This  bitter  lesson  ;  where  I  must  betray 
My  truth,  my  virtue,  constancy  and  friends  ; 
^"Must  I  betray  my  friend  !  Ah  take  me  quickly,  J 

"^Secure  me  well  before  that  thought's  renew'd ; 
If  I  relapse  once  more,  all's  lost  for  ever. 

Bel.  Hast    thou  a  friend    more  dear  than  Bel- 
videra? 
Jaf.  No ;  thou'rt  my  soul  itself,  wealth,  friend- 
ship, honour ; 
All  present  joys,  and  earnest  of  all  future. 
Are  sumni'd  in  thee :   methinks  when  in  thy  arms 
Thus  leaning  on  thy  breast,  one  minute's  more 
Than  a  long  thousand  years  of  vulgar  Iwurs. 
Why  was  such  happiness  not  given  me  pure  ? 
Why  dash'd  with  cruel  wrongs,  and  bitter  warnings  r 
Come,  lead  me  forward  now  like  a  tame  lamb 
To  sacrifice.     Thus  in  his  fatal  garlands  a^ 

Deck'd  fine,  and  pleas'd,  the  wanton  skips  and  plays. 
Trots  by  th'  enticing  flattering  priestess'  side, 
And  much  transported  with  its  little  pride, 
Forgets  his  dear  companions  of  the  plain  ; 
Till  bv  her  bound,  he's  on  the  altar  lain,  sr 
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Yet  then  too  hardly  bleats,  such  pleasure's  in  the 
pain. 

Enter  Officer  and  slv  Guards. 

Officer.  Stand,  who  goes  there? 

Bel.  Friends. 

Jaf,  Friends,    Belvidera!     hide   me    from    my 
friends. 
By  Heaven,  I'd  rather  see  the  face  of  Hell, 
Than  meet  the  man  I  love. 

Officer.  But  what  friends  are  you  ? 

Bel.  Friends  to  the  senate  and  the  state  of  Venice. 

Officer.  My  orders  are  to  seize  on  all  I  find 
At  this  late  hour,  and  bring  them  to  the  council, 
Who  now  are  sitting. 

Jaf.  Sir,  you  shall  be  obey'd. 

Hold,  brittes,  stand  off,  none  of  your  paws  upon  me* ' 
Now  the  lot's  cast,  and  fate  do  what  thou  wilt. 

\_Exeunt  guarded, 

SCENE  II. 

The  Senate-house. 

Where  appear  sitting,  the  Duke  0/ Venice,  Priuli, 
Antonio,  and  eight  other  Senators. 

Duke.  Antony,  Priuli,  senators  of  Venice, 
Speak,  why  are  we  assembled  here  this  night  ? 
What  have  vou  to  inform  us  of,  concerns 
The  state  of  Venice'  honour,  or  its  safety  ? 

Bri.  Could  words  express  the  story  I've  to  tell 

you. 

Fathers,  these  tears  were  useless,  these  sad  tears 
That  fall  from  my  old  eye  ;   but  there  is  cause 
We  all  should  weep,  tear  oft' these  purple  robes, 
And  wrap  ourselves  in  sackcloth,  sitting  down 
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On  the  sad   earth,  and  cry  aloud  to  Heaven. 
Heaven  knows  if  yet  there  be  an  hour  to  come 
Ere  Venice  be  no  more. 

All  Sen.  How  ! 

Pri.  Nay,  we  stand 

Upon  the  very  brink  of  gaping  ruin.  — ^ 

Within  this  city's  formed  a  dark  conspiracy, 
To^massacre  us  all,  our  wives  and  children,  -^ 

Kindred  and  friends ;  our  palaces  and  temples 
To  lay  in  ashes:  nay,  the  hour  too  fix'd ; 
The  swords,   for  ought  I  know,  drawn  e'en  this  mo- 
ment. 
And  the  wild  waste  begun.     From  unknown  hands 
I  had  this  warning :  but  if  we  are  men 
Let's  not  be  tamely  butcher'd,  but  do  something 
That  may  inform  the  world  in  after-ages. 
Our  virtue  was  not  ruin'd,  though  we  were. 
\_A  noise  without.^   Room,  room,  make   room  for 

some  prisoners 

Sen.  Let's  raise  the  city. 

Enter  Officer  and  Guard. 

Pri.  Speak  there,  what  disturbance  ? 

Officer.  Two  prisoners  have  the  guard  seiz'd  in 
the  streets. 
Who  say,  they  come  to  inform  this  reverend  senate 
About  the  present  danger. 

AIL  Give  them  entrance— 

E^iter  Jaffeir  and  Belvidera  guarded. ^^/'' 

Well,  who  are  you  ?  '''^^      i 

Jaf.  A  villain.  '"'^  > 

Ant.  Short  and  pithy  ; 

The  man  speaks  well. 

Jaf.  Would  every  man  that  hears  me 

Woutd  deal  so  honestly,  and  own  his  title. 

Duke.  'Tis  rumour'd  that  a  plot  has  been  contriv'd 
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Against  this  state  ;  that  you  have  a  share  i n't  too. 
If  you're  a  villain,  to  redeem  your  honour, 
Unfold  the  truth,  and  be  restor'd  with  mercy. 

JaJ.  Think  not  that  I  to  save  my  life  come  hither; 
I  know  its  value  better;  but  in  pity 
To  all  those  wretches,  whose  unhappy  dooms 
Are  iix'd  and  seal'd.     You  see  me  here  before  you. 
The  sworn  and  covenanted  foe  of  Venice. 
But  use  me  as  my  dealings  may  deserve. 
And  I  may  prove  a  friend. 

Duke.  The  slave  capitulates. 

Give  him  the  tortures. 

Jaf.  That  you  dare  not  do. 

Your  fears  won't  let  you,  nor  the  longing  itch 
To  hear  a  story  which  you  dread  the  truth  of. 
Truth,  which  the  fear  of  smart  shall  ne'er  get  from 

me. 
Cowards    are  scar'd    with    threatenings :   boys  afe 

whipp'd 
Into  confessions  :  but  a  steady  mind 
Acts  of  itself,  ne'er  asks  the  body  counsel. 
Give  him  the  tortures !  name  but  such  a  thing 
Again,  by  Heaven  I'll  shut  these  lips  for  ever ; 
Not  all  your  racks,  your  engines,  or  your  wheels. 
Shall  force  a  groan  away that  you  may  guess 

at. 
Ant.  A  bloody-minded  fellow  I'll  warrant; 
A  damn'd  bloody-minded  fellow. 
—   Duke.  Name  your  conditions. 

Jaf.  For  myself  full  pardon. 
Besides  the  lives  of  two  and  twenty  friends, 

[^Delivers  a  list. 
Whose    names    are  here   enroll'd :    Nay,   let   their 

crimes  ig 

Be  ne'er  so  monstrous,  I  must  have  the  oaths  , X 
And  sacred  promise  of  this  reverend  council,  i'f 
That  in  a  full  assembly  of  the  senate  ^^^.^^  -^{X" 
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The  thing  I  ask  be  ratified.     Swear  this. 
And  I'll  unfold  the  secrets  of  your  danger. 

All.  We'll  swear. 

Duke.  Propose  the  oath. 

Jaf.  By  all  the  hopes 

Ye  have  of  peace  and  happiness  hereafter 
Swear. 

All.         We  all  swear.  ' 

Jaf.  To  grant  me  what  I've  ask'd. 

Ye  swear. 

All.  We  swear. 

Jaf.  And  as  you  keep  the  oath, 

May  you  and  your  posterity  be  bless'd. 
Or  curs'd  for  ever  ! 

All.  Else  be  curs'd  for  ever ! 

Jaf.  Then  here's  the  list,  and  with't  the  full  dis- 
close 
Of  all    that  threatens    you.       Now,    fate,   thou'st 
caught  me.      {^Delivers  another  paper. 

A?if.  Why,  what  a  dreadful  catalogue  of  cut- 
throats is  here  I  I'll  warrant  you  not  one  of  these 
fellows  but  has  a  face  like  a  lion.  I  dare  not  so 
much  as  read   their  names  over. 

Duke.  Give   order   that   all    diligent  search    be 
made 
To  seize  these  men  ;  their  characters  are  public. 
The  paper  intimates  their  rendezvous 

To  be  at  the  house  of  a  fam'd  Grecian  courtezan,  y' 

Call'd  Aquilina  ;  see  that  place  secur'd.  v    ^ 

Ant.  What,    my  Nicky  Nacky,   Hurry  Durry,     \      > 

Nicky  Nacky  in  the  plot I'll  make  a  speech    / 

Most  noble  senators,  ■<■■■■ 

What  headlong  apprehensions  drive  you  on. 
Right  noble,  wise,  and  truly  solid  senators, 
To  violate  the  laws  and  rights  of  nations  ? 
The  lady  is  a  lady  of  renown. 
'Tis  true,  she  holds  a  house  of  fair  reception, 
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And  though  I  say't  myself,  as  many  more 
Can  say  as  well  as  I 

2  Sen.  My  lord,  long  speeches 

Are  frivolous  here,  when  dangers  are  so  near  us  ; 
We  all  well  know  your  interest  in  that  lady ; 
The  world  talks  loud  on't. 

Ant.  Verily  I  have  done  ; 

I  sav  no  more. 

Duke.  But  since  he  has  declar'd 

Himself  concern'd,  pray,  captain,  take  great  caution 
To  treat  the  fair  one  as  becomes  her  character, 
And   let   her  bed-chamber   be   search'd    with    de- 
cency. 
You,  Jaffeir,  must  with  patience  bear  till  morning 
To  be  our  prisoner. 

Jaf.  Would  the  chains  of  death 

Had  bound  me  fast  ere  I  had  known  this  minute, 
I've  done  a  deed  will  make  my  story  hereafter 
Quoted  in  competition  with  all  ill  ones : 
The  history  of  my  wickedness  shall  run 
Down  through  the  low  traditions  of  the  vulgar. 
And  boys  be  taught  to  tell  the  tale  of  Jaftbir. 

Duke.  Captain,  withdraw  your  prisoner.  . 

Jaf..  Sir,  if  possible. 

Lead  me  where  my  own  thoughts  themselves  may 

lose  me ; 
Where  I  may  doze  out  what  I've  left  of  life, 
Forget  myself  and  this  day's  guilt  and  falsehood. 
Cruel  remembrance,  how  shall  I  appease  thee ! 

\_Exit  guarded. 
\_Noise  witliout.^   More  traitors  ;  room,  room,  make 
room  there. 

Duke.  How's  this  ?  guards  ? 

Where  are   our  guards  ?  shut   up   the   gates ;  th$ 
treason's  •  ii. 

Already  at  our  doors. 
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Enter  Officer. 

Officer.  My  lords,  more  traitors : 

JSeizM  in  the  very  act  of  consultation  ; 
Furnisli'd  with  arms  and  instruments  of  mischief. 
Bring  in  the  prisoners. 

Enter  Pierre,  Renault,  Theodore,  Eliot, 
Revilido,  and  other  Conspirators,  in  Fetters^ 
guarded. 

Pierre.  You,  the  lords  and  fathers 

(As  you  are  pleas'd  to  call  yourselves)  of  Venice; 
If  you  sit  here  to  guide  the  course  of  justice. 
Why  these  disgraceful  chains  upon  my  limbs 
That  have  so  often  labour'd  in  your  service  ? 
Are  these  the  wreaths  of  triumph  you  bestow 
On    those   that    bring   you    conquests    home,    and 
honours  ? 

Duke.  Go  on,  you  shall  be  heard,  sir. 

Ant.  And  be  hang'd  too,  I  hope. 

Pierre.  Are  these  the  trophies  I've  deserv'd,  for 
fighting 
Your  battles  with  confederated  powers  ? 
When  winds  and  seas  conspir'd  to  overthrow  you. 
And  brought  the  fleets  of  Spain  to  your  own  har- 
bours : 
When  you,  great  Duke,  shrunk,  trembling  in  your 

palace. 
And  saw  your  wife,  the  Adriatick,  plough'd 
Like  a  lewd  whore  by  bolder  prows  than  yours, 
Stepp'd  not  I  forth,  and  taught  your  loose  Venetians 
The  task  of  honour,  and  the  way  to  greatness ! 
Rais'd  you  from  your  capitulating  fearf, 
To  stipulate  the  terms  of  sued- tor  peace  ? 
And  this  my  recompense?  If  I'm  a  traitor. 
Produce  my  charge :  or  sliew  the  wretch  that's  base 
enough. 
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And  brave  enough  to  tell  me  I'm  a  traitor.  ^^^ 

Duke.  Know  you  one  JafFeir  ? 

\_All  the  Conspirators  murmur. 
Pierre.  Yes,  and  know  his  virtue, 

His  justice,  truth ;  his  general  worth   and   suffer- 
ings 
From  a  hard  father  taught  me  first  to  love  him. 
Duke.  See  him  brought  forth. 

Enter  Jaffeir  guarded. 

Pierre.  My  friend  too  bound  !  nay  then 

Our  fate  has  conquer'd  us,  and  we  must  fall. 
Why  droops  the  man  whose  welfare's  so  much  mine 
They're   but  one  thing?  These  reverend   tyrants, 

Jaffeir, 
Call  us  all  traitors  :  Art  thou  one,  my  brother  ? 

Jaf.  To  thee  I  am  the  falsest,  veriest  slave 
That  e'er  betray'd  a  generous  trusting  friend, 
And  gave  up  honour  to  be  sure  of  ruin  : 
All   our   fair  hopes   which   morning  was  to  have 

crown'd. 
Has  this  curs'd  tongue  o'erthrown. 

Pierre.  So  then,  all's  over : 

Venice  has  lost  her  freedom  ;  I  my  life ; 
No  more :  farewell. 

Duke.  Say  ;  will  you  make  confession 

Of  your  vile  deed,  and  trust  the  senate's  mercy  ? 

Pierre.  Curs'd  be  your  senate :  curs'd  your  con- 
stitution : 
The  curse  of  growing  factions  and  division 
Still  vex  your  councils,  shake  your  public  safety. 
And  make  the  robes  of  government  you  wear. 
Hateful  to  you,  as  these  base  chains  to  me. 

Duke.  Pardon,  or  death  ? 

Pierre.  Death,  honourable  death  ! 

Ren.  Death's  the  best  thing  we  ask,  or  you  can 
give. 
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All  Con.  No   shameful   bonds,    but  honourable 

death. 
Duke.  Break   up   the   council :    Captain,  guard 
your  prisoners. 
Jafteir,  you're  free,  but  these   must  wait  for  judg- 
ment. \_E.veunt  all  the  Senators. 
Pierre.  Come,  where's   my   dungeon  r  lead    me 
to  my  straw : 
It  will  not  be  the  first  time  I've  lodg'd  hard 
To  do  your  senate  service. 

Jaf-  Hold  one  moment. 

Pierre.  Who's  he  disputes  the  judgment  of  the 
senate  ? 

Presumptuous  rebel on [^Strikes  .Taf, 

JaJ.  By  Heaven  you  stir  not. 

I  must  be  heard,  I  must  have  leave  to  speak ; 
Thou  hast  disgrac'd  me,  Pierre,  by  a  vile  blow : 
Had  not  a  dagger  done  thee  nobler  justice? 
But  use  me  as  thou  wilt,  thou  canst  not  wrong  me. 
For  I  am  fall'n  beneath  the  basest  injuries ; 
Yet  look  upon  me  with  an  eye  of  mercy, 
With  pity  and  with  charity  behold  me ; 
Shut  not  thy  heart  against  a  friend's  repentance, 
But  as  there  dwells  a  god-like  nature  in  thee, 
Listen  with  mildness  to  my  supplications. 

Pierre.  What   whining  monk  art  thou  ?    what 
holy  cheat. 
That  wouldst  encroach  upon  my  credulous  ears, 
And  cant'st  thus  vilely  ?   Hence.     I  know  thee  not. 
Dissemble  and  be  nasty :  leave  me,  hypocrite. 
Jaf,  Not  know  me,  Pierre! 
Pieri^e.  No,  I  know  thee  not :  what  art  thou  ? 
Jaf.  Jaffeir,    thy  friend,  thy  once  lov'd,  valu'd 
friend ! 
Though  now  deservedly  scorn'd, and  us'd  most  hardly. 
Pierre.  Thou  Jaffeir !  thou  my  once  loved,  valu'd 
friend  I 
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By  Heavens  thou  liest ;  the  man  so  call'd  my  friend, 
Was  generous,  honest,  faithful,  just,  and  vahant. 
Noble  in  mind,  and  in  his  person  lovely. 
Dear  to  my  eyes,  and  tender  to  my  heart : 
But  thou,  a  wretched,  base,  false,  worthless  coward, 
Poor,  even  in  soul,  and  loathsome  in  thy  aspect : 
All  eyes  must  shun  thee,  and  all  hearts  detest  thee. 
Pr'ythee  avoid,  nor  longer  cling  thus  round  me 
Like  something  baneful,  that  my  nature's  chill'd  at. 
Jaf.  I  have   not  wrong'd  thee,   by  these  tears  I 

have  not. 
But  still  am  honest,  true,  and  hope  too  valiant ; 
My  mind  still  full  of  thee  :  therefore  still  noble. 
Let  not  thy  eyes  then  shun  me,  nor  thy  heart 
Detest  me  utterly  :  oh,  look  upon  me. 
Look  back  and  see  my  sad,  sincere  submission ! 
How  my  heart  swells,    as    e'en  'twould  burst  my 

bosom  ; 
Fond  of  its  goal,  and  labouring  to  be  at  thee ! 
What  shall  I  do  ?  what  say  to  make  thee  hear  me  ? 
Pierre.  Hast  thou  not  wrong'd  me  ?  dar'st  thou 

call  thyself 
That  once  lov'd,  honest,  valued  friend  of  mine. 
And  swear  thou  hast  not  wrong'd  me  ?  whence  these 

chains  ? 
Whence  the  vile  death,  which  I  may  meet  this  mo- 
ment ? 
Whence  this  dishonour,    but  from  thee,  thou  false 

one? 
Jaf.  — All's  true,  yet  grant  one  thing,  and  I've 

done  asking. 
Pierre.  What's  that  ? 

Jaf.  To  take  thy  life  on  such  conditions 

The  council  have  propos'd :  thou  and  thy  friends 
May  yet  live  long,  and  to  be  better  treated. 

Pierre.  Life  !  ask  my  life  !  confess !  record  myself 
A  villain  for  the  privilege  to  breathe,  -.m,^ 
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And  carry  up  and  down  this  cursed  city 
A  discontented  and  repining  spirit, 
Burdensome  to  itself,  a  few  years  longer, 
To  lose,  it  may  be,  at  last  in  a  lewd  quarrel 
For  some  new  friend,  treacherous  and  false  as  thou  art! 
No,  this  vile  world  and  I  have  long  been  jangling. 
And  cannot  part  on  better  terms  than  now, 
When  only  men  like  thee  are  fit  to  live  in't. 

Jaf,  By  all  that's  just 

Pierre.  Swear  by  some  other  powers^ 

For  thou  hast  broke  that  sacred  oath  too  lately. 

Jaf.  Then  by  that  hell  I  merit,  I'll  not  leave  thee 
'Till  to  thyself  at  least  thfeu'rt  reconcil'd ; 
However  thy  resentments  deal  with  me. 

Pierre.  Not  leave  me ! 

Jaf.         No  ;  thou  shalt  not  force  me  from  thee : 
Use  me  reproachfully,  and  like  a  slave ; 
Tread  on  me,  buffet  me,  heap  wrongs  on  wrongs 
On  my  poor  head  ;  I'll  bear  it  all  with  patience. 
Shall  weary  out  thy  most  unfriendly  cruelty : 
Lie  at  thy  feet  and  kiss  them,  though  they  spurn  me, 
Till  wounded  by  my  sufferings,  you  relent, 
And  raise  me  to  thy  arms  with  dear  forgiveness. 

Pierre.  Art  thou  not 

Jaf^  What? 

Pierre.  A  traitor? 

Jaf.  Yes. 

rt.Pierre.  A  villain  ? 

Jaf  Granted. 

■  Pierre.       A  coward,  a  most  scandalous  coward, 
Spiritless,  void  of  honour,  one  who  has  sold 
Thy  everlasting  fame  for  shameless  life  ? 
r.i^Jaf.  All,   all,   and  more,  much  more ;  my  faults 
^D         are  numberless. 

Pierre.  And  wouldst  thou  have  me  live  on  terms 
like  thine  r 
Base  as  thou'rt  false 
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Jaf.  No,  'tis  to  me  that's  granted. 

The  safety  of  thy  Hfe  was  all  I  aim'd  at,  fy. 

In  recompense  for  faith  and  trust  so  broken.        «'''^ 

Pierre.  I  scorn  it  more,    because  preserv'd'  by 
thee: 
And  as  when  first  my  foolish  heart  took  pity 
On  thy  misfortunes,  sought  thee  in  thy  miseries, 
Reliev'd  thy  wants,  and  rais'd  thee  from  thy  state 
Of  wretchedness  in  which  thy  fate  had  plung'd  thee; 
To  rank  thee  in  my  list  of  noble  friends  ; 
All  I  receiv'd  in  surety  for  thy  truth, 
Were  unregarded  oaths  ;  and  this,  this  dagger, 
Given  with  a  worthless  pledge,  thou  since  hast  stol'n ; 
So  I  restore  it  back  to  thee  again  ; 
Swearing  by  all  those  powers  which  thou  hast  vio- 
lated, 
Never  from  this  curs'd  hour  to  hold  communion. 
Friendship,  or  interest  with  thee,  though  our  years 
W^ere  to  exceed  those  limited  the  world. 
Take  it — farewell for  now  I  owe  thee  nothing/* 

Jaf.  Say  thou  wilt  live  then. 

Pierre.  For  my  life,  dispose  it 

Just  as  thou  wilt,  because  'tis  what  I'm  tir'd  with. 

JaJ\  Oh,  Pierre! 

Pierre.         No  more. 

Jaf.  My  eyes  won't  lose  sight  of  thee. 

But  languish  after  thine,  and  ache  with  gazing. 

Pierre.  Leave  me — nay,  then  thus,  thus  I  throw 
thee  from  me ; 
And  curses  great  as  is  thy  falsehood  catch  thee. 

lE.vit. 

Jaf.  Amen. 
He's  gone,  my  father,  friend,  preserver, 
And  here's  the  portion  he  has  left  me. 

[^Holds  the  dagger  up. 
This  dagger,  well  rcmcmber'd  ^  With  this  dagger 
I  gave  a  solemn  vow  of  dire  importance; 
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Parted  with  this  and  Belvidera  tofijether. 
Have  a  care,   mem'ry,  drive  that  thought  no  farther; 
No,  I'll  esteem  it  as  a  friend's  last  legacy, 
Treasure  it  up  within  this  wretched  hosom, 
Where  it  may  grow  acquainted  with  my  heart, 
That  when  they  meet,  they  start  not  from  each  other. 
So  ;  now  for  thinking :  a  blow,  call'd  traitor,  villain. 
Coward,  dishonourable  coward,  fough  ! 
Oh. for  a  long  sound  sleep,  and  so  forget  it! 
Down,  busy  devil 

Eiiter  Belvidera. 

Bel  '  Whither  shalll  fly? 

Where  hide  me  and  my  miseries  together  ? 
Where's  now  the  Roman  constancy  I  boasted  r 
Sunk  into  trembling  fears  and  desperation ! 
Not  daring  now  to  look  to  that  dear  face 
Which  us'd  to  smile  even  on  my  faults,  but  down 
Bending  these  miserable  eyes  on  earth. 
Must  move  in  penance,  and  implore  much  mercy. 

JaJ\  Mercy!  kind  Heaven  has  surely  endless  stores 
Hoarded  for  thee  of  blessings  yet  untasted ; 
Let  wretches  loaded  hard  with  guilt,  as  I  am. 
Bow  with  the  weight,  and  groan  beneath  the  burden. 
Creep  with  a  remnant  of  that  strength  they've  left, 
Before  the  footstool   of    tliat   Heaven    they've   in- 

jured.  . 

Oh  Belvidera!  I'm  the  wretched'st  creature 
E'ercrawl'd  on  earth:  now  if  thou'st  virtue,  help  me, 
Take  me  into  thy  arms,  and  speak  the  words  of  peace 
To  my  divided  soul,  that  wars  within  me. 
And  raises  every  sense  to  my  confusion  ; 
By  Heaven  I'm  tottering  to  the  very  brink 
Of  peace ;  and  thou  art  all  the  hold  I've  left. 

^i%)f^BeL  Alas!  I  know  thy  sorrows  are  most  mighty! 

ij,  know    thou'st  cause  to    mourn,  to    mourn,   my 
Jafiejr, 

c 
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With  endless  cries,  and  never-ceasing  wailing:  •'^*'^" 
Thou'st  lost ■  ^^ 

Jqf\  Oh  I  have  lost  what  can't  be  counted! 

My  friend  too,  Belvidera;  that  dear  friend,  ''-''^J^l 
Who,  next  to  thee,  was  all  my  health  rejoiced  in,  ^' 
Has  us'd  me  like  a  slave ;  shamefully  us'd  me ;  ; 
'Twould  break  thy  pitying  heart  to  hear  the  story.  * 
What  shall  I  do  ?  resentment,  indignation. 
Love,  pity,  fear,  and  mem'ry  how  I've  wrong'd  him, 
Distract  my  quiet  with  the  very  thought  on't. 
And  tear  my  heart  to  pieces  in  my  bosom. 

Bel.  What  has  he  done  ? 

Jqf.  Thou'dst  hate  me,  should  I  tell  thee. 

Bel.  Why? 

Jaf.  Oh  he  has  us'd  me!  yet  by  Heaven  I  bear  it; 
He  has  us'd  me,  Belvidera ;  but  first  swear 
That  when  I've  told  thee,  thou'lt  not  loath  me  utterly, 
Though  vilest  blots  and  stains  appear  upon  me ; 
But  still  at  least  with  charitable  goodness,  , 

Be  near  me  in  the  pangs  of  my  affliction ;  ^ 

Not  scorn  me,  Belvidera,  as  he  has  done.  -^ 

Bel.  Have  I  then  e'er  been  false,  that  now  I'm 

doubted  ?  * 

Speak,  what's  the  cause  I'm  grown  into  distrust?'' 

Why  thought  unfit  to  hear  my  love's  complaining  r* 

Jaf.  Oh! 

Bel.       Tell  me. 

JaJ'.  Bear  my  failings,  for  they're  many^ 

Oh,  my  dear  angel !  in  that  friend  I've  lost  ! 

All  my  soul's  peace  ;  for  every  thought  of  him  , 
Strikes  my  sense  hard,  and  deads  it  in  my  brains  :- 
Wouldst  thou  believe  it  ?  \*^ 

IbBeL  Speak.  .u.  .\ftV, 

Jq/'.  Before  we  parted, 

Ere  yet  his  guards  had  led  him  to  his  prison. 
Full  of  severest  sorrows  for  his  sufferings. 
With  eyes  o'esrflowing,  and  a  bleeding  heai*t?'^'^*^*  ^* 
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Humbling  myself  almost  beneath  my  nature ; 
As  at  his  feet  I  kneel'd,  and  sued  for  mercy. 
Forgetting  all  our  friendship,  all  the  dearness 
In  which  we've  liv'd  so  many  years  together. 
With  a  reproachful  hand  he  dash'd  a  blow : 
He  struck  me,  Belvidera,  by  Heaven,  he  struck  me, 
Buffeted,  caird  me  traitor,  villain,  coward.  _ 

Am  I  a  coward  ?  am  I  a  villain?  tell  me: 
Thou'rt  the  best  judge,  and  mad'st  me,  if  I  am  so. 
Damnation!  coward! 

Bel.  Oh  forgive  him,  Jaffeir* 

And  if  his  sufferings  wound  thy  heart  already, 
What  will  they  do  to-morrow  ? 

Jqf.  Hah  I 

BcL  To-morrow> 

When  thou  shalt  see  him  stretch'd  in  all  the  agonies 
Of  a  tormenting  and  a  shameful  death  ; 
His  bleeding  bowels  and  his  broken  limbs. 
Insulted  o'er  by  a  vile  butchering  villain ; 
What  will  thy  heart  do  then  ?  oh  sure  'twill  stream 
Like  my  eyes  now. 

J{if,  What  means  thy  dreadful  story  ? 

Death,  and  to-morrow  ?  broken  limbs  and  bowels  ? 
Insulted  o'er  by  a  vile  butchering  villain  ? 
By  all  my  fears  I  shall  start  out  to  madness 
With  barely  guessing,  if  the  truth's  hid  longer. 

Bel.  The  faithless  senators,  'tis  they've  decreed  it: 
They  say,  according  to  our  friend's  request, 
They  shall  have  death,   and  not  ignoble  bondage : 
Declare  their  promised  mercy  all  as  forfeited  : 
^^Ise^ to  tjl^yr.  oaths,  and  deaf  to  intercession  ; 
Warrants  are  pass'd  for  public  death  to-morrow, 

./^.  Death!  doom'dtodie!  condemn'd  unheard! 
unpleaded ! 

Bel.  Nay,  cruel'st  racks  and  torments  are  prepar- 

To  force  confessions  from  their  dying  pangs. 

c  c  2 


■^ 
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Oh  do  not  look  so  terribly  upon  me ; 

How  your  lips  shake,  and  all  your  face  disorder'd ! 

What  means  my  love  ? 

Jaf.  Leave  me,  I  charge  thee  leave  me — strong 
temptations 
W^ake  in  my  heart. 

Bel.  For  what  ? 

Jaf.  No  more,  but  leave  me. 

Bel.  Why? 

Jaf.  Oh !  by  Heaven  I  love  thee  with  that  fond- 
nesSj 
I  would  not  have  thee  stay  a  moment  longer 
Near  these  curst  hands:  are  they  not  cold  upon  thee? 
[Pulls  the  dagger  half  out  of  his  bosom,  and 
puts  it  back  again. 
Bel.  No  :  everlasting  comfort's  in  thy  arms. 
To  lean  thus  on  thy  breast  is  softer  ease, 
Than  downy  pillows  deck'd  with  leaves  of  roses. 
Jaf  Alas !  thou  think'st  not  of  the  thorns  Wh 
filled  with  : 
Fly,  ere  they  gall  thee :  there's  a  lurking  serpent 
Ready  to  leap,  and  sting  thee  to  thy  heart : 
Art  thou  not  terrified  ? 
Bel.  No. 

Jaf  Call  to  mind 

What  thou  hast  done,  and  whither  thou  hast  brought 
me. 
Bel  Hah! 

Jaf  Where's  my  friend  ?  my  friend,  thou  smiling 
mischief? 
Nay,  shrink  not,  now  'tis  too  late,  thou  shouldst  have 

fled 
When  thy  guilt  first  had  cause ;  for  dire  revenge 
Is  uj),  and  raging  for  my  friend.     He  groans  ! 
Hark  how  he  groans,  his  screams  are  in  my  ears     ^ 
Already ;  see,  they've  fix'd  him  on  the  wheel. 
And  now  they  tear  him — Murder!  perjur'd  senate K 
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Murder — Oh  ! — hark  thee,  traitress,  thou  hast  done 

this ; 
Thanks  to  thy  tears  and  false  persuading  love. 
How  her  eyes  speak  !  O  thou  bewitching  creature  ! 

[^Fumbling for  his  dagger. 
Madness  can't  hurt  thee!  Come,  thou  little  trembler. 
Creep  into  my  heart,  and  there  lie  safe : 
'Tis  thy  own  citadel — hah — yet  stand  off, 
Heaven  must  have  justice,  and  my  broken  vows 
Will  sink  me  else  beneath  its  reaching  mercy; 
I'll  wink,  and  then  'tis  done 

Bel.  What  means  the  lord 

Of  me,  my  life,  and  love  ?   what's  in  thy  bosom, 
TTliou  grasp'st  at  so  ?  nay,  why  am  I  thus  treated  ? 

\_Draivs  the  dagger,  and  offers  to  stab  her. 
What  wilt  thou  do  ?  Ah,  do  not  kill  me,  Jaffeir  : 
Pity  these  panting  breasts,  and  trembling  limbs, 
That    us'd    to    clasp    thee    when    thy    looks    were 

milder ; 
That  yet  hang  heavy  on  my  unpurg'd  soul  : 
And  plunge  it  not  into  eternal  darkness. 

JaJ'.   Know,  Belvidera,  when  we  parted  last, 
I  gave  this  dagger  with  thee  as  in  trust. 
To  be  thy  portion,  if  I  e'er  prov'd  false. 
On  such  condition  was  my  truth  believ'd  : 
But  now  'tis  forfeited,  and  must  be  paid  for. 

[Offers  to  stab  her  again. 

Bel.  Oh  mercy!  \_Kneeimg. 

JaJ.  Nay,  no  struggling. 

Bd.  iVow  then  kill  me. 

\_Leaps  upon  his  neck,  and  kisses  him. 
While  thus  I  cling  about  thy  cruel  neck, 
Kiss  thy  revengeful  lips,  and  die  in  joys 
Greater  than  any  I  can  guess  hereafter. 

Jaf.  I  am,  I  am  a  coward  ;  witness  Heaven, 
Witness  it,  earth,  and  every  being  witness ; 
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•Tis  but  one  blow  !  yet,  by  immortal  Love, 
I  cannot  longer  bear  a  thought  to  harm  thee. 

[He  throxvs  away  the  dagger,  and  embraces  her.^. 
The  seal  of  Providence  is  sure  upon  thee ; 
And  thou  wert  born  for  yet  unheard-of  wonders : 
Oh  thou  wert  either  born  to  save  or  damn  me ! 
By  all  the  power  that's  given  thee  o'er  my  soul, 
By  thy  resistless  tears  and  conquering  smiles. 
By  the  victorious  love  that  still  waits  on  thee  : 
Fly  to  thy  cruel  father ;  save  my  friend, 
Or  all  our  future  quiet's  lost  for  ever  : 
Fall  at  his  feet,  chng  round  his  reverend  knees; 
Speak  to  him  with  thy  eyes,  and  with  thy  tears 
Melt  his  hard  heart,  and  wake  dead  nature  in  him. 
Crush  him  in  thy  arms,  torture  him  with  thy  soft- 
ness : 
Nor,  till  thy  prayers  are  granted,  set  him  free, 
But  conquer  him  as  thou  hast  conquer'd  me. 

[Ea:eunt, 


ACT  V. 

SCENE    I. 

Enter  Priuli  solus. 

Pri.  Why,  cruel  Heaven,  have  my  unhappy  days 
Been  lengthen'd  to  this  sad  one  ?  Oh !  dishonour 
And  deathless  infamy  are  fallen  upon  me. 
Was  it  my  fault  ?  Am  I  a  traitor  ?  No. 
But  then,  my  only  child,  my  daughter,  wedded ; 
There  my  best  blood  runs  foul,  and  a  disease 
Incurable  has  seiz'd  upon  my  memory, 
To  make  it  rot,  and  stink  to  after  ages. 
Curs'd  be  the  fatal  minute  when  I  got  her,  ,   ^^ 
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Or  would  that  I'd  been  any  thing  but  man, 

And  rais'd  an  issue  which  would  ne'er  have  wrong'd 

me. 
The  miserable  creatures,  man  excepted, 
Are  not  the  less  esteem'd,  though  their  posterity 
Degenerate  from  the  virtues  of  their  lathers  ; 
The  vilest  beasts  are  haj)py  in  their  offs])rings, 
While  only  man  gets  traitors,  whores,  and  viihiins. 
Curs'd  be  the  names,  and  some  swift  blow  from  fate 
Lay  his  head  deep,  where  mine  may  be  forgotten. 

Enter  Belvidera  in  a  long  mourning  veil. 

Bel.  He's  there,  my  father,  my  inhunian  father. 
That  for  three  years,  has  left  an  only  child 
Exj)os'd  to  all  the  outrages  of  fate, 
And  cruel  ruin — oh  ! 

Pri.  What  child  of  sorrow 

Art  thou  that  com'st  thus  vvrapp'd  in  weeds  of  sad- 
ness, 
And  mov'st  as  if  thy  steps  were  towards  a  grave  ? 

Bel.  A  wretch,  who   from  the  very  top  of  hap[)i- 
riess 
Am  fallen  into  the  lowest  dej)ths  of  misery. 
And  want  your  j)itying  hand  to  raise  mc  u]). 

Pri.  Indeed  thou  talk'st  as  thou  hadst  tasted  sor- 
rows ; 
Would  I  could  help  thee. 

Bel.  'Tis  greatly  in  your  power : 

The  world  too  speaks  you  charitable  ;  and  I, 
Who  ne'er  ask'd  alms  before,  in  that  dear  hope 
Am  come  a  begging  to  you,  sir. 

Pri.  For  what  ? 

Bel.  Oh,  well  regard  me ;  is  this  voice  a  strange 
one  ! 
Consider  too,  when  beggars  once  pretend 
A  case  like  mine,  no  little  will  content  them. 

Pri.  What  wouldst  thou  beg  for  } 
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Bel.     Pity  and  forgiveness.  [Throws  up  her  veil. 
By  the  kind  tender  names  of  child  and  father. 
Hear  my  complaints,  and  take  me  to  your  love. 

Pri.  My  daughter  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  your  daughter,  by  a  mother 

Virtuous  and  noble,  faithful  to  your  honour, 
Obedient  to  your  will,  kind  to  your  wishes, 
Dear  to  your  arms.     By  all  the  joys  she  gave  you. 
When  in  her  blooming  years  she  was  your  treasure. 
Look  kindly  on  me ;   in  my  face  behold 
The  lineaments  of  hers  you've  kiss'd  so  often, 
Pleading  the  cause  of  your  poor  cast-off  child. 

Pri.  Thou  art  my  daughter. 

Bel.  Yes — and  you've  oft  told  me. 

With  smiles  of  love,  and  chaste  paternal  kisses, 
I'd  much  resemblance  of  my  mother. 

Pri.  Oh! 

Hadst  thou  inherited  her  matchless  virtues 
I  had  been  too  bless'd. 

Bel.  Nay,  do  not  call  to  memory 

My  disobedience,  but  let  pity  enter 
Into  your  heart,  and  quite  deface  the  impression. 
For  could  you  think  how  mine's  perplex'd,  what 

sadness. 
Fears,  and  despairs  distract  the  peace  within  me. 
Oh  !  you  would  take  me  in  your  dear  dear  arms. 
Hover  with  strong  compassion  o'er  your  young  one, 
To  shelter  me  with  a  protecting  wing 
From    the  black    gather'd   storm,    that's  just,  just 
breaking. 

Pri.  Don't  talk  thus. 

Bel.  Yes,  I  must,  and  you  must  hear  too. 

I  have  a  husband. 

Pri.  Damn  him. 

Bel.  Oh  !  do  not  curse  him  ; 

He  would  not  speak  so  hard  a  word  towards  you 
On  any  terms,  howe'er  he  deal  with  me. 
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Pri.  Hah  !  what  means  my  child  ? 
Bel.  .        Ob!  there's  but  tliis  short  moment 

'Twixt  me  and  fate :  yet  send  me  not  with  curs^ 
Down  to  my  grave  ;  afford  me  one  kind  blessing 
Before  we  part:  just  take  me  in  your  arms. 
And  recommend  me  with  a  prayer  to  Heaven, 

That  I  may  die  in  peace ;  and  when  I'm  dead 

Pru  How  my  soul's  catch'd  ! 
Bel.  Lay  me,  I  beg  you,  lay  me 

By  the  dear  ashes  of  my  tender  mother. 
She  would  have  pitied  me,  had  fate  yet  spar'd  her. 
Pri.  By  Heaven,  my  aching  heart  forebodes  much 
mischief: 
Tell  me  thy  story,  for  I'm  still  thy  father, 
Bel.  No,  I'm  contented. 
Pri.  Speak. 

Bel.  No  matter. 

Pri.  ^  Tell  me. 

By   yon  bless'd  heaven,  my  heart  runs  o'er  with 
,    .r,!  fondness. 

Bel.  Oh ! 
Pri.         Utter  it. 

Bel.  Oh  my  husband,  my  dear  husband 

Carries  a  dagger  in  his  once  kind  bosom. 
To  pierce  the  heart  of  your  poor  Belvidera. 
Pri.  Kill  thee ! 

Bel.  Yes,  kill  me.     When  he  pass'd  his  faith 

And  covenant  against  your  state  and  senate. 
He  gave  me  up  as  hostage  for  his  truth  : 
With  me  a  dagger,  and  a  dire  commission. 
Whene'er  he  fail'd,  to  plunge  it  through  this  bosom, 
I  learnt  the  danger,  chose  the  hour  of  love 
'F  attempt  his  heart,  and  bring  it  back  to  honour. 
Great  love  prevail'd,  and  bless'd  me  with  success ; 
He  came,  confess'd,  betrayed  his  dearest  friends. 
For  promis'd  mercy.     Now  they're  doom'd  to  suffer, 
Gall'd  with  remembrance  of  wjiat  tlicn  was  sworn. 
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If  they  are  lost,  he  vows  to  appease  the  Gods 
With  this  poor  hfe,  and  make  my  blood  the  atone- 
ment. 

Pri.  Heavens! 

Bel.  Think  you  saw  what  past  at  our  last  parting; 
Think  you  beheld  him  like  a  raging  lion. 
Pacing  the  earth,  and  tearing  up  his  steps. 
Fate  in  his  eyes,  and  roaring  with  the  pain 
Of  burning  fury  ;  think  you  saw  one  hand 
Fix'd  on  my  throat,  whilst  the  extended  other 
Grasp'd  a  keen  threatening  dagger ;  Oh  !  'twas  thai 
We  last  embrac'd  ;  when,  trembling  with  revenge. 
He  dragg'd  me  to  the  ground,  and,  at  my  bosom 
Presented  horrid  death;  cried  out.  My  friends, 
Where  are  my  friends  ?  swore,  wept,  rag'd,  threat- 

en'd,  lov'd. 
For  yet  he  lov'd,  and  that  dear  love  preserv'd  me 
To  this  last  trial  of  a  father's  pity. 
I  fear  not  death,  but  cannot  bear  a  thought 
That  that  dear  hand  should  do  the  unfriendly  office. 
If  I  was  ever  then  your  care,  now  hear  me  ; 
Fly  to  the  senate,  save  the  promis'd  lives 
Of  his  dear  friends,  ere  mine  be  made  the  sacrifice. 

Pri.  Oh,  my  heart's  comfort ! 

Bel.  Will  you  not,  my  father  ? 

Weep  not,  but  answer  me. 

Pri,  By  Heaven,  I  will. 

Not  one  of  them  but  what  shall  be  immortal. 
Canst  thou  forgive  me  all  my  follies  past, 
I'll  henceforth  be  indeed  a  father  ;  never, 
Never  more  thus  expose,  but  cherish  thee. 
Dear  as  the  vital  warmth  that  feeds  my  life : 
Dear  as  these  eyes  that  weep  in  fondness  o'er  thee. 
Peace  to  thy  heart.     Farewell. 

Bel.  Go,  and  remember 

'Tis  Belvidera's  life  her  father  pleads  for. 

\_Ea;eiint  se^oerally^ 
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Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Hum,  hum,  hah. 
Signior  Priuh,   my  lord   Priuli,  my  lord,  my  lord, 
my  lord :  how  we  lords  love  to  call  one  another  by 

our  titles.     My  lord,  my  lord,  my  lord pox  on 

him,  I  am  a  lord  as  well  as  he.  And  so  let  him  fid- 
dle— I'll  warrant  him  he's  gone  to  the  senate-house, 
and  I'll  be  there  too,  soon  enough  for  somebody.  Odd 

here's  a  tickling  speech  about  the  plot,  I'll  prove 

there's  a  plot  with  a  vengeance Would  I  had  it 

without  book  ;  let  me  see 

Most  reverend  Senators, 

That  there  is  a  plot,  surely  by  this  time  no  man 
that  hath  eyes  or  understanding  in  his  head  will  pre- 
sume  to   doubt ;  'tis   as   plain  as   the  light   in  the 

cucumber no hold  there cucumber  does 

not  come  in  yet 'tis  plain  as  the  light  in  the  sun, 

or  as  the  man  in  the  moon,  even  at  noon-day.  It  is 
indeed  a  pumkin-plot,  which,  just  as  it  was  mellow, 
we  have  gathered,  and  now  we  have  gathered  it, 
prepared  and  dressed  it,  shall  we  throw  it  like  a 
pickled  cucumber  out  at  the  window  ?  No  :  that  is 
not  only  a  bloody,  horrid,  execrable,  damnable,  and 
audacious  plot ;  but  it  is,  as  I  may  so  say,  a  saucy 
plot :  and  we  all  know,  most  reverend  fathers,  that 
which  is  sauce  for  a  goose  is  sauce  for  a  gander : 
therefore,  I  say,  as  those  blood-thirsty  ganders  of 
the  conspiracy  would  have  destroyed  us  geese  of  the 
senate, let  us  make  haste  to  destroy  them;  so  I  humbly 

move  for  hanging Hah,  hurry  durry 1  think 

this  will  do  ;  though  I  was  something  out  at  tirst, 
about  the  sun  and  the  cucumber. 

^  Entei^  AauiLiNA. 

Aqui.  Good  morrow,  senator. 

Ant.  Nacky,  my  dear  Nacky ;  morrow,  Nacky  ; 
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oddj  I  am  very  brisk,  very  merry,  very  pert,  very 

jovial ! — ha  a  a  a  a kiss  me,  Nacky ;   how  dost 

thou  do,  my  little  tory  rory  strumpet  ?  kiss  me,  I  say, 
huzzy,  kiss  me. 

Jqui.  Kiss  me,  Nacky!  hang  you.  Sir  Coxcomb, 
hang  you,  sir. 

Jtit.  Haity  taity,  is  it  so  indeed  ?  with  all  my 

heart,  faith Hey,  then  up  go  we,  faith Hey, 

then  up  go  we,  Dum  dum  derum  dump.        [Sings, 

Jqui.  Signior. 

Ant.  Madona. 

Agtii.  Do  you  intend  to  die  in  your  own  bed  ? 

A?it.  About  threescore  years  hence  much  may  be 
done,  my  dear. 

Aqui,  You'll  be  hanged,  signior. 

Ant.  Hanged,  sweetheart,  pr'ythee  be  quiet; 
hanged,  quoth-a,  that's  a  merry  conceit  with  all  my 
heart ;  why,  thou  jokest,  Nacky  ;  thou  art  given  to 
joking,  I'll  swear;  well,  I  protest,  Nacky,  nay,  I 
must  protest,  and  will  protest,  that  I  love  joking 
dearly,  man.  And  I  love  thee  for  joking,  and  I'll 
kiss  thee  for  joking,  and  towze  thee  for  joking  ;  and, 
odd,  I  have  a  devilish  mind  to  take  thee  aside  about 
that  business  for  joking  too ;  odd  I  have,  and  Hey, 
then  up  go  ive,  dum  dum  derum  dump.  \Sings. 

Aqui.   See  you  this,  sir  ?  [Draws  a  dagger. 

Ant.  O  Laud,  a  dagger!  oh  Laud!  it  is  naturally 
my  aversion,  I  cannot  endure  the  sight  on't ;  hide  it, 
for  Heaven's  sake,  I  cannot  look  that  way  till  it  be 
gone hide  it,  hide  it,  oh,  oh,  hide  it! 

Aqui.  Yes,  in  your  heart  I'll  hide  it. 

Ant,  My  heart !  what,  liide  a  dagger  in  n»y  heart's 
blood !  j| 

Aqui.  Yes,  in  thy  heart,  thy  throat,  thou  pam- 
per'd  devil ; 
Thou  hast  hclp'd  to  spoil  my  peace,  and  I'll  have 
vengeance 
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On  thy  curs'd  life,  for  all  the  bloody  senate, 
The  pcrjur'd  faithless  senate  :  whcre's  my  lord, 
My  happiness,  my  love,  my  God,  my  hero  r 
Doom'd  by  thy  accursed  tongue,  amongst  the  rest. 
To  a  shameful  rack  ?  By  all  the  rage  that's  in  me,' 
I'll  be  whole  years  in  murdering  thee. 

Ant.  Why,  Nacky, 

Wherefore  so  passionate  ?  what  have  I  done  ?  what's 
the  matter,  my  dear  Nacky?  Am  not  I  thy  love, 
thy  happiness,  thy  lord,  thy  hero,  thy  senator,  and 
every  thing  in  the  world,  Nacky  ? 

Aqui.  Thou !  thinkst  thou,  thou  art  fit  to  meet 
my  joys; 
To  bear  the  eager  clasps  of  my  embraces  ? 
Give  me  my  Pierre,  or ■•     v 

Ant.  Why,  he's  to  be  hanged,  little  Nacky ; 
Trussed  up  for  treason,  and  so  forth,  child. 

Aqid.    Thou  liest :    stop  down  thy   throat   that 
hellish  sentence. 
Or  'tis  thy  last :  swear  that  my  love  shall  live, 
Or  thou  art  dead. 

Ant.  Ah,  h  h  h. 

Aqui.  Swear  to  recall  his  doom  ; 

Swear  at  my  feet,  and  tremble  at  my  fury. 

Ant.  I  do  :  now  if  she  would  but  kick  a  little  bit, 
one  kick  now. — Ah,  h  h  h. 

Aqui.  Swear,  or 

Ant.  I  do  ;  by  these  dear  fragrant  foots. 

And  little  toes,  sweet  as,  e  e  e  e,  my  Nacky,  Nacky, 
Nacky. 

Aqui.  How! 

Ant.  Nothing  but  untie  thy  shoe-string  a  little, 
faith  and  troth.  That's  all,  that's  all,  as  I  hope  to 
live,  Nacky,  that's  all. 

Aqui.  Nay  then 

Ant.  Hold,  hold  ;  thy  love,  thy  lord,  thy  hero, 
Shall  he  preserv'd  and  safe. 
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Aqui.  Or  may  this  poniard 

Rust  in  thy  heart. 

Ant.  With  all  my  soul. 

Agui.  Farewell. 

[^Emt  AeiuiLiNA. 

Ant.  Adieu.  Why  what  a  bloody-minded,  inve- 
terate, termagant  strumpet  have  I  been  plagued 
with  !  oh,  h,  hi  yet  more!  nay,  then  I  die,  I  die — 
I  am  dead  already.  [Stretches  out  himself. 

Enter  Jaffeir. 

Jaf.  Final  destruction  seize  on  all  the  world : 
Bend  down  ye  heavens,   and,  shutting  round  this 

earth. 
Crush  the  vile  globe  into  its  first  confusion; 
Scorch  it  with  elemental  flames  to  one  curs'd  cinder. 
And  all  us  little  creepers  in  it  call'd  men. 
Burn,  burn  to  nothing :  but  let  Venice  burn 
Hotter  than  all  the  rest :  here  kindle  hell, 
Ne'er  to  extinguish  ;  and  let  souls  hereafter 
Groan  here,  in  all  those  pains  which  mine  feels  now. 

Enter  Belvidera. 

Bel.  My  life [Aleeting  him. 

Jaf.  My  plague —     [Turning  from  her. 

Bel.  Nay  then  I  see  my  ruin  : 

If  I  must  die! 

Jaf.  No,  death's  this  day  too  busy  : 

Thy  father's  ill-tim'd  mercy  came  too  late. 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  labours  though,  and  him  too. 
But  all  my  poor  betrayed  unhappy  friends 
Have  summons  to  prepare  for  fate's  black  hour ; 
And  yet  I  live. 

Bel.  Then  be  the  next  my  doom  : 

I  see  thou  hast  pass'd  my  sentence  in  thy  heart. 
And  I'll  no  longer  weep  or  plead  against  it. 
But  with  the  humblest  most  obedient  patience        ,j 
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Meet  thy  dear  hands,   and  kiss  them   when  they 

wound  me. 
Indeed  I  am  wiHing,  but  I  beg  thee  do  it 
With  some  remorse  ;  and  when  tliou  giv'st  the  blow. 
View  me  with  eyes  of  a  relenting  love, 
And  show  me  pity,  for 'twill  sweeten  justice. 

Jaf.  Show  pity  to  thee ! 

Bel.  Yes  ;  and  when  thy  hands, 

Charg'd  with  my  fate,  come  trembling  to  the  deed. 
As  thou  hast  done  a  thousand  thousand  times 
To  this  poor  breast,  when  kinder  rage  has  brought 

thee, 
When  our  sting*d  hearts  have  leap'd  to  meet  each 

other. 
And  melting  kisses  seal'd  our  lips  together; 
When  joys  have  left  me  gasping  in  thy  arms : 
So  let  my  death  come  now,   and   I'll   not  shrink 
from't. 

Jaf.  Nay,  Belvidera,  do  not  fear  my  cruelty. 
Nor  let  the  thoughts  of  death  perplex  thy  fancy  ; 
But  answer  me  to  what  I  shall  demand. 
With  a  firm  temper  and  unshaken  spirit. 

Bel.  I  will,  when  I've  done  weeping 

Jaf\  Fy^j  no  more  on't — 

How  long  is't  since  that  miserable  day 
We  wedded  first? 

Bel.  Oh ! 

Jaf.  Nay,  keep  in  thy  tears, 

Lest  they  unman  me  too. 

Bel.                                  Heaven  knows,  I  cannot 
The  words  you  utter  sound  so  very  sadly. 
These  streams  will  follow 

Jaf.  Come,  I'll  kiss  them  dry  then. 

Bel.  But  was't  a  miserable  day  ? 

Jaf.  A  curs'd  one. 

Bel.  I  thought  it  otherwise  ;  and  you've  oft  sworn 
In  the  transporting  hours  of  warmest  love. 
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When  sure  you  spoke  the  truth,  you've  sworn  you 
bless'd  it. 

Jaf.  'Twas  a  rash  oath. 

BeL  Then  why  am  I  not  curs'd  too  ? 

Jaf,  No,  Eelvidera,  by  the  eternal  Truth, 
I  doat  with  too  much  fondness. 

Bel.  Still  so  kind ! 

Still  then  do  you  love  me  ? 

Jaf.  Nature,  in  her  workings, 

Inclines  not  with  more  ardour  to  creation. 
Than  I  do  now  towards  thee  :  man  ne'er  was  bless'd. 
Since  the  first  pair  first  met,  as  I  have  been. 

Bel.  Then  sure  you  will  not  curse  me. 

Jaf.  No,  I'll  bless  thee. 

I  came  on  purpose,  Belvidera,  to  bless  thee. 
'Tis  now,  I  think,  three  years  we've  liv'd  together. 
■  Bel.  And  may  no  fatal  minute  ever  part  us,  ., , 
Till,  reverend  grown,  for  age  and  love,  we  go    -fr/oV 
Down  to  one  grave,  as  our  last  bed,  together. 
There  sleep  in  peace  till  an  eternal  morning. 

Jaf  When  will  that  be  ?  \^Sighing. 

Bel.  I  hope  long  ages  hence, 

Jaf.  Have  I  not  hitherto  (I  beg  thee  tell  me 
Thy  very  fears)  us'd  thee  with  tenderest  love  ? 
Did  e'er  my  soul  rise  up  in  wrath  against  thee  ? 
Did  I  e'er  frown  when  Belvidera  smil'd. 
Or,  by  the  least  unfriendly  word,  betray 
Abating  passion  ?  have  I  ever  wrong'd  thee  ? 

Bel.  No. 

Jaf  Has  my  heart,  or  have  my  eyes  e'er  wander'd 
To  any  other  woman  ? 

Bel.  Never,  never »- 

I  were  the  worst  of  false  ones,  should  I  accuse  thee. 

I  own  I've  been  too  happy,  bless'd  above 

My  sex's  charter.  rtcQ 

Jaf  Did  1  not  say  I  came  to  bless  thee  ? 

Bd.  Yes. 
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"  Jaf.  Then  hear  me,  bounteous  Heaven  ; 
Pour  down  your  blessings  on  this  beauteous  head. 
Where  everlasting  sweets  are  always  springing, 
With  a  continual  giving  hand  ;   let  peace. 
Honour,  and  safety  always  hover  round  her: 
Feed  her  with  plenty,  let  her  eyes  ne'er  see 
A  sight  of  sorrow,  nor  her  heart  know  mourning: 
Crown  all  her  days  with  joy,  her  nights  with  rest, 
Harmless  as  her  own  thouglits ;  and  prop  her  virtue, 
To  bear  the  loss  of  one  that  too  much  lov'd; 
And  comfort  her  with  patience  in  our  parting. 

Bel.  How,  parting,  parting  ? 

Jaf.  Yes,  for  ever  parting ; 

I  have  sworn,  Belvidera,  by  yon  Heaven, 
That  best  can  tell  how  much  1  lose  to  leave  thee. 
We  part  this  hour  for  ever. 

Bel.  O  call  back 

Your  cruel  blessing ;  stay  with  me  and  curse  me ! 

Jaf.  No,  'tis  resolv'd. 

Bel.  Then  hear  me  too,  just  Heaven  , 

Pour  down  your  curses  on  this  wretched  head 
With  never-ceasing  vengeance  :  let  despair. 
Danger,  or  infamy,  nay,  all  surround  me  ; 
Starve  me  with  wantings  ;  let  my  eyes  ne'er  see 
A  sight  of  comfort,  nor  my  lieart  know  peace ; 
But  dash  my  days  with  sorrows,  nights  with  horrors. 
Wild  as  my  own  thoughts  now,  and  let  loose  fury 
To  make  me  mad  enough  for  w  hat  I  lose. 
If  I  must  lose  him.     If  I  must!  I  will  not. 
Oh,  turn  and  hear  me. 

Jaf.  Now  hold,  heart,  or  never. 

Bel.  By  all  the  tender  days  we've  liv'd  together. 
By  all  our  charming  nights,  and  joys  that  crown'd 

them. 
Pity  my  sad  condition  ;  speak,  but  speak.  ^j^f^ 

Jaf.  Oh. , 

Bel.  By  these  arms  that  now  cling  round  thy  neck, 

VOL.  II.  D  D 
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By  this  dear  kiss,  and  by  ten  thousand  more. 

By  these  poor  streaming  eyes ''^' 

Jaf.  Murder !  unhold  me : 

By  the  immortal  destiny  that  doom'd  me 

[^Draxvs  his  dagger. 
To  this  curs'd  minute,  I'll  not  live  one  longer ; 
Resolve  to  let  me  go,  or  see  me  fall 

Bel.  Hold,  sir,  be  patient. 

Jaf.       Hark,  the  dismal  bell  [^P assing-bell  tolls. 
Tolls  out  for  death  !  I  must  attend  its  call  too ; 
For  my  poor  friend,  my  dying  Pierre  expects  me  ;i 
He  sent  a  message  to  require  I'd  see  him 
Before  he  died,  and  take  his  last  forgiveness. 
Farewell  for  ever. 

Bel.  Leave  thy  dagger  with  me. 

Bequeath  me  something — Not  one  kiss  at  parting  ? 
Oh  my  poor  heart,  when  wilt  thou  break  ? 

Jaf.  [Going  out.,  looks  back  at  her.']     Yet  stay. 
We  have  a  child,  as  yet  a  tender  infant. 
Be  a  kind  mother  to  him  when  I'm  gone. 
Breed  him  in  virtue  and  the  paths  of  honour, 
But  let  him  never  know  his  father's  story  ; 
I  charge  thee,  guard  him  from  the  wrongs  my  fate 
May  do  his  future  fortune,  or  his  name. 

Now nearer  yet [Approaching  each  other. 

Oh  that  my  arms  were  rivetted 

Thus  round  thee  ever !  but  my  friends,  my  oath  ! 

This,  and  no  more.  [Kisses  her. 

Bel.  Another,  sure  another. 

For  that  poor  little  one  you've  ta'en  such  care  of, 
I'll  give't  him  truly. 

Jaf  So,  now  farewell. 

Bel.  For  ever  ? 

Jaf.  Heaven  knows  for  ever ;    all  good  angels 
guard  thee.  [Exit, 

Bel.  All  ill  ones  sure  had  charge  of  me  this  mo- 
ment. 
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Curs'd  be  my  days,  and  doubly  curs'd  my  nights, 
Which  I  must  now  mourn  out  in  widow'd  tears  ; 
Blasted  be  every  herb,  and  fruit,  and  tree  ; 
Curs'd  be  the  rain  that  falls  upon  the  earth, 
And  may  the  general  curse  reach  man  and  beast ; 
Oh,  give  me  daggers,  fire,  or  water ; 
How  I  could  bleed,  how  burn,  how  drown,  the  waves 
Huzzing  and  booming  round  my  sinking  head, 
Till  I  descended  to  the  peaceful  bottom ! 
Oh,  there's  all  quiet,  here  all  rage  and  fury ; 
The  air's  too  thin,  and  pierces  my  weak  brain  : 
I  long  for  thick  substantial  sleep  :  hell  I  hell ! 
Burst  from  the  centre,  rage  and  roar  aloud. 
If  thou  art  half  so  hot,  so  mad  as  I  am. 

Enter  Priuli  and  Servants. 

Who's  there  ? 

Pri.  Run,  seize,  and  bring  her  safely  home^ 

\_They  seize  her. 
Guard  her  as  you  would  life  :  alas,  poor  creature  ! 
Bel.  What,  to  my  husband  ?    then  conduct  me 
quickly  : 
Are  all  things  ready,  shall  we  die  most  gloriously  ? 
Say  not  a  word  of  this  to  my  old  father : 
Murmuring    streams,    soft    shades,    and  springing 

flowers, 
Lutes,  laurels,  seas  of  milk,  and  ships  of  amber. 

[^E.veimf. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Scaffold  and  a  IVheel  prepared  for  the  execution 

of  Pierre. 

Theji  enter  Officers,  Pierre,  and  Guards,  a  Friar, 
Executioner,  and  a  great  Rabble. 

Officer.  Room,  room  there — stand  all  by,  make 
room  for  the  prisoner. 
D  D  2 
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Pierre.  My  friend  not  come  yet  ? 

Friar.  Why  are  you  so  obstinate  ? 

Pierre.  Why  you  so  troublesome,  that  a  poor 
wretch  - 

Can't  die  in  peace. 
But  you,  hke  ravens,  will  be  croaking  round  him  ? 

Friar.  Yet,  Heaven 

PieiTe.         I  tell  thee,  Heaven  and  I  are  friends: 
I  ne'er  broke  peace  with't  yet  by  cruel  murders. 
Rapine,  or  perjury,  or  vile  deceiving  ; 
But  liv'd  in  moral  justice  towards  all  men: 
Nor  am  a  foe  to  the  most  strong  believers, 
Howe'er  my  own  short-sighted  faith  confine  me. 

Friar.  But  an  all-seeing  judge 

Pierre.  You  say  my  conscience 

Must   be  my   accuser  :  I    have  scarch'd  that  con- 
science, 
And  find  no  records  there  of  crimes  that  scare  me.  ^^ 

Friar.  'Tis  strange  you  should  want  faith. 

Pierre.  You  want  to  lead 

My  reason  blindfold,  like  a  hamper'd  lion, 
Check'd  of  its  nobler  vigour  :  then,  when  baited 
Down  to  obedient  tameness,  make  it  couch. 
And  shew  strange  tricks,  whichyou  call  signs  of  faith : 
So  silly  souls  are  gull'd,  and  you  get  money. 
Away,  no  more  :  captain,  I'd  have  hereafter 
This  fellow  write  no  lies  of  my  conversion, 
Because  he  has  crept  upon  my  troubled  hours. 

Enter  Jaffeir. 

Jaf.  Hold  :  eyes  be  dry ;  heart,  strengthen  me  to 
bear 
This  hideous  sight,  and  humble  me  to  take 
The  last  forgiveness  of  a  dying  friend, 
Betray'd  by  my  vile  falsehood  to  his  ruin. 
Oh,  Pierre  ! 

Pierre.         Yet  nearer. 
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Jafi.  X  Crawling  on  my  knees, 

And  pfostrate  on  the  earth,  let  me  approach  thee  : 
How  snail  I  look  up  to  thy  injur'd  face. 
That  always  us'd  to  smile  with  friendship  on  me  ? 
It  darts  an  air  of  so  much  manly  virtue. 
That  I,  methinks,  look  little  in  thy  sight. 
And  stripes  are  fitter  for  me  than  embraces. 

Pierre.  Dear  to  my  arms^  though  thou'st  undone 
my  fame. 
I  can't  forget  to  love  thee :  pr'ythee,  Jaffeir, 
Forgive  that  filthy  blow  my  passion  dealt  thee ; 
I'm  now  preparing  for  the  land  of  peace, 
And  fain  would  have  the  charitable  wishes 
Of  all  good  men,  like  thee,  to  bless  my  journey. 

Jaf.  Good  !  I'm  the  vilest  creature,  worse  than 
e'er 
Suffer'd  the  shameful  fate  thou'rt  going  to  taste  of. 
Why  was  I  sent  for,  to  be  us'd  thus  kindly  ? 
Call,  call  me  villain,  as  I  am  ;  describe 
The  foul  complexion  of  my  hateful  deeds  ; 
Lead  me  to  the  rack,  and  stretch  me  in  thy  stead, 
I've  crimes  enough  to  give  it  its  full  load, 
And  do  it  credit :  thou  wilt  but  spoil  the  use  on't, 
And  honest  men  hereafter  bear  its  figure 
About  them,  as  a  charm  from  treacherous  friendship. 

Officer.  The  time  grows  short ;  your  friends  are 
dead  already. 

Jaf.  Dead ! 

Pierre.  Yes,  dead,  Jaffeir;  they've  all  died  like 
men,  too. 
Worthy  their  character. 

Jaf.  And  what  must  I  do  ? 

Pierre.  Oh,  Jaffeir ! 

Jaf.  Speak  aloud  thy  burden'd  soul, 

And  tell  thy  troubles  to  thy  tortur'd  friend. 

Pierre.  Friend! 
Couldst  thou  yet  be  a  friend,  a  generous  friend. 
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I  might  hope  comfort  from  thy  noble  sorrows. 
Heaven  knows  I  want  a  friend. 

Jaf.  And  I  a  kind  one. 

That  would  not  thus  scorn  my  repenting  virtue, 
Or  think,  when  he's  to  die,  my  thoughts  are  idle. 

Pierre.  No :  live,  I  charge  thee,  Jaifeir. 

Jqf,    .  Yes,  I'll  live; 

But  it  shall  be  to  see  thy  fall  reveng'd 
At  such  a  rate,  as  Venice  long  shall  groan  for. 

Pierre.  Wilt  thou  ? 

Jaf.  I  will,  by  Heaven  ! 

Pierre.  Then  still  thou'rt  noble. 

And  I  forgive  thee.     Oh ^yet shall  I  trust 

thee  ? 

Jaf.  No  ;  I've  been  false  already. 

Pierre.  Dost  thou  love  me  ? 

Jaf  Rip  up  my  heart,  and  satisfy  thy  doubt- 
ings. 

Pierre.  Curse  on  this  weakness.  [/Ze  weeps. 

Jaf  Tears !  amazement !  tears ! 

I  never  saw  thee  melted  thus  before ; 
And    know    there's    something    labouring    in    thy 

bosom 
That  must  have  vent :  though  I'm  a  villain,  tell  me. 
^Pierre.  See'st  thou  that  engine  ? 

[^Pointing  to  the  wheel. 

Jaf  Why  ? 

Pierre.    Is't   fit   a   soldier,  who   has   liv'd   with 
honour, 
Fought  nations'   quarrels,  and   been  crown'd   with 

conquest. 
Be  expos'd  a  common  carcase  on  a  wheel  ? 

Jqf.  Hah! 

Pierre.       Speak  !  is't  fitting  ? 

Jaf  Fitting  r 

Pierre.  Yes,  is't  fitting  ? 

.Jaf  What's  to  be  done  ? 
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Pierre.  I'd  have  thee  undertake 

Something  that's  noble,  to  preserve  my  memory 
From  the  disgrace  that's  ready  to  attaint  it. 
Officer.  The  day  grows  late,  sir. 
Pierre.  I'll  make  haste  !  Oh,  Jaffeir  I 

Though   thou'st   betray'd    me,    do   me    some   way 
justice. 
Jaf.    No   more   of  that :    thy   wishes    shall   be 
satisfied ; 
I  have  a  wife,  and  she  shall  bleed  ;  my  child,  too. 
Yield  up  his  little  throat,  and  all  t'appcase  thee 

[jGroing  away,  Pierre  holds  him. 

Pierre.  No this — no  more ! 

[i/e  whispers  Jaffeir. 
Jaf.  Hah  !  is't  then  so  ? 
Pierre.  Most  certainly. 

Jaf.  I'll  do't. 

Pierre.  Remember. 
Officer.  Sir. 

Pierre.  Come,  now  I  am  ready. 

\_He  and  Jaffeir  ascend  the  scaffold. 
Captain,  you  should  be  a  gentleman  of  honour. 
Keep  off  the  rabble,  that  I  may  have  room 
To  entertain  my  fate,  and  die  with  decency. 
Come ! 

[Takes  off  his  gown — Executioner  prepares 
to  bind  him. 
Friar.  Son ! 

Pierre.  Hence,  tempter! 
Officer.  Stand  off,  priest. 

Pierre.  I  thank  you,  sir ; 

You'll  think  on't  r  [7b  Jaffeir. 

Jaf.  'Twon't  grow  stale  before  to-morrow. 

.   Pierre.  Now,  Jaffeir !  now  I  am  going.  Now 

[Executioners  halving  bound  him. 

Jaf.  Have  at  thee. 

Thou  honest  heart,  then — here — \_Stabs  him.~] — and 

this  is  well,  too.       [Then  stabs  himself. 
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1^1  Friar.  Damnable  deed !  ^A 

Pierre.  Now  thou  hast  indeed  been  faithful. 

This  was   done   nobly- We   have    deceiv'd   the 

senate. 
Jqf.  Bravely. 

Pierre.     Ha,  ha,  ha — oh,  oh \^Dies^» 

Jqf,  Now,  ye  curs'd  rulers. 

Thus,  of  the  blood  ye  have  shed,  I  make  libation. 
And  sprinkle  it  mingling:  may  it  rest  upon  you. 
And  all  your  race  :  be  henceforth  peace  a  stranger  ^ 
Within  your  walls  ;  let  plagues  and  famine  waste 
Your  generation — O  poor  Belvidera ! 
Sir,  I  have  a  wife  ;  bear  this  in  safety  to  her, 
A  token,  that  with  my  dying  breath  I  bless'd  her,  -".< 
And  the  dear  little  infant  left  behind  me. 

I'm  sick I'm  quiet [Jaffeir  dies* 

Officer.  Bear  this  news  to  the  senate. 
And  guard  their  bodies  till  there's  farther  order  :^ 
Heaven  grant  I  die  so  well — 

{_Scene  shuts  iipo?i  them. 


SCENE  III. 

iSo/'t  Music. — Enter  Belvidera,  distracted,  led  by 
two  of  her  Women,  Priuli,  a77d  Servants. 

P7^i.  Strengthen  her  heart  with  patience,  pitying 

Heaven !  ./ 

Bel,  Come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  nay, 

i  .jt.i         come  to  bed,  ^i 

Pr'ythee,  my   love.     The   winds ;  hark   how  they 

whistle ! 
And  the  rain  beats :  Oh,  how  the  weather  shrinks  me ! 
You  are  angry,  now ;  who  cares  ?  Pish,  no,  indeed. 
Chuse,  then  ;  I  say  you  shall  not  go,  you  shall  not. 
Whip  your  ill-nature ;  get  you  gone,  then  ;  oh  l^i^-*^- 

[Jaffeir's  Ghost  rises. 
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Are   you    return'd  ?    See,    father,    here    he's  come 
{  again. 

Am  I  to  blame  to  love  him  ?  Oh,  thou  dear  one ! 

[Ghost  sinks. 

Why  do  you  fly  me  ?  Are  you  angry  still,  then  r 

Jaffeir,   where   art   thou  ?  father,  why  do   you  do 
thus  ? 

Stand  off;  don't  hide  him   from   me.     He's   here, 
somewhere. 

Stand  off,  I  say :  What,  gone  ?  Remember  it,  ty- 
rant ! 

I  may  revenge  me  for  this  trick  one  day. 

I'll  do't I'll  do't.     Renault's  a  nasty  fellow  ; 

Hang  him,  hang  him,  hang  him. 

Enter  Ofllicer  and  others. — Otiicer  whispers  Priuli. 

Pri.  News,  what  news  ? 
Officer.  Most  sad,  sir  : 

Jaffeir,  upon  the  scaffold,  to  prevent 
A  shameful  death,  stabb'd  Pierre,  and  next  himself; 
Both  fell  too'ether. 

Pri.  Daughter. 

Bel  Ha !  look  there  ! 

[The  Ghosts  of  Jaffeir  cmd  Pierre   rise 
together,  both  bloody. 
My  husband  bloody  !  and  his  friend,  too  !  Murder! 
Who  has  done  this  r  speak  to  me,  thou  sad  vision ; 

[Ghosts  sink. 
On  these  poor  trembling  knees  I  beg  it :  vanish'd — 
Here  they  went  down  :  Oh !  I'll  dig,  dig  the  den  up. 
You  shan't  delude  me  thus.     Hoa,  Jaffeir  !  Jaffeir ! 
Peep  up  and  give  me  but  a  look.     I  have  him  ! 
I've  got  him,  father!  Oh  !  how  I'll  smuggle  him  ! 
My   love!  my  dear !  my  blessing  I  Iielp  me !  help 

me ! 
They  have  hold  on  me,  and  drag  me  to  the  bottom. 
Nay — now  they  pull  so  hard — farewell — 

[She  dies. 
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Maid.  She's  dead ; 

Breathless  and  dead. 

Pri.  Then  guard  me  from  the  sight  on't : 

Lead  me  into  some  place  that's  fit  for  mourning ; 
W^here  the  free  air,  light,  and  the  cheerful  sun 
May  never  enter :  hang  it  round  with  black ; 
Set  up  one  taper  that  may  last  a  day, 
As  long  as  I've  to  live :  and  there  all  leave  me  : 
Sparing  no  tears  when  you  this  tale  relate. 
But  bid  all  cruel  fathers  dread  my  fate. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
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THE  text  is  done,  and  now  for  application, 

jlnd  zvhen  thafs  ended,  pass  your  approbation. 

Though  the  conspiracy's  prevented  here, 

Methinks  I  see  another  hatching  there; 

And  there  s  a  certain  faction  fain  would  sway. 

If  they  had  strength  enough,  and  damn  this  play: 

But  this  tJic  author  bade  me  boldly  say ; 

If  any  take  this  plainness  in  ill  part. 

He's  glad  on  t  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart; 

Poets  in  honour  of  the  truth  should  write 

With  the  same  spirit  brave  men  for  it  fight. 

And  though  against  him  causeless  hatreds  rise. 

And  daily  where  he  goes  of  late,  he  spies 

The  scoxvls  of  sullen  and  revengeful  eyes; 

''Tis  what  he  knows  with  much  contempt  to  bear. 

And  serves  a  cause  too  good  to  let  him  fear: 

He  fears  fio  poison  from  an  incensd  drab. 

No  ruffians  five  foot  sword,  nor  rascal's  stab; 

Nor  any  other  snares  of  mischief  laid, 

Not  a  Rose-alley  cudgel-ambuscade. 

From  any  private  cause  where  malice  reigns., 

Or  general  pique  all  blockheads  have  to  brains: 

Nothing  shall  daunt  his  pen  when  truth  does  call; 

No,  not  the  picture-mangier  *  at  Guildhall. 

The  rebel-tribe,  of  which  that  vermin  s  one. 

Have  now  set  forxvard,  and  their  course  begun; 

And  xvhile  that  princes  figure  they  deface. 

As  they  before  had  massacred  his  name. 
Durst  their  base  fears  but  look  him  in  the  face, 

Theyd  use  his  person  as  they've  usd  his  fame: 

*  The  rascal  that  cut  the  Duke  of  York's  picture.  y 
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A  face  in  which  such  lineaments  they  read 
of  that  great  martyrs^  whose  rich  blood  they  shed. 
That  their  rebellious  hate  they  still  retain, 
A'^d  in  his  son  would  murder  him  again. 
J^ith  indignation  then,  let  each  brave  heart 
Rouze,  and  unite  to  take  his  injur  d part; 
Till  royal  love  and  goodness  call  him  home. 
And  songs  of  triumph  meet  him  as  he  come; 
Till  Heaven  his  honour,  and  our  peace  restore, 
And  villains  never  wrong  his  virtue  more. 
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EPISTLE  TO  MR.  DUKE. 


My  much-lov'd  friend,  when  thou  art  from  my 

eyes. 
How  do  I  loath  the  day,  and  hght  despise. 
Night,    kinder   night's    the   much   more    welcome 

guest ; 
For  though  it  bring  small  ease,  it  hides,  at  least ; 
Or,  if  e'er  slumbers  and  my  eyes  agree, 
'Tis  when  they're  crown'd  with  pleasing  dreams  of 

thee. 
Last  night,  methought  (Heaven  make  the  next  as 

kind). 
Free  as  first  innocence,  and  unconfin'd 
As  our  first  parents  in  their  Eden  were. 
Ere  yet  condemn'd  to  eat  their  bread  with  care. 
We  two  together  wander'd  through  a  grove  ; 
'Twas  green  beneath  us,  and  all  shade  above. 
Mild  as  our  friendship,  springing  as  our  love  ; 
Hundreds  of  cheerful  birds  fill'd  every  tree. 
And  sung  their  joyful  songs  of  liberty; 
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While  through  the  gladsome  choir  well-pleas'd  we 

walk'd, 
And  of  our  present  valu'd  state  thus  talk'd  : 
How  happy  are  we  in  this  sweet  retreat ! 
Thus  humbly  blest,  who'd  labour  to  be  great? 
Who  for  preferments  at  a  court  would  wait. 
Where  every  gudgeon's  nibbling  at  the  bait  ? 
What  fish  of  sense  would  on  that  shallow  lie. 
Amongst  the  little,  starving,  wriggling  fry. 
That  tlirong  and  crowd  each  other  for  a  taste 
Of  the  deceitful,  painted,  poison'd  paste  ; 
When  the  wide  river  he  behind  him  sees. 
Where  he  may  launch  to  liberty  and  ease  ? 
No  cares  or  business  here  disturb  our  hours. 
While  underneath  these  shady,  peaceful  bowers. 
In  cool  delight  and  innocence  we  stray. 
And  midst  a  thousand  pleasures  waste  the  day ; 
Sometimes  upon  a  river's  bank  we  lie. 
Where  skimming  swallows  o'er  the  surface  fly; 
Just  as  the  sun  declining,  with  his  beams, 
Kisses,  and  gently  warms  the  gliding  streams ; 
Amidst  whose  current  rising  fishes  play. 
And  roll  in  wanton  liberty  away. 
Perhaps,  hard  by,  there  grows  a  little  bush, 
On  which  the  linnet,  nightingale,  and  thrush. 
Nightly  their  solemn  orgies,  meeting,  keep. 
And  sing  their  vespers  ere  they  go  to  sleep  : 
There  we  two  lie  ;  between  us  may  he's  spread 
Some  book  few  understand,  though  many  read. 
Sometimes  we  Virgil's  sacred  leaves  turn  o'er, 
Still  wond'ring,  and  still  finding  cause  for  more. 
How  Juno's  rage  did  good  yEneas  vex ; 
Then,  how  he  had  revenge  upon  her  sex 
In  Dido's  state,  whom  bravely  he  enjoy'd. 
And  quitted  her  as  bravely,  too,  when  cloy'd : 
He  knew  the  fatal  danaer  of  her  charms. 
And  scorn'd  to  melt  his  virtue  in  her  arms. 
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Next  Nisus  and  Euryalus  we  admire. 

Their  gentle  friendship,  and  their  martial  fire ; 

We  praise  their  valour,  'cause  yet  match'd  by  none; 

And  love  their  friendship,  so  much  like  our  own. 

But  when,  to  give  our  minds  a  feast  indeed, 

Horace,  best  known  and  lov'd  by  thee,  we  read. 

Who  can  our  transports  or  our  longings  tell. 

To  taste  of  pleasures  prais'd  by  him  so  well  ? 

With  thoughts  of  love  and  wine  by  him  we're  fir'd. 

Two  things  in  sweet  retirement  much  desir'd ; 

A  generous  bottle  and  a  lovesome  she. 

Are  the  only  joys  in  nature,  next  to  thee : 

To  which  retiring  quietly  at  night, 

If  (as  that  only  can)  to  add  delight ; 

When  to  our  little  cottage  we  repair. 

We  find  a  friend  or  two  we  wish  for  there ; 

Dear  B ly,  kind  as  parting  lovers'  tear ; 

Adderly,  honest  as  the  sword  he  wears  ; 
Wilson,  professing  friendship,  yet  a  friend. 

Or Short,  beyond  what  numbers  can  commend; 

Finch,  full  of  kindness,  gen'rous  as  his  blood, 
W^atchful  to  do  to  modest  merit  good ; 
Who  have  forsook  the  wild  tumultuous  town. 
And  for  a  taste  of  life  to  us  come  down. 
With  eager  arms  how  closely  then  w'  embrace ! 
What  joy's  in  every  heart,  and  every  face  ! 
The  mod'rate  table's  quickly  cover'd  o'er 
With  choicest  meats,  at  least,  though  not  with  store : 
Of  bottles  next  succeeds  a  goodly  train, 
Full  of  what  cheers  the  heart,  and  fires  the  brain. 
Each  waited  on  by  a  bright  virgin  glass. 
Clean,  sounds  and  shining,  like  each  drinker's  lass. 
Then  down  we  sit,  while  every  genius  tries 
T'  improve,  till  he  deserves  his  sacrifice. 
No  saucy  hour  presumes  to  stint  delight ; 
We  laugh,  love,  drink,  and  when  that's  done,  'tis 
night : 

VOL.  II.  E  E 
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Well  warm'd  and  pleas'd,  as  we  think  fit  we  part,^ 
Each  takes  the  obedient  treasure  of  his  heart,  ^-, 
And  leads  her  willing  to  his  silent  bed,  ^, 

Where  no  vexatious  cares  come  near  his  head,       ^ 
But  every  sense  with  perfect  pleasure's  fed  ; 
Till,  in  full  joy  dissolv'd,  each  falls  asleep. 
With  twining  limbs,  that  still  love's  posture  keep,' 
At  dawn  of  morning  to  renew  delight; 
So  quiet  craving  love  till  the  next  night; 
Then  we  the  drowsy  cells  of  sleep  forsake. 
And  to  our  books  our  earliest  visit  make  ; 
Or  else  our  thoughts  to  their  attendance  call. 
And  there,  methinks,  fancy  sits  queen  of  all ; 
While  the  poor  under  faculties  resort. 
And  to  her  sickly  majesty  make  court ; 
The  understanding  first  comes,  plainly  clad. 
But  usefully — no  entrance  to  be  had. 
Next  comes  the  will,  that  bully  of  the  mind  ; 
Follies  wait  on  him  in  a  troop  behind : 
He  meets  reception  from  the  antic  queen. 
Who  thinks  her  majesty's  most  honour'd  when 
Attended  by  those  finc-dress'd  gentlemen. 
Reason,  the  honest  counsellor,  this  knows. 
And  into  court  with  res'lute  virtue  goes  ; 
Lets  fancy  sec  her  loose  irregular  sway; 
Then  how  the  flattering  foUies  sneak  away. 
This  image,  when  it  came,  too  fiercely  shook 
My  brain,  which  its  soft  quiet  straight  forsook; 
When  waking,  as  I  cast  my  eyes  around. 
Nothing  but  old  loath'd  vanities  I  found  ;  v 

No  grove,  no  freedom,  and,  what's  worse  to  me,  . 

No  friend;  for  I  have  none  compar'd  with  thee.  « 

Soon  then  my  thoughts  with  their  old  tyrant,  care,  | 

Were  seiz'd  ;  which  to  divert,  I  fram*d  this  prayer :  |! 

Gods !    life's  your   gift ;    then   season't   with   such  - 

-  fate. 

That  what  ye  meant  a  blessing  prove  no  weight. 
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Let  me  to  the  remotest  part  be  whirl'd 

Of  this,  your  play-thing  made  in  haste,  the  world ; 

But  grant  me  quiet,  liberty,  and  peace. 

By  day  what's  needful,  and  at  night  soft  ease  ; 

The  friend  I  trust  in,  and  the  she  I  love : 

Then  fix  me  ;  and  if  e'er  I  wish  remove, 

Make  me  as  great  (that's  wretched)  as  you  can ; 

Set  me  in  power,  the  woful'st  state  of  man  ; 

To  be  by  fools  misled,  to  knaves  a  prey ; 

But  make  life  what  I  ask,  or  take't  away. 


THE  POET'S  COMPLAINT  OF  HIS  MUSE. 

AN  ODE. 


I. 

TO  a  high  hill,  where  never  yet  stood  tree. 

Where  only  heath,  coarse  fern^  and  furzes  grow. 
Where  (nipp'd  by  piercing  air) 
The  flocks  in  tatter'd  fleeces  hardly  graze. 
Led  by  uncouth  thoughts  and  care. 
Which  did  too  much  his  pensive  mind  amaze, 
A  vvand'ring  bard,  whose  Muse  was  crazy  grown, 
Cloy'd  with  the  nauseous  follies  of  the  buzzing  town, 
Came,  look'd  about  him,   sigh'd,  and  laid  him 

down. 
'Twas  far  from  any  path,  but  where  the  earth 
Was  bare,  and  naked  all  as  at  her  birth. 
When  by  the  word  it  first  was  made. 
Ere  God  had  said. 
Let  grass  and  herbs,  and  every  green  thing  grow, 
With  fruitful  trees  after  their  kind  ;  and  it  was  so. 

E  E  2 
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The    whistling   winds  blew   fiercely    round   his 
head. 
Cold  was  his  lodging,  hard  his  bed ; 
Aloft  his  eyes  on  the  wide  Heavens  he  cast. 
Where  we  are  told  peace  only's  found  at  last : 
And  as  he  did  its  hopeless  distance  see, 
Sigh'd  deep,  and  cried,  How  far  is  peace  from  me  ? 

n. 

Nor  ended  there  his  moan  : 
The  distance  of  his  future  joy 
Had  been  enough  to  give  him  pain  alone ; 
But  who  can  undergo 
Despair  of  ease  to  come,  with  weight  of  present 
woe  ? 
Down  his  afflicted  face 
The  trickling  tears  had  stream'd  so  fast  apace, 
As  left  a  path  worn  by  their  briny  race. 
Swoln  was  his  breast  with  sighs,  his  well- 

Proportion'd  limbs  as  useless  fell. 
While  the  poor  trunk  (unable  to  sustain 
Itself)  lay  rack'd,  and  shaking  with  its  pain. 
I  heard  his  groans,  as  I  was  walking  by, 
And,  urg*d  by  pity,  went  aside,  to  see 
What  the  sad  cause  could  be 
Had  press'd  his  state  so  low,  and  rais'd  his  plaints 
so  high. 
On  me  he  fix'd  his  eyes  ;  I  crav'd, 
Why  so  forlorn  ?  He  vainly  rav'd  ; 
Peace  to  his  mind  I  did  commend ; 
But,  oh !  my  words  were  hardly  at  an  end, 
When  I  perceiv'd  it  was  my  friend. 
My  much-lov'd  friend  :  so  down  I  sate,  i  I 

And  begg'd  that  I  might  share  his  fate  :  ^j 

I  laid  my  cheek  to  his,  when  with  a  gale 
Of  sighs  he  eas'd  his  breast,  and  thus  began  his 
tale : 


SEVERAL  OCCASIONS.  421 

III. 

I  am  a  wretch  of  honest  race  : 
My  parents  not  obscure,  nor  high  in  titles  were  . 
They  left  me  heir  to  no  disgrace  : 
My  father  was  (a  thing  now  rare) 
Loyal  and  brave ;  my  mother  chaste  and  fair. 
Their  pledge  of  marriage-vows  was  only  I ; 
Alone  I  liv'd  their  much-lov'd  fondled  boy ; 
They  gave  me  generous  education  high  ; 
They  strove  to  raise  my  mind,  and  with  it  grew  their 

joy. 

The  sages  that  instructed  me  in  arts 

And  knowledge,  oft  would  praise  my  parts. 
And  cheer  my  parents'  longing  hearts. 
When  I  was  call'd  to  a  dispute. 
My  fellow-pupils  oft  stood  mute : 
Yet  never  envy  did  disjoin 
Their  hearts  from  me,  nor  pride  distemper  mine. 
Thus  my  first  years  in  happiness  I  past. 

Nor  any  bitter  cup  did  taste ; 
But,  oh  !  a  deadly  poison  came  at  last : 

As  I  lay  loosely  on  my  bed, 
A  thousand  pleasant  thoughts  triumphing  in  my 

head. 
And  as  my  sense  on  the  rich  banquet  fed, 
A  voice  (it  seem'd  no  more ;  so  busy  I 
Was  with  myself,  I  saw  not  who  was  nigh) 
Pierc'd  through  my  ears  ;  Arise,  thy  good  Senander's 

dead. 
It  shook  my  brain,  and  from  their  feast  my  frighted 
senses  fled. 

IV. 

From  thence  sad  discontent,  uneasy  fears. 
And  anxious  doubts  of  what  I  had  to  do. 

Grew  with  succeeding  years  : 
The  world  was  wide,  but  whither  should  I  go  ? 
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I,  whose  blooming  hopes  all  withered  were ; 
Who'd  little  fortune,  and  a  deal  of  care? 
To  Britain's  great  metropolis  I  stray' d. 

Where  fortune's  general  game  is  play'd  ; 
Where  honesty  and  wit  are  often  prais'd. 
But  fools  and  knaves  are  fortunate  and  rais'd. 
My  forward  spirit  prompted  me  to  find 

A  converse  equal  to  my  mind : 
But  by  raw  judgment  easily  misled, 
(As  giddy  callow  boys 
Are  very  fond  of  toys) 
I  miss'd  the  brave  and  wise,  and  in  their  stead 
On  every  sort  of  vanity  I  fed. 
Gay  coxcombs,  cowards,  knaves,  and  prating  fools ; 
Bullies,  of  o'ergrown  bulks  and  little  souls; 
Gamesters,  half-wits,  and  spendthrifts,  (such  as 

think 
Mischievous  midnight  frolics,  bred  by  drink. 

Are  gallantry  and  wit, 
Because  to  their  lewd  understandings  fit) 

Were  those  wherewith  two  years  at  least  I  spent. 
To  all  their  fulsome  follies  most  incorrigible  bent : 
Till  at  the  last,  myself  more  to  abuse, 
I  grew  in  love  with  a  deceitful  Muse. 

V. 

No  fair  deceiver  ever  us'd  such  charms, 
T'  ensnare  a  tender  youth,  and  win  his  heart : 
Or,  when  she  had  him  in  her  arms, 
Secur'd  his  love  with  greater  art. 
I  fancied  or  I  dream'd,  (as  poets  always  do) 

No  beauty  with  my  Muse's  might  compare. 
Lofty  she  seem'd,  and  on  her  front  sat  a  majestic  air. 
Awful,  yet  kind  ;  severe,  yet  fair. 
Upon  her  head  a  crown  she  bore 
Of  laurel,  which  she  told  me  should  be  mine : 
And  round  her  ivory  neck  she  wore 
A  rope  of  largest  pearl.     Each  part  of  her  did  shine 
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With  jewels  and  with  gold, 
Numberless  to  be  told  ; 
Which  in  imagination  as  I  did  behold, 

And  lov'd,  and  wondcr'd  more  and  more. 
Said  she,  These  riches  all,  my  darling,  shall  be  thine. 

Riches  which  never  poet  had  before. 
She  promis'd  me  to  raise  my  fortune  and  my  name, 
By  royal  favour  and  by  endless  fame ; 
But  never  told 
How  hard  they  were  to  get,  how  difficult  to  hold. 
Thus  by  the  arts  of  this  most  sly 
Deluder  was  I  caught ; 
To  her  bewitching  bondage  brought. 
Eternal  constancy  we  swore, 
A  thousand  times  our  vows  were  doubled  o'er. 
And  as  we  did  in  our  entrancements  lie, 
1  thought  no  pleasure  e'er  was  wrought  so  high, 
No  pair  so  happy  as  my  Muse  and  I. 

VI. 

Ne'er  was  young  lover  half  so  fond. 
When  first  his  pusillage  he  lost. 
Or  could  of  half  my  pleasure  boast. 
We  never  met  but  we  enjoy'd. 
Still  transported,  never  cloy'd. 
Chambers,  closets,  fields,  and  groves. 
Bore  witness  of  our  daily  loves  ; 
And  on  the  bark  of  every  tree. 
You  might  the  marks  of  our  endearments  see ; 

Distichs,  posies,  and  the  pointed  bits 
Of  satire  (written  when  a  poet  meets 
His  Muse  in  caterwauling  fits) ; 
You  might  on  every  rind  behold  and  swear 
I  and  my  Clio  had  been  at  it  there. 

Nay,  by  my  Muse,  too,  I  was  blest 
With  offsprings  of  the  choicest  kinds. 
Such  as  have  plcas'd  the  noblest  minds. 
And  been  approv'd  by  judgments  of  the  best. 
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But  in  this  most  transporting  height, 
"Whence  I  look'd  down  and  laugh'd  at  fate. 
All  of  a  sudden  I  was  alter  d  grown  ; 
I  round  me  look'd,  and  found  myself  alone : 
My  faithless  Muse,   my  faithless  Muse  was  gone*' 

I  tried  if  I  a  verse  could  frame  ; 
Oft  I  in  vain  invok'd  my  Clio's  name  : 

The  more  I  strove,  the  more  I  fail'd : 
I  chaf  d,  I  bit  my  pen,  curs'd  my  dull  scull,  and 
rail'd  ; 
Resolv'd  to  force  my  untoward  thought,  and  at  the 
last  prevail'd. 
A  line  came  forth,  but  such  a  one. 
No  trav'ling  matron,  in  her  child-birth  pains. 
Full  of  the  joyful  hopes  to  bear  a  son. 

Was  more  astonish'd  at  the  unlook'd-for  shape 
Of  some  deform'd  baboon,  or  ape. 
Than  I  was,  at  the  hideous  issue  of  my  brains. 
I  tore  my  paper,  stabb'd  my  pen. 
And  swore  I'd  never  write  again  ; 
Resolv'd  to  be  a  doating  fool  no  more. 
But  when  my  reck'ning  I  began  to  make, 
I  found  too  long  I'd  slept,  and  was  too  late  awake ; 
I    found    my  ungrateful  Muse,  for   whose   false 
sake 
I  did  myself  undo. 
Had  robb'd  me  of  my  dearest  store. 
My  precious  time,  my  friends,  and  reputation  too ; 
And  left  me  helpless,  friendless,  very  proud,  and 
poor. 

VII. 

Reason,  which   in  base  bonds    my   folly  had  en- 
thrall'd, 
I  straight  to  council  call'd ; 
Like  some  old  faithful  friend,  whom  long  ago 
I  had  cashier'd,  to  please  my  flattering  fair. 
To  me  with  readiness  he  did  repair  ; 
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Express'd  much  tender  cheerfulness  to  find 
Experience  had  restor'd  him  to  my  mind ; 
And  loyally  did  to  me  show, 
How  much  himself  he  did  abuse, 
Who  credited  a  flattering,  false,  destructive,  treacher- 
ous Muse. 
I  ask'd  the  causes  why.     He  said 
'Twas  never  known  a  Muse  e'er  staid 
When  fortune  fled  ;  for  fortune  is  a  bawd 
To  all  the  Nine  that  on  Parnassus  dwell, 
Where  those  so  fam'd,  delightful  fountains  swell 
Of  poetry,  which  there  does  ever  flow  ; 
And  where  wit's  lusty  shining  God, 
Keeps  his  choice  seraglio. 
So  whilst  our  fortune  smiles,  our  thoughts  aspire, 
Pleasure  and  fame's  our  business  and  desire. 
Then,  too,  if  we  find 
A  promptness  in  the  mind. 
The  Muse  is  always  ready,  always  kind. 
But  if  th'  old  harlot  Fortune  once  denies 
Her  favour,  all  our  pleasure  and  rich  fancy  dies, 
Aiifl  then  the  young  slippery  jilt,  the  Muse,  too, 
from  us  flies. 

vni. 

To  the  whole  tale  I  gave  attention  due ; 
And  as  right  search  into  myself  I  made, 
I  found  all  he  had  said 
W^as  very  honest,  very  true. 
Oh,  how  I  hugg'd  my  welcome  friend ! 
And  much  my  Muse  I  could  not  discommend ; 
For  I  ne'er  liv'd  in  fortune's  grace ; 
She  always  turn'd  her  back,  and  fled  from  me  apace, 
And  never  once  vouchsaPd  to  let  me  see  her  face. 
Then  to  confirm  me  more. 
He  drew  the  veil  of  dotage  from  my  eyes : 
See  here,  my  son,  said  he,  the  valued  prize ; 
Thy  fulsome  Muse  behold,  be  happy,  and  be  wise. 
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I  look'd,  and  saw  the  rampant  tawdry  quean. 

With  a  more  horrid  train. 
Than  ever  yet  to  satyr  lent  a  tale. 

Or  haunted  Chloris  in  the  mall. 
The  first  was  he  who  stunk  of  that  rank  verse. 

In  which  he  wrote  his  Sodom  farce  ; 
A  wretch  whom  old  diseases  did  so  bite, 
That  he  writ  bawdry  sure  in  spite. 
To  ruin  and  disgrace  it  quite. 
Philosophers  of  old  did  so  express 

Their  art,  and  shewed  it  in  their  nastiness. 
Next  him  appear'd  that  blundering  sot. 
Who  a  late  Session  of  the  Poets  wrote. 
Nature  has  mark'd  him  for  a  heavy  fool ; 
By's  flat  broad  face  you'll  know  the  owl. 
The  other  birds  have  hooted  him  from  light ; 
Much  buffeting  has  made  him  love  the  night. 
And  only  in  the  dark  he  strays ; 
Still  wretch  enough  to  live,  with  worse  fools  spends 
his  days. 
And  for  old  shoes  and  scraps  repeats  dull  plays. 
Then  next  there  follow'd,  to  make  up  the  throng. 
Lord  Lampoon  and  Monsieur  Song, 
Who  sought  her  love,  and  promised  for't 
To  make  her  famous  at  the  court. 
The  City  poet,  too,  was  there. 
In  a  black  satin  cap,  and  his  own  hair ; 
And  bcgg'd  that  he  might  have  the  honour 
To  beget  a  pageant  on  her, 
For  the  City's  next  Lord  Mayor. 
Her  favours  she  to  none  denied  : 
They  took  her  all  by  turns  aside. 
Till,  at  the  last,  up  in  the  rear  there  came 
The  poet's  scandal  and  the  Muse's  shame, 
A  beast  of  monstrous  guise,  and  Libel  was  his  name. 

But  let  me  pause,  for  'twill  ask  time  to  tell 
How  he  was  born,  how  bred,  and  where,  and  where 
he  now  does  dwell. 
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IX. 

He  paus'd,  and  thus  renew'd  his  tale : 
Down  in  an  obscure  vale, 
""Midst  fogs  and  fens,  whence  mists  and  vapours 
rise, 
Where  never  sun  was  seen  by  eyes, 
Under  a  desert  wood. 
Which  no  man  own'd,  but  all  wild  beasts  were  bred. 
And  kept  their  horrid  dens,  by  prey  far-forag'd  fed. 
An  ill-pil'd  cottage  stood, 
Built  of  men's  bones  slaughter'd  in  the  civil 

war, 
By  magic  art  brought  thither  from  afar. 

There  liv'd  a  widow'd  witch. 
That  us'd  to  mumble  curses  eve  and  morn, 
Like  one  whom  wants  and  cares  had  worn  ; 
Meagre  her  looks,  and  sunk  her  eyes. 
Yet  mischiefs  studied,  discords  did  devise. 
She  appear'd  humble,  but  it  was  her  pride : 
Slow  in  her  speech,  in  semblance  sanctified. 
Still  when  she  spoke  she  meant  another  way ; 

And  when  she  curs'd  she  seem'd  to  pray. 
Her  hellish  charms  had  all  a  holy  dress. 

And  bore  the  name  of  Godliness. 
All  her  familiars  seem'd  the  sons  of  peace. 

Honest  habits  they  all  wore. 
In  outward  show  most  lamb-like  and  divine : 
But  inward  of  all  vices  they  had  store. 
Greedy  as  wolves,  and  sensual,  too,  as  swine, 
Like  her,   the    sacred  scriptures    they   had   all   hj 

heart. 
Most  easily  could  quote,  and  turn  it  to  any  part  j 
Backward  repeat  it  all,  as  witches  prayers  do ; 
And  for  their  turn,  interpret  backward,  too. 

Idolatry  with  her  was  held  impure. 
Because,  besides  herself,  no  idol  she'd  endure. 
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Though  not  to  paint,  she'd  arts  to  change  the  face^ 

And  alter  it  in  heavenly  fashion. 
Lewd  whining  she  defin'd  a  mark  of  grace, 
And  making  ugly  faces  was  mortification. 

Her  late  dead  pander  was  of  well  known  fame, 
Old  Presbyter  Rebellion  was  his  name  : 
She  a  sworn  foe  to  king,  his  peace,  and  laws, 
So  will  be  ever  ;  and  was  call'd,  bless  us !  The  Good 
Old  Cause. 

X. 

A  time  there  was  (a  sad  one  too) 
When  all  things  wore  the  face  of  woe. 
When  many  horrors  rag'd  in  this  our  land. 
And  a  destroying  angel  was  sent  down. 
To  scourge  the  pride  of  this  rebellious  town. 
He  came,  and  o'er  all  Britain  stretch'd  his  conqu'ring 
hand : 
Till  in  th'  untrodden  streets  unwholesome  grass 
Grew,  of  great  stalk,  its  colour  gross. 
And  melancholic  pois'nous  green ; 
Like  those  coarse  sickly  weeds  on  an  old  dunghill 
seen. 
Where  some  murrain  murder'd  hog, 
Poison'd  cat,  or  strangled  dog, 
In  rottenness  had  long  unburied  laid. 
And  the  cold  soil  productive  made. 
Birds  of  ill  omen  hover'd  in  the  air. 
And  by  their  cries  bad  us  for  graves  prepare ; 
And  as  our  destiny  they  seem'd  t'  unfold, 
Dropp'd  dead  of  the  same  fate  they  had  foretold. 
That  dire  commission  ended,  down  there  came 
Another  angel,  with  a  sword  of  flame : 

Desolation  soon  he  made. 
And  our  new  Sodom  low  in  ashes  laid. 
Distractions  and  distrusts  then  did  amongst  us  rise, 
When,  in  her  pious  old  disguise. 
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This  witch,  with  all  her  mischief-making  train, 
Began  to  sliew  herself  again. 
The  sons  of  old   Rebellion  straight  she  summon'd 
all; 
Straight  they  were  ready  at  her  call : 
Once   more  th'   old   bait  before  their  eyes    she 
cast. 
That,  and  her  love,  they  long'd  to  taste ; 
And  to  her  lust  she  drew  them  all  at  last. 
So  Reuben  (we  may  read  of  heretofore) 
Was  led  astray,  and  had  pollution  with  his  father's 
whore. 

XL 

The  better  to  conceal  her  lewd  intent. 
In  safety  from  observing  eyes, 
Th'  old  strumpet  did  herself  disguise 
In  comely  weeds,  and  to  the  city  went. 
Affected  truth,  much  modesty,  and  grace. 
And  (like  a  worn-out  suburb-trull)  pass'd  there  for  a 
new  face. 
Thither  all  her  lovers  flock'd. 
And  there  for  her  support  she  found, 
A  wight,  of  whom  fame's  trumpet  much   does 

sound. 
With  all  ingredients  for  his  bus'ness  stock'd, 
Not  unlike  him  whose  story  has  a  place 
In  th'  annals  of  Sir  Hudibras. 
Of  all  her  bus'ness  he  took  care, 
And  every  knave  or  fool  that  to  her  did  repair,- 
Had  by  him  admittance  there. 
By  his  contrivance  to  her  did  resort. 
All  who  had  been  disgusted  at  the  court ; 

Those  whose  ambition  had  been  crost, 
Or  by  ill  manners  had  preferments  lost, 
Were   those   on  whom    she   practis'd    most   h§.r 
charms. 
Lay  nearest  to  her  heart,  and  oft'nest  in  her  arjns. 
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Interest  in  every  faction,  every  sect  she  sought : 
And  to  her  lure,  flatt'ring  their  hopes,  she  brought 
All  those  who  use  religion  for  a  fashion. 
All  such  as  practice  forms,  and  take  great  pains 

To  make  their  godliness  their  gains. 
And  thrive  by  the  distractions  of  a  nation, 

She,  by  her  art,  ensnar'd,  and  fetter'd  in  her  chains. 

Through  her  the  Atheist  hop'd  to  purchase  toleration. 
The  rebel  power,  the  beggar'd  spendthrift  lands, 
Out  of  the  king's  or  bishop's  hands. 

Nay,  to  her  side,  at  last,  she  drew  in  all  the  rude, 
Ungovernable,  headlong  multitude: 
Promis'd  strange  liberties,  and  sure  redress 
Of  never-felt,  unheard-of  grievances : 
Pamper'd  their  follies,  and  indulg'd  their  hopes, 

With  May-day  routs,  November  squibs,  and  burn- 
ing paste-board  popes. 

XII. 

With  her,  in  common  lust,  did  mingle  all  the  crew> 
Till  at  the  last  she  pregnant  grew; 
And  from  her  womb,  in  little  time,  brought  forth 
This  monstrous,  most  detested  birth. 
Of  children  born  with  teeth  we've  heard,      > .' i^ 
And  some,  like  comets,  with  a  beard. 
Which  seem'd  to  be  forerunners  of  dire  change  ; 

But  never  hitherto  was  seen. 
Born  from  a  Wapping  drab,  or  Shorcditch  quean, 
A  form  like  this,  so  hideous  and  so  strange. 
To  help  whose  mother  in  her  pains  there  came 
Many  a  well-known  dame. 
The  bawd  Hypocrisy  was  there. 
And  Madam  Impudence,  the  fair  : 

Dame  Scandal,  with  her  squinting  eyes. 
That  loves  to  set  good  neighbours  at  debate. 
And  raise  commotions  in  a  jealous  state,        /\ 
Was  there ;  and  Malice,  queen  of  far-spread  lies. 
With  all  their  train  of  Frauds  and  Forgeries. 


I 
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But  midwife  Mutiny,  that  busy  drab, 
That's  always  talking,  always  loud. 
Was  she  that  Hrst  took  up  the  babe, 
And  of  the  office  most  was  proud. 

Behold  its  head  of  horrid  form  appears  : 

To  spite  the  pillory  it  had  no  ears. 

When  straight  the  bawd  cry'd  out,  'twas  surely 
kin 
To  the  blest  family  of  Pryn. 

But  Scandal  ofter'd  to  depose  her  word, 
Or  oath,  the  father  was  a  lord. 
The  nose  was  ugly,  long,  and  big, 
Broad  and  snouty  like  a  pig  ; 

Which  show'd  he  would  in  dunghills  love  to  dig; 
Love  to  cast  stinking  satires  up  in  ill-pil'd  rhimes. 
And  live  by  the  corruptions  of  unhappy  times. 

XIII. 

They  promis'd  all  by  turns  to  take  him. 
And  a  hopeful  youth  to  make  him: 
To  nurse  he  straight  was  sent 
To  a  sister-witch,  though  of  another  sort, 
One  who  profess'd  no  good,  nor  any  meant : 
All  day  she  practis'd  charms,   by  night  she  hardly 

slept. 
Yet  in  the  outcasts  of  a  northern  factious  town, 
A  little  smoky  mansion  of  her  own. 
Where  her  familiars  to  her  did  resort, 

A  cell  she  kept,  • 

Hell  she  ador'd,  and  Satan  was  her  God ; 
'  And  many  an  ugly  loathsome  toad 

Crawl'd  round  her  walls,  and  croak'd. 
Under  her  roof,  all  dismal  black  and  smok'd, 
Harbour'd  beetles  and  unwholesome  bats. 
Sprawling  nests  of  little  cats  : 
All  which  were  imps  she  cherish'd  with  her  blood. 
To  make  her  spells  succeed  and  good. 
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Still  at  her  rivell'd  breasts  they  hung,  whenever  man- 
kind she  curst,  ■ 
And  with  these  foster-brethren  was  our  Monster 
nurst.                                         ^  f  ^    ■'"-* 
In  httle  time  the  hell-bred  brat    '  ^'^  ^'^h-id^) 

Grew  plump  and  fat. 
Without  his  leading-strings  could  walk, 
And,  as  the  sorceress  taught  him,  talk. 
At  seven  years  old  he  went  to  school^ 
Where  first  he  grew  a  foe  to  rule. 
Never  would  he  learn  as  taught. 
But  still  new  ways  affected,  and  new  methods  soughtj 
Not  that  he  wanted  parts 
T'improve  in  letters,  and  proceed  to  arts  ;^-  >}'"f^ 

But  as  negligent  as  sly. 
Of  all  perverseness  brutish ly  was  full, 
(By  nature  idle)  lov'd  to  shift  and  lie,       J  ^yS. 

And  was  obstinately  dull. 
Till  spite  of  nature,  through  great  pains,  the  sot, 
(And  th'  influence  of  th'  ill  genius  of  our  land) 
At  last  in  part  began  to  understand. 
Some  insight  in  the  Latin  tongue  he  got ; 
Could  smatter  pretty  well,  and  write  too  a  plain  hand. 
For  which  his  guardians  all  thought  fit, 
In  compliment  to  his  most  hopeful  wit. 
He  should  be  sent  to  learn  the  laws, 
And  out  of  the  good  old  to  raise  a  damn'd  new  cause^ 

XIV. 

In  which  the  better  to  improve  his  mind,^"'  '  ' 
As  by  nature  he  was  bent 
To  search  in  hidden  paths,  and  things  long  buried 
find,  ■  '^TfiiH^in  »r 

A  wretch's  converse  much  he  did  frequent: 
One  who  this  world,  as  that  did  him,  disown'd^ 
And  in  an  unfrequented  corner,  where  -  eil 

Nothing  was  pleasant^  hardly  healthful  found,  j 
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He  led  his  hated  Hfe, 
Needy,  and  even  of  necessaries  bare. 
No  servant  had  he,  children,  friend,  or  wife  : 
But  of  a  Uttle  remnant,  got  by  fraud, 
(For  all  ill  turns  he  lov'd,  all  good  detested)  and  be- 
liev'd  no  God. 
Thrice  in  a  week  he  chang'd  a  hoarded  groat, 
With  which  of  beggars'  scraps  he  bought. 
Then  from  a  neighb'ring  fountain  water  got, 
Not  to  be  clean,  but  slake  his  thirst. 
He  never  blest  himself,  and  all  things  else  he  curst. 
The  cell  in  which  he  (though  but  seldom)  slept. 
Lay  like  a  den,  uncleans'd,  unswept : 
And  there  those  jewels  which  he  lov'd  he  kept ; 
Old  worn-out  statutes,  and  records 
Of  commons'  privileges  and  the  rights  of  lords. 
But  bound  up  by  themselves,  with  care  were  laid 
All  the  acts,  resolves,  and  orders  made 
By  the  old  long  rump  parliament, 
Through  all  the  changes  of  its  government : 
From  which  with  readiness  he  could  debate 
Concerning  matters  of  the  state. 
All  down  from  godly  forty-one,  to  horrid  forty-eight. 

XV. 

His  friendship  much  our  Monster  sought 
By  instinct,  and  by  inclination  too  : 
So  without  much  ado 
They  were  together  brought. 
To  him  obedience  Libel  swore,  and  by  him  was  he 
taught : 
He  learnt  of  him  all  goodness  to  detest ; 
To  be  asham'd  of  no  disgrace ; 
In  all  things,  but  obedience,  to  be  a  beast ; 
To  hide  a  coward's  heart,  and  show  a  hardy  face. 
He  taught  him  to  call  government  a  clog, 
But  to  bear  beatings  like  a  dog  : 

VOL.  II.  F  F 
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^1  ■ 


Thave  no  religion,  honesty,  or  sense,  '. 

But  to  profess  them  all  for  a  pretence. 

Fraught  with  these  morals,  he  began  i 
To  complete  him  more  for  man : 
Distinguish  to  him  in  an  hour 
'Twixt  legislative  and  judicial  power; 

How  to  frame  a  commonwealth. 
And  democracy  by  stealth  ;  ,5 

To  palliate  it  at  first,  and  cry 
'Twas  but  a  well  mix'd  monarchy. 
And  treason  salus  populi ; 
Into  rebellion  to  divide  the  nation. 
By  fair  committees  of  association ; 
How  by  a  lawful  means  to  bring 
In  arms  against  himself  the  king, 
With  a  distinguishing  old  trick,    \A 
'Twixt  persons  natural  and  politic ; 

How  to  make  faithful  sei-vants  traitors. 

Thorough  pac'd  rebels  legislators,      t^ 
And  at  last  troopers  adjutators. 
Thus  well  inform'd,  and  furnish'd  with  enough 
Of  such  like  wordy  canting  stuff 
Our  blade  set  forth,  and  quickly  grew 
A  leader  in  a  factious  crew. 
Where'er  he  came,  'twas  he  first  silence  broke, 
.» ■        And  swell'd  with  every  word  he  spoke ; 
By  which  becoming  saucy  grace, 
c   He  gain'd  authority  and  place  : 
By  many  for  preferments  was  thought  fit. 
For  talking  treason  without  fear  or  wit : 
For  opening  failings  in  the  state  : 
For  loving  noisy  and  unsound  debate, 
And  wearing  of  a  mysticail  green  ribband  in  his  hat. 

.» \h\'asNo\  ?jifT 
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XVI. 

Thus,  like  Alcides  in  his  lion's  skin, 
He  very  dreadful  grew. 

But,  like  that  Hercuies  when  love  crept  in. 
And  th'  hero  to  his  distaff  drew, 

His  foes  that  found  him  saw  he  was  but  man : 
So  when  my  faithless  Clio  by  her  snare 
Had  brought  him  to  her  arms,  and  I  surpris'd  him 
there, 

At  once  to  hate  and  scorn  him  I  began  ; 
To  see  how  foolishly  she  had  drest. 
And  for  diversion  trick'd  the  beast. 
He  was  poetry  all  o'er, 
On  every  side,  behind,  before  : 
About  him  nothing  could  I  see. 
But  parti-colour'd  poetry. 
Painters'  advices,  litanies, 

Ballads,  and  all  the  spurious  excess 
Of  ills  that  malice  could  devise. 

Or  ever  swarm'd  from  a  licentious  press, 
Hung  round  about  him  like  a  spell : 
And  in  his  own  hand  too  was  writ. 
That  worthy  piece  of  modern  wit. 
The  country's  late  appeal.  r-^jyj   V* 

But  from  such  ills  when  will  our  wretched  state 

Be  freed?  and  who  shall  crush  this  serpent's  head? 

'Tis  said  we  may  in  ancient  legends  read 
Of  a  huge  dragon  sent  by  fate 
To  lay  a  sinful  kingdom  waste  : 
So  through  it  all  he  rang'd,  devouring  as  he  past. 

And  each  day  with  a  virgin  broke  his  fast : 
'Till  wretched  matrons  curs'd  their  wombs, 
So  hardly  was  their  loss  endur  d  : 

The  lovers  all  despair'd,  and  sought  their  tombs 
In  the  same  monster's  jaws,  and  of  their  pains  were 
curd. 

F  F  2 
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Till,  like  our  Monster  too,  and  with  the  same 
Curs'd  ends,  to  the  metropolis  he  came. 
His  cruelties  renew'd  again. 
And  every  day  a  maid  was  slain. 
The  curse  through  every  family  had  past. 

When  to  the  sacrifice  at  last 
Th'  unhappy  monarch's  only  child  must  bow : 
A  Royal  Daughter  needs  must  suffer  then,  a  Royal 
Brother  now. 

XVII. 

On  him  this  dragon  Libel  needs  will  prey ; 
On  him  has  cast 
His  sordid  venom,  and  profan'd 
With  spurious  verse  his  spotless  fame. 
Which  shall  for  ever  stand  / 

Unblemish'd,  and  to  ages  last, 
When  all  his  foes  lie  buried  in  their  shame ; 
Else  tell  me  why  (some  prophet  that  is  wise) 
Heaven  took  such  care 
To  make  him  every  thing  that's  rare. 
Dear  to  the  heart,  desirous  to  the  eyes. 
Why  do  all  good  men  bless  him  as  he  goes  t 
Why  at  his  presence  shrink  his  foes  ? 
Why  do  the  brave   all  strive   his  honour  to  de- 
fend? '^rJiW 
Why  through  the  world  is  he  distinguish'd  most 

By  titles,  which  but  few  can  boast, 
A  most  just  master,  and  a  faithful  friend? 
One  who  never  yet  did  wrong 
To  high  or  low,  to  old  or  young  ? 
Of  him  what  orphan  can  complain  ? 
Of  him  what  widow  make  her  moan  ? 
But  such  as  wish  him  here  again. 
And  miss  his  goodness  now  he's  gone. 
If  this  be  (as  I  am  sure  'tis)  true. 
Then,  pr'ythee,  prophet,  tell  me  too,  s 
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Why  lives  he  in  the  world's  esteem, 
Not  one  man's  foe  ?  and  why  then  are  not  all  men 
friends  with  him  ? 

XVIII. 

W^hene'er  his  life  was  set  at  stake 
For  his  ungrateful  country's  sake. 
What  dangers  or  what  labours  did  he  ever  shun  ? 
Or  what  wonders  has  not  done  r 
Watchful  all  night,  and  busy  all  the  day, 
(Spreading  his  fleet  in  sight  of  Holland's  shore) 
Triumphantly  ye  saw  his  flags  and  streamers  play. 
Then  did  the  English  lion  roar. 
Whilst  the  Belgian  couchant  lay. 
Big  with  the  thoughts  of  conquest  and  renown, 

Of  Britain's  honour,  and  his  own. 
To  them  he  like  a  threat'ning  comet  shin'd, 
Rough  as  the  sea,  and  furious  as  the  wind  : 
But  constant  as  the  stars  that  never  move ; 
Or  as  women  would  have  love. 
The  trembling  genius  of  their  state 
Look'd  out,  and  straight  shrunk  back  his  head, 
To  see  our  daring  banners  spread. 
Whilst  in  their  harbours  they 
Like  batten'd  monsters  welt'ring  lay : 
The  winds,  when  ours  they'd  kiss'd,  scorn'd  with 
their  flags  to  play  ; 
But  drooping,  like  their  captains'  hearts. 
Each  pendant,  every  streamer  hung. 
The  seamen  seem'd  to  have  lost  their  arts. 
Their  ships  at  anchors  now,  of  which  we  had  heard 

them  boast. 
With  ill-furl'd  sails,  and  rattlings  loose,  by  every 
billow  tost, 
Lay  like  neglected  harps,  untun'd,  unstrung ; 

Till  at  the  last,  provok'd  with  shame. 
Forth  from  their  dens  the  baited  foxes  came : 
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Foxes  in  councils  and  in  fight  too  grave ; 

Seldom  true,  and  now  not  brave. 
They  bluster'd  out  the  day  with  show  of  fight, 
And  ran  away  in  the  good-natur'd  night. 

XIX. 

A  bloody  battle  next  was  fought. 
And   then    in   triumph   home   a  welcome  fleet  he  f 

brought,  V 

With  spoils  of  victory,  and  glory  fraught.  j 

To  him  then  every  heart  was  open,  down  ;  V 

From  the  great  man  to  the  clown ; 
In  him  rejoic'd,  to  him  inclin'd : 
And  as  his  health  round  the  glad  board  did  pass. 
Each  honest  fellow  cried,  Fill  full  my  glass. 

And  show'd  the  fulness  of  his  mind.  ''J , 

No  discontented  vermin  of  ill  times 
Durst  then  affront  him  but  in  show. 
Nor  Libel  dash  him  with  his  dirty  rhymes: 
Nor  may  he  live  in  peace  that  does  it  now. 

And  whose  heart  would  not  wish  so  too  '  W 

That  had  but  seen 
When  his  tumultuous  misled  foes  '?  oB 

Against  him  rose, 
With  what  heroic  grace 
He  chose  the  weight  of  wrong  to  undergo  ?    i. 
No  tempest  on  his  brow,  unalter'd  in  his  face, 
/         True  witness  of  the  innocence  within. 

But  when  the  messengers  did  mandates  bring  in. 
For  his  retreat  to  foreign  land. 
Since  sent  from  the  relenting  hand 
Of  the  most  loving  brother,  kindest  king; 
If  in  his  heart  regret  did  rise. 
It  never  'scap'd  his  tongue  or  eyes ;        ;  - 
With  steady  virtue  was  allay'd. 
And  like  a  mighty  conquVor,  he  obey'd,  c  dT 
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XX. 

It  was  a  dark  and  gloomy  day, 
Sad  as  the  business,  sullen  too. 
As  proud  men,  when  in  vain  they  woo, 
Or  soldiers  cheated  of  their  pay. 
The  court,  where  pleasures  us'd  to  flow, 
Became  the  scene  of  mourning  and  of  woe. 

Desolate  was  every  room. 
Where  men  for  news  and  bus'ness  use  to  come. 
With  folded  arms  and  down-cast  eyes  men  walk'd. 
In  corners,  and  with  caution  talk'd. 
All  thing-s  prepar  d,  the  hour  grew  near 
When  he  must  part :  his  last  short  time  was 
spent 
In  leaving  blessings  on  his  children  dear. 
To  them  with  eager  haste  and  love  he  went : 
The  eldest  first  embrac'd, 
As  new-born  day  in  beauty  bright. 
But  sad  in  mind  as  deepest  night. 
W^hat  tendVest  hearts  could  say,  betwixt  thempast; 
'Till  grief  to  close  upon  them  crept : 
So  sighing  he  withdrew,  she  turn'd  away  and  wept. 
Much  of  the  father  in  his  breast  did  rise. 
When  on  the  next  he  fix'd  his  eyes, 
A  tender  infant  in  the  nurse's  arms. 

Full  of  kind  play,  and  pretty  charms. 
And  as  to  give  the  farewell  kiss  he  near  it  drew. 
About  his  manly  neck  two  little  arms  it  threw ; 
Smil'd  in  his  eyes,  as  if  it  begg'd  his  stay. 
And  look'd  kind  things  it  could  not  say. 

XXI. 

But  the  great  pomp  of  grief  was  yet  to  come. 
The  appointed  time  was  almost  past, 
Th'  impatient  tides  knock'd  at  the  shore,  and  bid 
him  haste 
To  seek  a  foreign  home. 
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'The  summons  he  resolv'd  t'obey  ;      >i  iii^isVjC 
Disdaining  of  his  suffering  to  complain, 

Though  every  step  seem'd  trod  with  piiin'^ 
So  forth  he  came,  attended  on  his  way 
By  a  sad  lamenting  throng, 
That  blest  him  and  about  him  hung. 
A  weight  his  generous  heart  could  hardly  bear; 
But  for  the  comfort  that  was  near. 
His  beauteous  mate,  the  fountain  of  his  joys, 

That  fed  his  soul  with  love ; 
The  cordial  that  can  mortal  pains  remove. 
To  which  all  worldly  blessings  else  are  toys. 
I  saw  them  ready  for  departure  stand. 
Just  when  approach'd  the  monarch  of  our  land, 
And  took  the  charming  mourner  by  the  hand. 
T'  express  all  noblest  offices  he  strove. 
Of  royal  goodness,  and  a  brother's  love. 
Then  down  to  the  shore-side, 
Where,  to  convey  them,  did  two  royal  barges  ride, 
With  solemn  peace  they  past : 
And  there  so  tenderly  embraced. 
All  griev'd  by  sympathy  to  see  them  part. 
And   their   kind    pains    touch'd  each  by-stander's 
heart. 
Then  hand  in  hand  the  pity'd  pair 
Turn'd  round,  to  face  their  fate  : 
She,  e'en  amidst  afflictions,  fair ; 
He,  though  oppress'd,  still  great. 
Into  th'  expecting  boat  with  haste  they  went ; 
Where,  as  the  troubled  fair  one  to  the  shore  some 
wishes  sent. 
For  that  dear  pledge  she  had  left  behind, 
And  as  her  passion  grew  too  mighty  for  her  mind, 
She  of  some  tears  her  eyes  beguil'd; 
Which,  as  upon  her  cheek  they  lay. 
The  happy  hero  kiss'd  away  ; 
And  as  she  wept,    blush'd   with    disdain,    and 
smil'd.  ^ 
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Straight  forth   they   launch    into   the    high-swoln 
Thames : 
The  well-struck  oars  lave  up  the  yielding  streams. 
All  fix'd  their  longing  eyes,  and  wishing  stood. 
Till  they  were  got  into  the  wider  flood  ; 
Till  lessen'd  out  of  sight,  and  seen  no  more. 
Then  sigh'd,  and  turn'd  into  the  hated  shore. 


PH^DRA  TO  HIPPOLYTUS. 

TRANSLATED    OUT   OF   OVID. 


Theseus,  the  son  of  JEgeus,  having  slain  the 
Minotaur,  promised  to  Ariad?ie,  the  daughter 
of  Minos  and  Fasiphae,  for  the  assistance  zvhich 
she  gave  him,  to  carry  her  home  with  him,  and 
make  her  his  wife :  so  together  with  her  sister 
Phcedra  they  went  on  hoard  and  sailed  to  Chios, 
where  being  warned  by  Bacchus,  he  left  Ariadne, 
and  married  her  sister  Phcedra ;  who  afterwards, 
171  Theseus  her  husband's  absence,  fell  in  love 
with  Hippolytus  her  son-in-law,  who  had  vowed 
celibacy,  and  was  a  hunter:  wherefore  since  she 
could  not  co?iveniently  otherwise,  she  chose  by 
this  Epistle  to  give  him  an  account  of  her  passion. 

IF  thou'rt  unkind,  I  ne'er  shall  health  enjoy. 
Yet  much  I  wish  to  thee,  my  lovely  boy  :  \^ 

Read  this,  and  reading  how  my  soul  is  seiz'd, 
Rather  than  not,  be  with  my  ruin  pleas'd : 
Thus  secrets  safe  to  farthest  shores  may  move. 
By  letters  foes  converse,  and  learn  to  love- 
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Thrice  my  sad  tale,  as  I  to  tell  it  tried,  m  Jil^ 

Upon  my  falt'ring  tongue  abortive  died  :   /,  ^^-^iA  "- 

Long  shame  prevail'd,  nor  could  be  conquer  d  quite^ 

But  what  I  blush'd  to  speak,  love  made  me  write. .. 

'Tis  dang'rous  to  resist  the  power  of  love,  ,?-)d  W 

The  Gods  obey  him,  and  he's  king  above  :         t  rr^/5! 

He  clear'd  the  doubts  that  did  my  mind  confound. 

And  promis'd  me  to  bring  thee  hither  bound  : 

Oh  may  he  come,  and  in  that  breast  of  thine  ylififiS 

Fix  a  kind  dart,  and  make  it  flame  like  mine! 

Yet  of  my  wedlock  vows  I'll  lose  no  care : 

Search  back  through  all  my  fame,  thou'lt  find  it  fair. 

But  love  long  breeding,  to  worst  pain  does  turn ; 

Outward  unharm'd,  within,  within  I  burn! 

As  the  young  bull  or  courser  yet  untam'd, 

Whenyok'd  or  bridl'd  first,  are  pinch'd  and  maim'd. 

So  my  unpractis'd  heart  in  love  can  find 

No  rest,  th'  unwonted  weight  so  toils  my  mind.  ¥ 

When  young,  love's  pangs  by  arts  we  may  remove^^  l 

But  in  our  riper  years  with  rage  we  love.  ^ 

To  thee  I  yield  then  all  my  dear  renown,  i   ...t* 

And  pr'ythee  let's  together  be  undone.  y.  t^J 

Who  would  not  pluck  the  new-blown  blushing  rosev**< 

Or  the  ripe  fruit  that  courts  him  as  it  grows  ? 

But  if  my  virtue  hitherto  has  gain'd 

Esteem  for  spotless,  shall  it  now  be  stain'd  ? 

Oh  in  thy  love  I  shall  no  hazard  run ; 

'Tis  not  a  sin,  but  when  'tis  coarsely  done. 

And  now  should  Juno  leave  her  Jove  to  me, 

I'd  quit  that  Jove,  Hippolytus,  for  thee: 

Believe  me  too  with  strange  desires  I  change,        ufl 

Amongst  wild  beasts  I  long  with  thee  to  range.      :»f  I 

To  thy  delights  and  Delia  I  incline. 

Make  her  my  goddess  too,  because  she's  thine : 

I  long  to  know  the  woods,  to  drive  the  deer,  d'i 

And  o'er  the  mountains'  tops  my  hounds  to  cheer,    " ' 

Shaking  my  dart ;  then,  the  chase  ended,  lie 

Stretch'd  on  the  grass :  and  wouldst  not  thou  be  by? 
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Oft  in  light  chariots  I  with  pleasure  ride, 
And  love  myself  the  furious  steeds  to  guide. 
Now  like  a  Bacchanal  more  wild  I  stray. 
Or  old  Cybele's  priests,  as  mad  as  they, 
When  under  Ida's  hill  they  off'rings  pay : 
E'en  mad  as  those  the  deities  of  night 
And  water.  Fauns  and  Dryads  do  affright. 
But  still  each  little  interval  I  gain, 
Easily  find  'tis  love  breeds  all  my  pain. 
Sure  on  our  race  love  like  a  fate  does  fall. 
And  Venus  will  have  tribute  of  us  all. 
Jove  lov'd  Europa,  whence  my  father  came. 
And,  to  a  bull  transform'd,  cnjoy'd  the  dame : 
She,  like  my  mother,  languish'd  to  obtain. 
And  fiU'd  her  womb  with  shame  as  well  as  pain : 
The  faithless  Theseus  by  my  sister's  aid 
The  monster  slew,  and  a  safe  conquest  made : 
Now  in  that  family  my  right  to  save, 
I  am  at  last  on  the  same  terms  a  slave : 
'Twas  fatal  to  my  sister,  and  to  me. 
She  lov'd  thy  father,  but  my  choice  was  thee. 
Let  monuments  of  triumph  then  be  shown, 
For  two  unhappy  nymphs  by  you  undone. 
When  first  our  vows  were  to  Eleusis  paid, 
Would  I  had  in  a  Cretan  grave  been  laid  : 
'Twas  there  thou  didst  a  perfect  conquest  gain. 
Whilst  love's  fierce  fever  rag'd  in  ev'ry  vein : 
White  was  thy  robe,  a  garland  deck'd  thy  head ; 
A  modest  blush  thy  comely  face  o'erspread. 
That  face  which  may  be  terrible  in  arms. 
But  graceful  seem'd  to  me,  and  full  of  charms  t 
I  love  the  man  whose  fashion's  least  his  care. 
And  hate  my  sex's  coxcomb  fine  and  fair; 
For  whilst  thus  plain  thy  careless  locks  let  fly, 
Th'  unpolish'd  form  is  beauty  in  my  eye,-'   - 
If  thou  but  ride,  or  shake  the  trembling  cfart, 
I  fix  my  eyes,  and  wonder  at  thy  art : 
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To  see  thee  poise  the  jav'lin  moves  delight,         uovi 

And  all  thou  dost  is  lovely  in  my  sight :  ' 

But  to  the  woods  thy  cruelty  resign. 

Nor  treat  it  with  so  poor  a  life  as  mine: 

Must  cold  Diana  be  ador'd  alone ;  '^ 

Must  she  have  all  thy  vows  and  Venus  none  ?  i 

That  pleasure  palls,  if  'tis  enjoy'd  too  long;  A 

Love  makes  the  weary  firm,  the  feeble  strong.        J 

For  Cynthia's  sake  unbend  and  ease  thy  bow ; 

Else  to  thy  arm  'twill  weak  and  useless  grow. 

Famous  was  Cephalus  in  wood  and  plain, 

And  by  him  many  a  boar  and  pard  was  slain. 

Yet  to  Aurora's  love  he  did  incline, 

Who  wisely  left  old  age  for  youth  like  thine. 

Under  the  spreading  shades  her  am'rous  boy„  - 

The  fair  Adonis,  Venus  could  enjoy ;  ^  vki'M 

Atlanta's  love  too  Meleager  soughtyoit:  .-iGsM 

And  to  her  tribute  paid  of  all  he  caught:     /ajti'M 

Be  thou  and  I  the  next  blest  sylvan  pair ;  .!4 

Where  love's  a  stranger,  woods  but  deserts  are.     T' 

With  thee,  through  dang'rous  ways  unknown  beforo, 

I'll  rove,  and  fearless  face  the  dreadful  boar. 

Between  two  seas  a  little  isthmus  lies, 

Wliere  on  each  side  the  beating  billows  rise,  ''f 

There  in  Trazena  I  thy  love  will  meet. 

More  blest  and  pleas'd  than  in  my  native  Crete. 

As  we  could  wish,  old  Theseus  is  away 

At  Thessaly,  where  always  let  him  stay  m 

With  his  Pirithous,  whom  well  I  see  ^ 

Preferr'd  above  Hippolytus  or  me. 

Nor  has  he  only  thus  express'd  his  hate  ;  >3 

We  both  have  sufter'd  wrongs  of  mighty  weight:  ?.o^ 

My  brother  first  he  cruelly  did  slay^  .iww^xiA 

Then  from  my  sister  falsely  ran  away  ;  .r^^g  I 

And  left  expos'd  to  ev'ry  beast  a  prey :  -(1 

A  warlike  queen  to  thee  thy  being  gave,  w.  'A 

A  mother  wortliv  of  a  son  so  brave,     u-. :j>    r 
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From  cruel  Theseus  yet  her  death  did  find^ 

Nor  though  she  gave  him  thee,  could  make  him  kind; 

Unwedded  too  he  murder  d  her  in  spite, 

To  bastardize,  and  rob  thee  of  thy  right : 

And  if,  to  wrong  thee  more,  two  sons  I've  brought, 

Believe  it  his  and  none  of  Phaedra's  fault : 

Rather,  thou  fairest  thing  the  earth  contains, 

I  wish  at  first  I'd  died  of  mother's  pains  : 

How  canst  thou  rev'rence  then  thy  father's  bed, 

From  which  himself  so  abjectly  is  tied  ? 

The  thought  aftVights  not  me,  but  me  inflames  ; 

Mother  and  son  are  notions,  very  names 

Of  worn-out  piety,  in  fashion  then 

When  old  dull  Saturn  rul'd  the  race  of  men : 

But  braver  Jove  taught  pleasure  was  no  sin, 

And  with  his  sister  did  himself  begin. 

Nearness  of  blood,  and  kindred  best  we  prove. 

When  we  express  it  in  the  closest  love. 

Nor  need  we  fear  our  fault  should  be  reveal'd, 

*Twill  under  near  relation  be  conceal'd  ; 

And  all  who  hear  our  loves,  with  praise  shall  crown 

A  mother's  kindness  to  a  grateful  son. 

No  need  at  midnight  in  the  dark  to  stray, 

T'  unlock  the  gates,  and  cry,  My  love,  this  way, 

No  busy  spies  our  pleasures  to  betray. 

But  in  one  house,  as  heretofore,  we'll  live. 

In  public  kisses  take  ;  in  public,  give  ; 

Though  in  my  bed  thouVt  seen,  'twill  gain  applause 

From  all,  whilst  none  have  sense  to  guess  the  cause: 

Only  make  haste,  and  let  this  league  be  sign'd  ; 

So  may  my  tyrant  love  to  thee  be  kind. 
For  this  I  am  an  humble  suppliant  grown : 

Now  where  are  all  my  boasts  of  greatness  gone  • 
I  swore  I  ne'er  would  yield,  resolv'd  to  fight, 
Deceiv'd  by  love,  that's  seldom  in  the  right : 
Now  on  my  own  I  crawl,  to  clasp  thy  knees : 
What's  decent  no  true  lover  cares  or  sees : 
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Shame,  like  a  beaten  soldier,  leaves  the  place. 
But  beauty's  blushes  still  are  in  my  face. 
Forgive  this  fond  confession  which  I  make. 
And  then  some  pity  on  my  sufTrings  take. 
What  though  'midst  seas  my  father's  empire  liesf 
Though  my  great  grandsire  thunder  from  the  skies  ? 
What  though  my  father's  sire,  in  beams  dress'd  gay. 
Drives  round  the  burning  chariot  of  the  day?      «>- 
Their  honour  all  in  me  to  love's  a  slave, 
Then  though  thou  wilt  not  me,  their  honour  save  : 
Jove's  famous  island,  Crete,  in  dow'r  I'll  bring. 
And  there  shall  my  Hippolytus  be  king : 
For  Venus'  sake  then  hear  and  grant  my  prayer. 
So  may'st  thou  never  love  a  scornful  fair ; 
In  fields  so  may  Diana  grace  thee  still, 
And  ev'ry  wood  aflford  thee  game  to  kill ; 
So  may  the  Mountain  Gods  and  satyrs  all 
Be  kind  ;  so  may  the  boar  before  thee  fall ;  > 

So  may  the  water-nymphs  in  heat  of  day,  /A  tixt>-^ 
Though  thou  their  sex  despise,  thy  thirst  allay. 
Millions  of  tears  to  these  my  pray'rs  I  join. 
Which  as  thou  read'st  with  those  dear  eyes  of  thine, 
Think  that  thou  see'st  the  streams  that  flow  from 
mine.  .    *• 


TO  MR.  CREEfip, 

UPON    HIS   TRANSLATION   OF   LUCRETIUS. 


Sir,  when  your  book  the  first  time  came  abroad, 
I  must  confess  I  stood  amaz'd  and  aw'd ; 
For,  as  to  some  good-nature  I  pretend,  e^.,.)*,  i^i^'i 
I  fear*d  to  read  lest  I  should  not  commend. 
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Lucretius  English'd !  'twas  a  work  might  shake 

The  powV  of  English  verse  to  undertake, 

This  all  men  thought,  but  you  are  boni,  we  find,.. 

T*  out-do  the  expectations  of  mankind  ;  < 

Since  you've  so  well  the  noble  task  perform'd, 

Envj'*s  appeas'd,  and  prejudice  disarm'd  : 

For  when  the  rich  original  we  peruse. 

And  by  it  try  the  metal  you  produce  ; 

Though  there  indeerl  the  purest  ore  we  find. 

Yet  still  in  you  it  something  seems  refin'd  : 

Thus  when  the  great  Lucretius  gives  a  loose, 

And  lashes  to  her  speed  his  fiery  Muse  ; 

Still  with  him  you  maintain  an  equal  pace. 

And  bear  full  stretch  upon  him  all  the  race ; 

But  when  in  rugged  way  we  find  him  rein 

His  verse,  and  not  so  smooth  a  stroke  maintain  ; 

There  the  advantage  he  receives  is  found, 

By  you  taught  temper,  and  to  choose  his  ground.;. 

Next,  his  philosophy  you've  so  express'd, 

In  genuine  terms  so  plain,  yet  neatly  dress'd. 

Those  murd'rers  that  now  mangle  it  all  day 

In  schools,  may  learn  from  you  the  easy  way 

To  let  us  know  what  they  would  mean  and  say : 

If  Aristotle's  friends  will  shew  the  grace. 

To  wave  for  once  their  statute  in  that  case. 

Go  on  then,  sir,  and  since  you  could  aspire. 

And  reach  this  height,  aim  yet  at  laurels  higher: 

Secure  great  injur'd  Maro  from  the  wrong, 

He  unredeem'd  has  labour'd  with  so  long 

In  Holboru  rhyme,  and  lest  the  book  should  fail, 

ExposM  with  pictures  to  promote  the  sale ; 

So  tapsters  set  out  signs,  for  muddy  ale. 

You're  only  able  to  retrieve  his  doom. 

And  make  him  here  as  fam'd  as  once  at  Rome : 

For  sure  when  Julius  first  this  isle  subdued. 

Your  ancestors  then  mix'd  with  Roman  blood  ; 
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Some  near  allied  to  that  whence  Ovid  came, 

Virgil  and  Horace,  those  three  sons  of  fame ; 

Since  to  their  memory  it  is  so  true. 

And  shews  their  poetry  so  much  in  you. 

Go  on  in  pity  to  this  wretched  isle, 

Which  ignorant  poetasters  do  defile,'^  ^'■ 

With  lousy  madrigals  for  lyrick  verse; 

Instead  of  comedy  with  nasty  farce. 

Would  Plautus,  Terence,  e'er  have  been  so  lewd 

T  have  dress'd  Jack-pudding  up  to  catch  the  crowd  ? 

Or  Sophocles  five  tedious  acts  have  made. 

To  shew  a  whining  fool  in  love  betray'd 

By  some  false  friend  or  slippery  chambermaid ; 

Then  ere  he  hangs  himself  bemoans  his  fall 

In  a  dull  speech,  and  that  fine  language  call  ? 

No,  since  we  live  in  such  a  fulsome  age. 

When  nonsense  loads  the  press,  and  chokes  the  stage; 

When- blockheads  will  claim  wit  in  nature's  spite. 

And  every  dunce  that  starves,  presumes  to  write. 

Exert  yourself,  defend  the  Muse's  cause,    -   ■■  .,  .  ' 

Proclaim  their  right,  and  to  maintain  their  laws,  ; 

Make  the  dead  ancients  speak  the  British  tongue. 

That  so  each  chattering  daw  who  aims  at  song,  •■'I 

In  his  own  mother-tongue  may  humbly  read 

What  engines  yet  are  wanting  in  his  head. 

To  make  him  equal  to  the  mighty  dead. 

For  of  all  nature's  works  we  most  should  scorn 

The  thing  who  thinks  himself  a  poet  born  ; 

Unbred,  untaught,  he  rhymes,  yet  hardly  spells^ 

And  senselessly,  as  squirrels  jingle  bells. 

Such  things,  sir,  here  abound  ;  may  therefore  you 

Be  ever  to  your  friends,  the  Muses,  true : 

May  our  defects  be  by  your  powers  supplied, 

Till,  as  our  envy  now,  you  grow  our  pride.         i'V 

Till,  by  your  })en  restor'd,  in  triumph  borne,       >H 

The  majesty  of  jx)etry  return.  /ti  <./J 

.11  JOV 
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Spoken  upon  his  Royal  Highness  the  Duke  of 
York's  coming  to  the  Theatre,  Friday,  April 
21,  l68Ci. 

WHEN  too  much  plenty,  luxury,  and  case, 
Had  surfeited  this  isle  to  a  disease  ; 
When  noisome  blains  did  its  best  parts  o'erspread, 
And  on  the  rest  their  dire  infection  shed  ; 
Our  great  physician,  who  the  nature  knew 
Of  the  distemper,  and  from  whence  it  grew, 
Fix'd  for  three  kingdoms  quiet  (sir)  on  you  : 
He  cast  his  searching  eyes  o'er  all  the  frame, 
And  finding  whence  before  one  sickness  came. 
How  once  before  our  mischiefs  foster'd  were. 
Knew  well  your  virtue,  and  applied  you  there  : 
Where  so  your  goodness,  so  your  justice  sway'd. 
You  but  appear'd,  and  the  wild  plague  was  stay'd. 

When,  from  the  filthy  dunghill-faction  bred, 
New  form'd  rebellion  durst  rear  up  its  head, 
Answer  me  all  :  Who  struck  the  monster  dead  ? 

See,  see,  the  injur'd  prince,  and  bless  his  name, 
Think  on  the  martvr  from  whose  loins  he  came : 
Think  on  the  blood  was  shed  for  you  before. 
And  curse  the  parricides  that  thirst  for  more. 
His  foes  are  yours,  then  of  their  wiles  beware: 
Lay,  tay  him  in  your  hearts,  and  guard  him  there. 
Where  let  his  wrongs  your  zeal  for  him  improve  ; 
He  wears  a  sword  will  justify  your  love. 
With  blood  still  ready  for  your  good  t'expend. 
And  has  a  heart  that  ne'er  forgot  his  friend. 

His  duteous  loyalty  before  you  lay. 
And  learn  of  him,  unmurm'ring  tt>  obey. 
Think  what  he  has  borne,  your  quiet  to  restore ; 
Re})ent  your  madness,  and  rebel  no  more. 

No  more  let  Boutefeu's  liope  to  lead  petitions, 
Scriv'ners  to  be  trcas'rers  ;  pedlars,  politicians  : 
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Nor  every  fool,  whose  wife  has  tripp'd  at  court, 
Pluck  up  a  spirit,  and  turn  rebel  for't.  ^<soj<?' 

In  lands  where  cuckolds  multiply  like  ours. 
What  prince  can  be  too  jealous  of  their  powers, 
Or  can  too  often  think  himself  alarm'd  ? 
They're  malecontents  that  every  where  go  arm'd  ^^j^ 
And  when  the  horned  herd's  together  got. 
Nothing  portends  a  commonwealth  like  that. 

Cast,  cast  your  idols  off,  your  gods  of  wood, 
Ere  vet  Philistines  fatten  with  your  blood  :  ry 

Renounce  your  priests  of  Baal  with  amen  faces. 
Your  Wapping  feasts,  and  your  Mile-End  high- 
places. 

Nail  all  your  medals  on  the  gallows  post,  :| 

In  recompence  th'  original  was  lost: 
At  these  illustrious  shrines  repentance  pay,,^^^^  ^^v 
In  his  kind  hands  pour  humble  off'rings  lay :  "^    '^^ 
Let  royal  pardon  be  by  him  implor'd,  ,y 

Th'  atoning  brother  of  your  anger'd  lord  :  --^ 

He  only  brings  a  medicine  fit  to  assuage  13 

A  people's  folly,  and  rouz'd  monarch's  rage.  ^ 

An  infant  prince  yet  lab'ring  in  the  womb. 
Fated  with  wondrous  happiness  to  come,  / 

He  goes  to  fetch  the  mighty  blessings  home :         ^ 
Send  all  your  wishes  with  him,  let  the  air  ^j 

With  gentle  breezes  waft  it  safely  there. 
The  seas,  like  what  they'll  carry,  calm  and  fair : 
Let  the  illustrious  mother  touch  our  land 
Mildly,  as  hereafter  may  her  son  command : 
While  our  glad  monarch  welcomes  her  to  shore, 
With  kind  assurance  she  shall  part  no  more. 

Be  the  majestic  babe  then  smiling  born. 
And  all  good  signs  of  fate  his  birth  adorn. 
So  live  and  grow,  a  constant  pledge  to  stand, 
Of  CiEsar's  love  to  an  obedient  land. 


SEVERAL  OCCASIONS.  451 

r  ■  ■ 

Spoken  to  Her  Royal  Highness  on  her  Return 
from  Scotland,  in  the  Year  l6S2. 


ALL  you,  who  this  day's  jubilee  attend. 

And  every  loyal  Muse's  loyal  friend ; 

That  come  to  treat  your  longing  wishes  here. 

Turn  your  desiring  eyes,  and  feast  them  there. 

Thus  falling  on  your  knees  with  me  implore. 

May  this  poor  land  ne'er  lose  that  presence  more. 

But  if  there  any  in  this  circle  be, 

That  come  so  curs'd  to  envy  what  they  see : 

From  the  vain  fool  that  would  be  great  too  soon. 

To  the  dull  knave  that  writ  the  last  lampoon  ! 

Let  such,  as  victims  to  that  beauty's  fame, 

Hang  their  vile  blasted  heads,  and  die  with  shame. 

Our  mighty  blessing  is  at  last  return'd. 

The  joy  arriv'd  for  which  so  long  we  mourn'd  . 

From  whom  our  present  peace  we  expect  increas'd, 

And  all  our  future  generations  bless'd : 

Time,  have  a  care :  bring  safe  the  hour  of  joy. 

When  some  bless'd  tongue  proclaims  a  royal  boy : 

And  when  'tis  born,  let  Nature's  hand  be  strong ; 

Bless  him  with  days  of  strength,  and  make  them 

long ; 
Till  charg'd  with  honours  we  behold  him  stand, 
Three  kingdoms'  banners  waiting  his  command. 
His  father's  conquering  sword  within  his  hand  : 
Then  th'  English  lions  in  the  air  advance. 
And  with  them  roaring  music  to  the  dance, 
Carry  a  quo  warranto  into  France. 
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THE  SIXTEENTH  ODE  OF  THE 

SECOND    BOOK    OF    HORACE, 

IN  storms  when  clouds  the  moon  do  hide. 

And  no  kind  stars  the  pilot  guide. 

Shew  me  at  sea  the  boldest  there, 

Who  does  not  wish  for  quiet  here. 

For  quiet  (friend)  the  soldier  fights. 

Bears  weary  marches,  sleepless  nights. 

For  this  feeds  hard,  and  lodges  cold, 

Which  can't  be  bought  with  hills  of  gold. 

Since  wealth  and  power  too  weak  we  find 

To  quell  the  tumults  of  the  mind  ; 

Or  from  the  monarch's  roofs  of  state 

Drive  thence  the  cares  that  round  him  wait. 

Happy  the  man  with  little  blcss'd. 

Of  what  his  father  left  posscss'd  ; 

No  base  desires  corrupt  his  head. 

No  fears  disturb  him  in  his  bed. 

What  then  in  life,  which  soon  must  end. 

Can  all  our  vain  designs  intend  ? 

From  shore  to  shore  why  should  we  run 

When  none  his  tiresome  self  can  shun  ? 

For  baneful  care  will  still  prevail. 

And  overtake  us  under  sail : 

'Twill  dodge  the  great  man's  train  behind. 

Out-run  the  roe,  out-fly  the  wind. 

If  then  thy  soul  rejoice  to-day. 

Drive  far  to-morrow's  cares  away. 

In  laughter  let  them  all  be  drown'd  ; 

No  perfect  good  is  to  be  found. 

One  mortal  feels  fate's  sudden  blow 

Another's  ling'ring  death  comes  slow ; 

And  what  of  life  they  take  from  thee. 

The  Gods  may  give  to  punish  me. 
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Thy  portion  is  a  wealthy  stock, 

A  fertile  glebe,  a  fruitful  Hock, 

Horses  and  chariots  for  thy  ease, 

Rich  robes  to  deck  and  make  thee  please: 

For  me  a  little  cell  I  choose, 

Fit  for  my  mind,  fit  for  my  Muse, 

Which  soft  content  does  best  adorn, 

Shunning  the  knaves  and  fools  1  scorn. 


THE  COMPLAINT. 

A    SONG    TO    A    SCOTCH    TUNE. 


I  LOVE,  I  doat,  I  rave  with  pain. 

No  quiet's  in  my  mind. 
Though  ne'er  eould  be  a  happier  swain, 

Were  Sylvia  less  unkind. 
For  when,  as  long  her  chains  I've  worn, 

I  ask  relief  from  smart. 
She  only  gives  me  looks  of  scorn  ; 

Alas,  'twill  break  my  heart  1 

My  rivals,  rich  in  worldly  store. 

May  offer  heaps  of  gold. 
But  surely  I  a  Heaven  adore. 

Too  precious  to  be  sold  ; 
Can  Sylvia  such  a  coxcomb  prize,  . 

For  wealth  and  not  desert, 
And  my  poor  sighs  and  tears  despise  ? 

Alas,  'twill  break  my  heart! 
When  like  some  pantmg,  hov'ring  dove, 

I  for  my  bliss  contend, 
And  plead  the  cause  of  eager  love,  you  Ju  k 

She  coldly  calls  me  friend. 


Ah,  Sylvia  !  thus  in  vain  you  strive 

To  act  a  healer  s  part, 
'Twill  keep  but  ling' ring  pain  alive, 

Alas !  and  break  my  heart. 

When  on  my  lonely  pensive  bed, 

I  lay  me  down  to  rest. 
In  hope  to  calm  my  raging  head. 

And  cool  my  burning  breast. 
Her  cruelty  all  ease  denies  ; 

With  some  sad  dream  I  start,  • 

All  drown'd  in  tears  I  find  my  eyes. 

And  breaking  feel  my  heart.  / 

Then  rising,  through  the  path  I  rove 

That  leads  me  where  she  dwells. 
Where  to  the  senseless  w^aves  my  love 

Its  mournful  story  tells  ;  , ; 

With  sighs  I  dew  and  kiss  the  door,  ,^ 

Till  morning  bids  depart ; 
Then  vent  ten  thousand  sighs  and  more :  ^g 

.;'      Alas,  'twill  break  my  heart ! 

But,  Sylvia,  when  this  conquest's  woBj."  u..^  ';,s3.u 
And  I  am  dead  and  cold,  -    .  „s^ 

Renounce  the  cruel  deed  you've  done, 
-.  -  ^or  glory  when  'tis  told  ; 

For,  ev'ry  lovely  gen'rous  maid 
Will  take  my  injur'd  part. 

And  curse  thee,  Sylvia,  I'm  afraid, 
For  breaking  my  poor  heart. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO    CONSTANTINE   THE    GREAT. 


WHAT  think  ye  meant  wise  Providence,  when  first 

Poets  were  made?  I'd  tell  you,  if  I  durst, 

That  'twas  in  contradiction  to  Heaven's  word. 

That  when  its  spirit  o'er  the  waters  stirr'd. 

When  it  saw  all,  and  said.  That  all  was  good. 

The  creature  poet  was  not  understood. 

For,  were  it  worth  the  pains  of  six  long  days, 

To  mould  retailers  of  dull  third-day  plays. 

That  starve  out  threescore  years  in  hopes  of  bays. 

'Tis  plain  they  ne'er  were  of  the  first  creation. 

But  came  by  mere  equivocal  generation. 

Like  rats  in  ships,  without  coition  bred ; 

As  hated  too  as  they  are,  and  unfed. 

Nature  their  species  sure  must  needs  disown. 

Scarce  knowing  poets,  less  by  poets  known. 

Yet  this  poor  thing,  so  scorn'd,  and  set  at  nought. 

Ye  all  pretend  to,  and  would  fain  be  thought. 

Disabled  wasting  whore-masters  are  not 

Prouder  to  own  the  brats  they  never  got, 

Than  fumbling,  itching  rhymers  of  the  town, 

T'  adopt  some  base-born  song  that's  not  their  own. 

Spite  of  his  state,  my  lord  sometimes  descends. 

To  please  the  importunity  of  friends. 

The  dullest  he,  thought  most  for  business  fit,  • 

Will  venture  his  bought  place  to  aim  at  wit ; 

And  though  he  sinks  with  his  employs  of  state. 

Till  common  sense  forsake  him,  he'll  translate. 

The  poet  and  the  whore  alike  complains, 

Of  trading  quality,  that  spoil  their  gains  ; 

The  lords  will  write,  and  ladies  will  have  swains. 
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Therefore^  all  you  who  have  male  issue  borH,       - 

'Under  the  starving  sign  of  Capricorn, 

Prevent  the  malice  of  their  stars  in  time, 

And  warn  them  early  from  the  sin  of  rhyme  : 

Tell  them  how  Spenser  starv'd,  how  Cowley  mourn'd. 

How  Butler's  faith  and  service  was  return'd  ; 

And  if  such  warning  they  refuse  to  take. 

This  last  experiment,  O  parents,  make ! 

With  hands  behind  them  see  th'  offender  tied. 

The  parish  whip  and  beadle  by  his  side ; 

Then  lead  him  to  some  stall  that  does  expose 

The  authors  he  loves  most,  there  rub  his  nose ; 

Till,  like  a  spaniel  lash'd  to  know  command. 

He  by  the  due  correction  understand 

To  keep  his  brains  clean,  and  not  foul  the  land  : 

Till  he  against  his  nature  learn  to  strive, 

And  get  the  knack  of  dulness  how  to  thrive. 
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The  Beginn'wg  of  a  Pastoral  oh  the  Death  of  his 

late  Majesty. 


WHAT  horror's  this  that  dwells  upon  the  plain  ? 

And  thus  disturbs    the  shepherd's  peaceful  rcit^n '' 

A  dismal  sound  breaks  through  the  yielding  air, 

Forewarning  us  some  dreadful  storm  is  near. 

The  bleating  flocks  in  wild  confusion  stray. 

The  early  larks  forsake  their  wand'ring  way, 

And  cease  to  welcome  in  the  new-born  day. 

Each  nymph,  possessed  with  a  distracted  fear, 

Disorder'd  hangs  her  loose  dishevell'd  hair. 

Diseases  with  her  strong  convulsions  reign  : 

And  Deities,  not  known  before  to  pain, 

Are  now  with  apoplectick  seizures  slain  : 

Hence  flow  our  sorrows,  hence  increase  our  fears, 

Each  humble  plant  does  drop  her  silver  tears. 

Ye  tender  lambs  stray  not  so  fast  away, 

To  weep  and  mourn  let  us  together  stay : 

O'er  all  the  Universe  let  it  be  spread. 

That  now  the  shepherd  of  the  flock  is  dead. 

The  royal  Pan,  that  shepherd  of  the  sheep, 

He,  who  to  leave  his  flock  did  dying  weep. 

Is   gone,  ah  gone  I    ne'er   to   return  from  death's 

eternal  sleep. 
Begin,  Damela,  let  thy  numbers  fly 
Aloft,  where  the  safe  milky  way  does  lie ; 
Mopsus,  who  Daphnis  to  the  stars  did  sing. 
Shall  join  with  you,  and  thither  waft  our  king. 
Play  gently  on  your  reeds  a  mouinful  strain, 
And  tell  in  notes  through  all  th'  Arcadian  plain. 
The  royal  Pan,  the  shepherd  of  the  sheep. 
He,  who  to  leave  his  flock  did  dying  weep, 
Is   gone,  ah  gone !    ne'er  to   return  from   death's 
eternal  sleep. 
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To  Madam 


MY  Tyrant ! 

JL  ENDURE  too  much  torment  to  be  silent,  and 
have  endured  it  too  long  not  to  make  the  severest 
complaint.  I  love  you,  I  doat  on  you :  desire 
makes  me  mad  when  I  am  near  you  ;  and  despair 
when  I  am  from  you.  Sure,  of  all  miseries,  love  is 
to  me  the  most  intolerable :  it  haunts  me  in  my 
sleep,  perplexes  me  when  waking;  every  melan- 
choly thought  makes  my  fears  more  powerful ;  and 
every  delightful  one  makes  my  wishes  more  unruly. 
In  ail  other  uneasy  chances  of  a  man's  life,  there  is 
an  immediate  recourse  to  some  kind  of  succour  or 
another  :  in  wants,  we  apply  ourselves  to  our  friends; 
in  sickness,  to  physicians ;  but  love,  the  sum,  the 
total  of  all  misfortunes,  must  be  endured  with  si- 
lence ;  no  friend  so  dear  to  trust  with  such  a  secret, 
nor  remedy  in  art  so  powerful  to  remove  its  anguish. 
Since  the  first  day  I  saw  you,  I  have  hardly  enjoyed 
one  hour  of  perfect  quiet;  I  lov'd  you  early;  and  no 
sooner  had  I  beheld  that  soft  bewitching  face  of 
yours,  but  I  felt  in  my  heart  the  very  foundation 
of  all  my  peace  give  way :  but  wUsn  you  became 
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another's,  I  must  confess  that  I  did  then  rebel,  had 
foohsli  pride  enough  to  promise  myself  I  would  in 
time  recover  my  liberty  :  in  spite  of  my  enslaved 
nature,  I  swore  against  myself,  I  would  not  love 
you :  I  affected  a  resentment,  stifled  my  spirit,  and 
would  not  let  it  bend,  so  much  as  once  to  upbraid 
you,  each  day  it  was  my  chance  to  see  or  to  be  near 
you  :  with  stubborn  sufferance,  I  resolved  to  bear 
and  brave  your  power  :  nay,  did  it  often,  too,  suc- 
cessfully. Generally  with  wine,  or  conversation,  I 
diverted  or  appeased  the  daemon  that  possessed  me ; 
but  when  at  night,  returning  to  my  unhappy  self, 
to  give  my  heart  an  account  why  I  had  done  it  so 
unnatural  a  violence,  it  was  then  I  always  paid  a 
treble  interest  for  tlie  short  moments  of  ease  which 
I  had  borrowed ;  then  every  treacherous  thought 
rose  up,  and  took  your  ])art,  nor  left  me  till  they 
had  thrown  me  on  my  bed,  and  opened  those  sluices 
of  tears,  that  were  to  run  till  morning.  This  has 
been  for  some  years  my  best  condition  :  nay,  time 
itself,  that  decays  all  things  else,  has  but  increased 
and  added  to  my  longings.  I  tell  it  you,  and 
charge  you  to  believe  it,  as  you  are  generous  (which 
sure  you  must  be ;  for  every  thing,  except  your 
neglect  of  me,  persuades  me  that  you  are  so),  even 
at  this  time,  though  other  arms  have  held  you,  and  so 
long  trespassed  on  those  dear  joys  that  only  were  my 
due  ;  I  love  you  with  that  tenderness  of  spirit,  that 
purity  of  truth,  and  that  sincerity  of  heart,  that  I 
could  sacrifice  the  nearest  friends,  or  interests,  I 
have  on  earth,  barely  but  to  please  you  :  if  1  had  all 
the  world,  it  should  be  yours  ;  for  with  it  I  could  be 
but  miserable,  if  you  were  not  mine.  I  appeal  to 
yourself  for  justice,  if,  through  the  whole  actions  of 
my  life,  I  have  done  any  one  thing  that  might  not 
let  you  sec  how  absolute  your  authority  was  ovet'^^" 
mei.    Your  commands  have  been  always  sacred  to  " 
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nic  ;  your  smiles  have  always  transj^6fted  me ;  and 
your  frowns  awed  me.  In  short,  you  will  quickly 
become  to  me  the  sjreatest  blcssiniij,  or  tlie  greatest 
curse  that  ever  man  was  doomed  to.  I  cannot  so 
much  as  look  on  you  without  confusion  :  wishes  and 
fears  rise  up  in  war  within  me,  and  work  a  cursed 
distraction  through  my  soul,  that  must,  I  am  sure, 
in  time,  have  wretched  consequences :  you  only 
can,  with  that  healing  cordial,  love,  assuage  and 
calm  my  torments  ;  pity  the  man  then  that  would  be 
proud  to  die  for  you,  and  cannot  live  without  you  ; 
and  allow  him  thus  far  to  boast,  too,  that  (take  out 
fortune  from  the  balance)  you  never  were  beloved  or 
courted  by  a  creature  that  had  a  nobler  orjuster 
pretence  to  your  heart,  than  the  unfortunate  (and 
even  at  this  time),  weeping, 

Otway. 


To  Madam 


In  value  of  your  quiet,  though  it  would  be  the 
utter  ruin  of  my  own,  I  have  endeavoured  this  day 
to  persuade  myself  never  more  to  trouble  you  with 
a  passion  that  has  tormented  me  sufficiently  already, 
and  is  so  much  the  more  a  torment  to  me,  in  that  I 
perceive  it  has  become  one  to  you,  who  are  much 
dearer  to  me  than  myself.  I  have  laid  all  the 
reasons  my  distracted  condition  would  let  me  have 
recourse  to,  before  me :  I  have  consulted  my  pride, 
whether,  after  a  rival's  possession,  I  ouglit  to  ruin 
all  my  peace  for  a  woman  that  another  has  been 
more  blest  in,  though  no  man  ever  loved  as  I  did : 
but  love,  victorious  love,  overthrows  all  that,  and 
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tells  me,  it  is  his  nature  never  to  remember  ;  he  still 
looks  forward  from  the  present  hour,  expecting  still 
new  dawns,  new  rising  happiness  ;  never  looks  back, 
never  regards  what  is  past  and  left  behind  him,  but 
buries  and  forgets  it  quite  in  the  hot  fierce  pursuit 
of  joy  before  him  :  I  have  consulted,  too,  my  very 
self,  and  find  how  careless  nature  was  in  framing 
me ;  season'd  me  hastily  with  all  the  most  violent 
inclinations  and  desires,  but  omitted  the  ornaments 
that  should  make  those  qualities  become  me :  I 
have  consulted,  too,  my  lot  of  fortune,  and  find  how 
foolishly  I  wish  possession  of  what  is  so  precious,  all 
the  world's  too  cheap  for  it;  yet  still  I  love,  still 
i  doat  on,  and  cheat  myself,  very  content,  because 
the  folly  pleases  me.  It  is  pleasure  to  think  how 
fair  you  are,  though,  at  the  same  time,  worse  than 
damnation,  to  think  how  cruel :  why  should  you 
tell  me  you  have  shut  your  heart  up  for  ever  ?  It  is 
an  argument  unworthy  of  yourself,  sounds  like  re- 
serve, and  not  so  much  sincerity  as  sure  I  may 
claim  even  from  a  little  of  your  friendship.  Can 
your  age,  your  face,  your  eyes,  and  your  spirit,  bid 
defiance  to  that  sweet  power?  No,  you  know  better 
to  what  end  Heaven  made  you,  know  better  how  to 
manage  youth  and  pleasure,  than  to  let  them  die 
and  pall  upon  your  hands.  'Tis  me,  'tis  only  me 
you  have  barred  your  heart  against.  My  suflferings, 
my  diligence,  my  sighs,  complaints,  and  tears,  are 
of  no  power  with  your  haughty  nature;  yet  sure  you 
might  at  least  vouchsafe  to  pity  them,  not  shift  me 
off  with  gross,  thick,  home-spun  friendship,  the 
common  coin  that  passes  betwixt  worldly  interests : 
must  that  be  my  lot !  Take  it,  ill-natured,  take  it ; 
give  it  to  him  who  would  waste  his  fortune  for  you  ; 
give  it  the  man  would  fill  your  lap  with  gold, 
court  you  with  offers  of  vast  rich  possessions  ;  give 
it  the  fool  that  hath  nothing  but  his  money  to  plead 
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for  him  :  love  will  have  a  much  nearer  relation,  or 
none.  I  ask  for  glorious  happiness ;  you  bid  me 
welcome  to  your  friendship:  it  is  like  seating  me  at 
your  side-table,  when  1  have  the  best  pretence  to 
your  right  hand  at  the  feast.  I  love,  I  doat,  I  am 
mad,  and  know  no  measure ;  nothing  but  extremes 
can  give  me  ease ;  the  kindest  love,  or  most  pro- 
voking scorn  :  yet  even  your  scorn  would  not  per^ 
form  the  cure  ;  it  might,  indeed,  take  off  the  edge 
of  hope,  but  damned  despair  will  gnaw  my  heart  for 
ever.  If,  then,  I  am  not  odious  to  your  eyes,  if  you 
have  charity  enough  to  value  the  well-being  of  a 
man  that  holds  you  dearer  than  you  can  the  child 
your  bowels  are  most  fond  of,  by  that  sweet  pledge 
of  your  first  softest  love,  I  charm,  and  here  conjure 
you  to  pity  the  distracting  pangs  of  mine  ;  pity  my 
unquiet  days  and  restless  nights  ;  pity  the  frenzy 
that  has  half  possessed  my  brain  already,  and 
makes  me  write  to  you  thus  ravingly;  the  wretch  in 
Bedlam  is  more  at  peace  than  I  am  !  And  if  I  must 
never  possess  the  Heaven  I  wish  for,  my  next  desire 
is  (and  the  sooner  the  better),  a  clean-swept  cell,  a 
merciful  keeper,  and  your  compassion  when  you 
find  me  there. 

Think  and  be  generous. 


To  Madam 


Since  you  are  going  to  quit  the  world,  I  think 
myself  obliged,  as  a  member  of  the  world,  to  use 
the  best  of  my  endeavours  to  divert  you  from  so  ill. 
natured  an  inclination  :  therefore,  by  reason  your 
visits  will  take  up  so  much  of  this  day,  I  have  de- 
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barred  myself  the  opportunity  of  waiting  on  you 
this  afternoon,  that  I  may  take  a  time  you  are  more 
mistress  of,  and  when  vou  shall  have  more  leisure  to 
hear,  if  it  be  possible  for  anyargumentsof  mine  to  taksj 
place  in  a  heart,  I  am  afraid,  too  much  hardened 
against  me.  I  must  confess  it  may  look  a  little  ex- 
traordinary, for  one  under  my  circumstances  to  en- 
deavour the  confirming  your  good  opinion  of  the 
world,  when  it  had  been  much  better  for  me,  one  of 
ii&  had  never  seen  it.  For  nature  disposed  me, 
from  my  creation,  to  love,  and  my  ill  fortune  has 
condemned  me  to  doat  on  one,  who  certainly  could 
never  have  been  deaf  so  long  to  so  faithful  a  passion, 
had  nature  disposed  her,  from  her  creation,  to  hate 
any  thing  but  me.  I  beg  you  to  forgive  this 
trifling,  for  I  have  so  many  thoughts  of  this  nature, 
that  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  take  pen  and  ink  in 
my  hand,  and  keep  them  quiet,  especially  when  I  have 
the  least  pretence  to  let  you  know,  you  are  the  cause 
of  the  severest  disquiets  that  ever  touched  the 
heart  of 

Otway. 


To  Madam  — ^— 


Could  I  see  you  without  passion,  or  be  absent 
from  you  without  pain,  I  need  not  beg  your  pardon 
for  thus  renewing  my  vows,  that  I  love  you  more 
than  health,  or  any  happiness  here  or  hereafter. 
Every  thing  you  do  is  a  new  charm  to  me  ;  and 
though  I  have  languished  for  seven  long  tedious 
years  of  desire,  jealously  despairing;  yet,  every  mi- 
nute I  see  you,  I  still  discover  something  new  and 


LEITERJS.  4(j5 

more  bewitching.  Consider  how  I  love  you  ;  what 
would  I  not  renounce  or  enterprise  for  you  ?  I 
must  have  you  mine,  or  I  am  miserable  ;  and  no- 
thing but  knowing  which  shall  be  the  happy  hour, 
can  make  the  rest  of  my  life  that  is  to  come  tole- 
rable. Give  me  a  word  or  two  of  comfort,  or 
resolve  never  to  look  with  common  goodness  on  me 
more  ;  for  I  cannot  bear  a  kind  look,  and  after  it  a 
cruel  denial.  This  minute  my  heart  aches  for  you: 
and,  if  I  cannot  have  a  right  in -yours,  I  wish  it 
would  ache  till  I  could  complain  to  you  no  longer. 

Remember  jjoor  Otway. 


To  Madam 


You  cannot  but  be  sensible  that  I  am  blind,  or 
you  would  not  so  openly  discover  what  a  ridiculous 
tool  you  make  of  me.  I  should  he  glad  to  discover 
whose  satisfaction  I  was  sacrificed  to  this  morning ; 
for  I  am  sure  your  own  ill-nature  could  not  be 
guilty  of  inventing  such  an  injury  to  me,  merely  to 
try  how  much  I  could  bear,  were  it  not  for  the  sake 
of  some  ass,  that  has  the  fortune  to  please  you  :  in 
short,  I  have  made  it  the  business  of  my  life  to  do 
you  service,  and  please  you,  if  possible,  by  any  way 
to  convince  you  of  the  unhappy  love  I  have  for  seven 
years  toiled  under ;  and  your  whole  business  is  to 
pick  ill  natured  conjectures  out  of  my  harmless  free- 
dom of  conversation,  to  vex  and  gall  me  with,  as 
often  as  you  are  pleased  to  divert  yourself  at  the 
expense  of  my  quiet.  Oh,  thou  tormentor !  could 
I  think  it  were  jealousy,  how  should  I  humble  myself 
to  be  justified  ?  but  I  cannot  bear  the  thought  of 
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being  made  a  property  either  of  another  man's 
good  fortune,  or  the  vanity  of  a  woman  that  designs 
nothing  but  to  plague  me. 

There  may  be  means  found,  some  time  or  other, 
to  let  you  know  your  mistaking. 


To  Madam 


You  were  pleased  to  send  me  word  you  would 
meet  me  in  the  Mall  this  evening,  and  give  me 
further  satisfaction,  in  the  matter  you  were  so  unkind 
to  charge  me  with  :  1  was  there,  but  found  you  not : 
and  therefore  beg  of  you,  as  you  ever  would  wish 
yourself  to  be  eased  of  the  highest  torment  it  were 
possible  for  your  nature  to  be  sensible  of,  to  let  me 
see  you  some  time  to-morrow,  and  send  me  word, 
by  this  bearer,  where,  and  at  what  hour,  you  will  be 
so  just,  as  either  to  acquit  or  condemn  me ;  that  I 
may,  hereafter,  for  your  sake,  either  bless  all  your 
bewitching  sex ;  or,  as  often  as  I  henceforth  think 
of  you,  curse  womankind  for  ever. 


THE  END. 


C.  Baldwin,  Printer, 
N«w  Bridge-ttreet,  London. 
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